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Dramatis Perfoneze. 


M Antony. 

* OGavius Cafare 
Lepidus. 

Sex. Pompeius. 
Enobarbus, 
Ventidius, - 
Canidius, 
Eros, 

Scarus, 
Decretas, 
Demetrius, 
Philo, 
Mecenas, 
Agrippa, 
Dolabellz, 
Proculeius, 
Thidias, 
Gallus, 

Menas, 
Menecrates, 
Varrius, 
Alexas, 

Mardian, é Servants to Cleopatra. 


Friends and Followers of Antony. 


Friends to Cefar. 


=~ 


AN (a meen ree nt a) 


Friends to Pompey- 


Diomedes, 

A Soothfayer. 

Clown. 

Cleopatra, Queen of JEgypt- 

ORavia; Sifter 10xlar, and Wife to Antony. © 

Charmidn, 

Irae * 

Ambaffadors from Antony to Cxfar, Captains, 
Soldiers, Meffengers, and other Attendants. 


The SCENE lyes in. feveral Parts of the 
Roman Empire. 


t Ladies attending on Cleopatra. 
J 


Antony 








Anton) ays leopatra. 





A CP eee Hiady 
SCENE Alexandria in Agypr. 


Enter Demetrius gud Philo. 


PHILO. 


a) AY, but this Dotage of our General 
O'er-flows the Mca‘ure ; thofe his goodly 
Eyes 

Felt That o’er the Files and Mutfters of the*War, 
| Have glow’d like plated AdZars, now: bend, 

now turn 

The Office and Devotion of their view 

Upon a Taway Front. His Captain’s Heart, 

Which in the feufles of great fights. hath burft 

The Buckles on his Breaft, reneges all Temper, 

And is become thé Bellows and the Fan 

To cool a Gypfies Luft.. Look where. they come ! 
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2656 Antony and Cleopatra. 


Enter Antony, and Cleopatra, her Ladies ; the Train, with 
Eunuchs fanning her. 
Take but good Note, and you fhaiifee him, 
The tripple Pillar.of the World, transform’d 
Into a Strumpet’s Fool. Behold and fee. 
Cleo. If it be Love indeed, tell me how much 2 
Ant. There’s beggary in the love that can be reckon’d. 
Cleo. I'll fet a bourn how far to be belov’d. 
Ant. Then muft thou needs find out new Heav’n, new 
Earth. 
Enter a Meffenger. 
Mef. News, my good Lord, from Rome. 
nt. Rate me the Sum. : 
Cleo. Nay, hear them Antony. 
Fulvia perchance is angry ; or who knows, 
IF the {carce-bearded Ce/ar have not fent 
His powerful Mandate to you. Do this, or this ; 
Take in that Kingdom, and infranchife that 5 
Perform’t, or elfe we damn thee. 
Ant. How,.my Love 2 
Cleo, Perchanee, nay, and moft like, 
You muft not ftay here longer, your difmiffion 
Is come from Ce/ar, therefore hear it Antony. 
Where’s Flavia’s Procefs ? Cefar’s L would fay, both 2 
Call in the. Meflengerss as I am «4 gypr's Queen, 
Thou blutheft Astoxy, and that blood of rhine 
» Is Cafar’s Homager + elfe fo thy Cheeks pay Shame, 
When fhrill.tongu’d Fulvia {colds. The Meffengers. 
Ant. Let Rome in Tyber melt, and the wide Arch 
Of the rais’d Empire fall ; here is my f{pace, 
Kingdoms are Clay ; Our dungy Earth alike 
Feeds Beaft.as-Mans. the Noblenefs of Life . - 
Ts to do thus; when.fuch a mutual pair, 
And fuch a twain can do’t ; in which I bind, 
On pain of Punifhment, the World ito,weet 
We fland..up Peerlefs. 
Cleo, Excellent Falfhood ! sinh , . 
Why did he marry Fe/via, and.notJdove-her.2 so 
ill feem the Fool Lam not. Asteny will be-himfelf | 
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Ant. But ftirr’d by Cleopatra. 
Now for the love of love, and his foft Hours, 
Let's not confound the time with Conference harfh 
There's not a minute of our Lives fhould ftretch 
Without fome Pleafure now, What fport to night 
Cleo. Hear the Ambafladors. 
Ant. Fie wrangling Queen ! 
Whom every thing becomes, to chide, to laugh, 
Toweep; whofe every Paffion fully ftrives 
To make it felf in thee fair and admir’d. 
No Meflenger but thine, and all alone, 
To Night we’ll wander through the Streets, and note 
The Qualities of People. Come, my Queen, 
Laft night you did defire it. Speak not to us, 
| Exesint with their Train. 
Dem. Is Cefar with Antoninus priz’d fo flight ? 
Phil. Sir, fometimes when he. is not Antony, 
He comes too fhort of that great Property 
Which ftill thould go with Aztony. 
Dem, 1 am full forry, that he approves the common Liar, 
who thus fpeaksof himat Rome; bat I will hope of better 


Deeds to morrow. Reft you happy. [Exeunt. 
Enter Enobarbus, Charmian, Iras, Alexas, and a 
Soothfayer. 


Char. L. Alexas, {weet Alexas, moft any thing Alexas, 
almoft moft abfolute Alexas, where’s the Soothfayer that 
you 'prais‘'d to th’ Queen? Oh ! that I knew this Huf- 
band, which you fay, muft change his Horns with Gar- 
lands. 

Alex. Soothfayer. 

Sooth. Your will 2 

Char. Is this the Man? Is’t you, Sir, that know things? 

ig In Nature's infinite Book of Sgerecy, alittle I can 
read. 

Alex. Shew him your Hand. 

Eno. Bring in the Banquet quickly: Wine enough, 
Cleopatra’s Health to drink, 

Char, Good Sir, give me good Fortune. 

Sooth, I make not, but forefee. 

Char. Pray then, forefee.me one. 

Seorh. You thall be yet far fairer than you are. 

Char. He means in Flefh, Tras. 
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Tras. No, you fhall paint when you are old. 

Char. Wrinkles forbid, j 

Alex. Vex not his Patience, be attentive. 

Char. Huth ! 

Sooth. You thall be-more beloving, than beloved. 

Char. Uhad rather heat my Liver with Drinking. 

Alex, Nay, hear him. 

Chars Good now, fome excellent: Fortune. . ‘Let-me be 
Married to three Kings ina Forenoon, and Widow them 
all: let me have a Child at fifty, to whom Herod of "fewry 
may do Homage. Find me to marry me with Odavins 
Cefar, and Companion me with my Miftrels. 

Sooth, Yow fhall out-live the Lady whom you ferve. 

Char. Oh excellent, I love long Life better than Figs. 

Sooth. You have feen and proved a fairer former Fortune, 
than that which is to approach. 

Char. Then belike my Children fhall have no“ Names 3 
Prithee how many Boys and Wenches muft 1 have ¢ 

Sooth. Uf cyery of your Withes had a Womb, 

And foretel every With, a Million: 

Char. Out Fool, 1 forgive thee for a Witch. 

Alex. You think none but your Sheets are privy ‘to your 
Withes. 

Char. Nay come, tell Zras hers. 

Alex. We'll know all our Fortunes. ‘ 

Eno. Mine, and moft of our Fortiines’to night,” fhall be 
to go drunk to Bed. 

Tras. There's a Palm prefages Chaftity, if nothing elfe. 

Char. Een asthe o’erflowing Wylas prefageth Famine. 

Tras. Go you wild Bedfellow, you cannot Soothfay. 

Char. Nay if an oily Palm be not a frniful Prognofti- 
cation, I cannot feratch mine Ear ‘Prithee rel’ her but a 
Workyday Fortune. 

Sooth. Your Fortunes are alike. 

Tras. But how, but how give me particulars. 

Sooth, I have faid. > 

Tras. Am not an inch of Fortune better than’ the? 

Char. Well, if you were but “an inch ‘of Fortune better 
than f; where would you chufe it @ 


Tras. 
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ras. Not in my Husband’s Nofe, 

Char. Our worfer thoughts Heav’ns mend. 

Alex, Come, his Fortune, his Fortune. -Oh let him 
Marry a Woman that cannot go, fweetJ/s, I befeech thee, 
and let her die too, and give him: a-worfe,.and let worfe 
follow worfe,: “till. the worft of all-follow:-him laughing to 
his Grave, Fifty-fold a Cuckold. Good Zs hear me this 
Prayer, though thou deny me a matter of more Weight; 
good J/s, 1 befeech thee. 

Char. Amen, dear Goddefs, hear that Prayer. of the 
People. For, as it is'a heart-breaking to fee a: handfome 
Man loofe-wiv’d, fo it is a deadly Sorrow, to behold a foul 
Knave Uncuckolded 5. therefore, dear Zfs, keep decorum, and 
Fortune him accordingly. 

Char. Amen, 

Alex. Lo now, if it lay in. their Hands to make me a 
colle they would make themfelves Whores, but they’d 
ot. 


Enter Cleopatra. 

Eno. Huth, here comes, Antony. 

Chat. Not he, the Queen, 

Cleo, Saw you my Lord ? 

Eno, No, Lady. 

Cleo. Was he not here ? 

Char. No, Madam. 

Cleo. He was difpos’d. to Mirth, buton the fudden 
Aj Roman thought had ftruck him. Enobarbus. 

Eno. Madam. 

Cleo. Seek him, and. bring him hither ; where’s Alexas ? 

Alex. Here at your Service, my Lord approaches. 

Enter Antony with Adeffenger and Attendants. 

Cleo. We will not look upon him ; go with us. { Exeunt. 

Mef. Fulvia thy Wife, firft came into the Field. 

nt. Againft my Brother Lucius 2 

Mef. Ay, but foon that War had end, and the times fate 
Made Friends of them, jointing their force *gaintt Czfar, 
Whofe better. Ife in she War of Itaby, 
Upon the firft encounteridrave them. 

Ant. Well, what work ¢ 

Mef: The Nature of bad News infe@s thé Teller. 


LAG. 


ote 
6 ee 0 0 © 


Qe SEO EO 


¥ 
¥ 
ry 
\ 


* 





OS OSes 0 a OS OS Ore See 


te © 



























































2660 Antony: and Cleopatra. 


Ant. When it concernsthe Fool or Coward 5 on. 
Things that are paft,.are done, with me., Tis thus; 
Who tells me true, though in. his Tale lye Death, 
I hear him as he flatter’d. 

Mef. Labienus, this is {tiff News, 

Hath, with his Parthian Force, extended A/a ; 
From Exphrates his. conquering 

Banner fhook, from. Syria to Lydia, 

And.to Jonia, whilft 

Ant. Antony thou would’ fay. 

Mef.. Oh, my, Lord. 

Ant. Speak to.me home, mince not the general Tongue; 
Name Cleopatra as fhe is c2l?'d im.Rome = 
Rail thou in Fu/zia’s Phraie, and taunt my. Faults 
With fuch full Licenfe, as both, Truth and Malice 
Have Power to.utter. Oh then we bring forth Weeds, 
When our quick Winds lye itil]; and ouralls told-us 
Is as our Earing; fare thee well a while, 

Mef: At your Noble Pleafure: 

Ant. From Scicion how the. News ? {peak therev 

Mef. The Man from Scicion, is there fuch an one? 

Attend. He ftays upon your will, 

Ant, Let him appear ; 

Thefe ftrong egyptian Fetters I mult.break, 
Or lofe my felf in Dotage. What are you? 
Enter another Meffenger with a Letters 

2 Me. Fulvia thy Wife is dead. 

Ant, Where died fhe 2 

2, Mef, In Scicion; her length of Sicknefs 
With what elfe more ferious, 
Importeth thee to. know, this bears, 

Ant. Forbear me, This & 

There’s a great Spirit gone, thus did I defire: it, 
What our Contempts do often hurl from us. 

We with it Hours again, -the. prefent Pleafure, 

By revolution lowring, does become. 

The oppofite of it felt the’s..good being gone,, 
The Hand could pluck her back, that fhov’d her ons 
I muft from this e&gyptian Queen break offs 

Ten thoufand harms, more than the ills I know 
My idlenefs doth hatch. How now Enobarbus ? 


Enter 
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Enter Enobarbus, 

Ene. What’s your pleafure, Sir? 

Ant. I mutt with hafte from hence. 

Eno. Why then we kilf’all our Women. We fee how 
mortal an ‘Unkindnefs is to them, if they firffer° our depar= 
ture, Death’s the word. 

Ant. I muft be gone. 

Eno, Under a compelling occafion; Jet ‘Women die. It 
were pity to caft them away for nothing, ‘though between 
them and a great caufe, they fhould be ¢fteem’d nothing, 
Cleopatra catching but the leaft noife of this dies inftantly ; 
I have feen her die twenty times upon far poorer moment: 
I do think there is Mettle in Death, which commits fome 
loving a upon her, the hath fach a Celerity'in Dying. 

Ant. She is cunning paft Man’sThought. 

Eno. Alack, Sir, no, her Paffibns are made ‘of nothing 
but the fineft part of pure Love, We ‘cannot call her Winds 
and Waters, Sighs and Teats:, And yet they are greater 
Storms and Tempefts than Almanacks can report. This cant- 
not be cunning in her: if it'bey fhe makes a Show’r of Rain 
as well as Jove. 

Ant, Would I had never feen her. 

Eno. Oh Sir, you had then left unfeen a wondertul Piece 
of Work, which not to have been bleft withal, would have 
difcredited your Travel. 

Ant: Fulviais dead. 

Exo. Sir! 

An. Fulvia is dead. 

Eno. Fulviat 

Ant. Dead. 

Eno. Why Sir, give theGods 4 thankful Sacrifice: when 
it pleafeth their Deities to take the Wife of a Man from 
him, it fhews to Man the Tailors of the Earth+ Comforting 
him therein, that when old Robes are worn out, there are 
Members to make new. If there were no moré Women but 
Falvia, then had you indeed'a cut, and the cafe were to be 
lamented: This Grief is ¢rown’d with Confolation, your 
old Smock brings forth anew Petticoat, and indeed the Tears 
live in an Onion, that thould-water this Sorrow. 


Aut. 
























































2662 Antony and Cleopatra. 


Ant. The Bufinefs the hath broached in the State, 
Cannot endure my Abfence. 
Eno. And the Bufinefs you have broach’d here cannot be 


without you, efpectally that of Cleopatra’s, which wholly 


depends on your Aboad. 
‘Ant. No more like Anfwers: Let our Officers 


Have notice what we purpofe. I thal break 
The caufe ofour Expedience to the Queen, 
And get her Love to part. For not alone 
The death of Falvia, with more urgent touches 
Do ftrongly {peak to us» but the Letters too 
Of many our contriving Friends in Rome, 
Petition us at Home. Sextus Pompeins 
Hath giv’n the Dare to Cefar, and commands 
The Empire of the Seas Our flipp’ry People, 
Whole Love is never jink’d to the Deferver; 
Till his Deferts are paft, begin to throw 
Pompey the Great, and all his Dignities 
Upon his Son; who high in Name and Pow’r, 
Higher than both in Blood and Life, ftands up 
For the main Soldier : Whofe Quality going on, 
The fides o’th’ W orld may danger. Much is breeding, 
Which like the Courfer’s Hair, hath yet but Life, 
And not a Serpent’s Poifon. ~ Say our Pleafure, 
To fuch whofe place is under us, requires 
Our quick remove from hence, . 
Eno. 1 fhall do’t. ; 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Alexa‘, and i sae 
Cleo. Where is he? 
Char. I did not fee him finces 
Cleo, See where he is, who’s with him, what he do’s: 
I did not fend you. If you find him fad, 
Say I am Dancing: if in Mirth, report 
That I am fudden fick. Quickly, and return. 
Char. Madam, methinks if you did love him dearly 
‘You do not hold the method, to enforce fe 
The like from him. 
Cleo. What fhould I do, eg ; 
Char. In each thing give him way, -crofs himi ae 
Cleo. Thou teacheft likea Fool : wae way Pie hn” 
Char. 
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Char. Tempt him not, fo,too far. I with, forbear, 
In time we hate that which we often fear. 
Emer Antony. 
But here comes Antony. 

Cleo, I am Sick, and fullen, 

Ant. Tam forryto give Breathing tomy purpofe. 

Cleo, Help me away, dear Charmian, 1 fhall-fall, 
It cannot be thus long, the fides. of Nature [Seeming to faint. 
Will not fuftain it. 

An, Now, my deareft Queen. 

Cleo. Pray you ftand farther from me, 

Ant, What’s the matter? 

Cleo. I know by that fame Eyethere’s fome good News. 
What fays the marry’d Woman? you may go; 
Would fhe had never given you leave to come, 
Let her not fay ’tis I that keep you here, 

I have no Pow’r upon you: Hers you are. 

Ant. The Gods belt know. 

Cleo. Oh never was there’ Queen 
So mightily betrayed; yet at the firft 
I faw the Treafons planted. 

Ant. Cleopatra. 

Cleo. Why fhould T think you can bemine, and true, 
Though you with Swearing thake the throned Gods, 
Who have been falfe to Fulvia ? Riotous Madne(s! 
To be entangled with thofe Mouth-made Vows, 
Which break themfelves in Swearing. 

Ant. Mott fweet Queen. 

Cleo. Nay pray you feck no colour for your going, 
But bid farewel, and go: When you fued:ftaying, 
Then was thetime for words: No going then, 
Eternity was in our Lips, and Eyes, 

Blifs in our Brows bent, none our Parts fo poor, 
But was a race of Heav’n. ‘They are foftill, 

Or thou the greateft Soldier of the World, 

Art turn'd the greater Liar. 

Ant. How now, Lady 2 

Cleo. ¥ would I had thy Inches, thou fhould’ft know 
There were a Heart in cL ypt. 

Ast. Hear me; Queen; 

The ftrong neceffity of time, commands 


Our 


~ 


ee ee a ee ee 


‘8 
¥ 
if 

(aw 
' 
¥ 
i 
¥} 
bj 
¥ 


o 
























































2664 Antony and Cleopatra. 


Our fervices awhile; but my full Heart 
Remains in ufe with you. Our Jtaly 
Shines o’er with civil Swords; Sextus Pompeius 
Makes his approaches to the Port of Rome. 
Equality of two Domeltick Pow’rs, 
Breed fcrupulous Faction; the hated, grown to Strength, 
Are newly grown to Love; thecondemn’d Pompey, 
Rich in his Father’s Honour, creeps apace, 
Into the Hearts of fuch, as have not thriv’n 
Upon the prefent State, whofe Numbers threaten, 
And Quietnefs grown fick of reft, would purge 
By any defperate change. My more particular, 
And that which moft with you fhould fave my going, 
Is Fulvia’s death. [ 
Cleo. Though Age from Folly could not give me freedom, 
It does from Childithnefs. Can Fulvia die? 
Aun». She’s dead, my Queen, 
Look here, and at thy Sovereign leifure read 
The Garboyls the awak’d; at the laft, beft. 
See when, and where fhe died, 
Cleo. © moft falfe Love! 
Where be the facred Viols thou fhould’ft fill 
With forrowful Water? now I fee, I fee, 
In Fulvia’s death, how mine fhall be receiv d. 
Ant. Quarrel no more, but be prepar'd to know 
The purpofes I bear: whichare, or ceafe, 
As you fhall give th’advice. By the Fire 
That quickens Nilws Slime, I go from hence 
Thy Soldier, Servant, making Peace or War, 
As thou affe&'ft. 
Cleo, Cut my Lace, Charmian, come, 
But let it be, I am quickly ill, and well, 
So Axthony lovese’ » 
Ant. My precious Queen forbear, 
And give true evidence to his Love, which ftands 
An honourable Trial. 
Cleo. So Fulvia told me. 
I prithee curn afide, and weep for her, 
Then bid adieu to me, and fay the Tears 
Belong to eZeypr- Good now, play one Scene 
Of excellent diffembling, and let it look i. 
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Like perfe@ honour, : 
dnt, You'll heat: my Blood: no-more; 
Cleo. You can do better'yet; but this is meetly, 
“int. Now by my Sword 
Cleo, And Target. Still he mends, 
But this is not the beft.. Look prithee; Charmian, 
How this Herculean Roman does become 
The carriage of his Chafe. 
Ant. Tl leave you; Lady. 
Cleo. Courteous Lord, one ‘word: 
Sir, you and I muft part, but thav’s not it) 
Sir, you and I have lov’d, but there’s not it; 
That you know well, fomething it is'l would: 
Oh, my oblivion is a very Antony, 
And I am all forgotten, 
nt. But that your Royalty 
Holds Idlenefs your fubjet, I thould take you 
For Idlenefs it felf. we 
* Cleo. ’Tis {weating labour; 
To bear fuch Idlenefs fo'near the Heart 
As Cleopatra this. But, Sir, forgive me, 
Since my becomings kill: me, when they do not 
Eye well to you... Your honour calls you hence; 
Therefore be- deaf to my unpitied Folly, 
And all the Gods go with you. Upon your Sword 
Sit lawrell’d ViGory, and fmooth Succefs 
Be ftrew'd before your Feet, 
Ant. Let us go, 
Come: Our feparation fo abides and flies, 
That thou refiding here, goeft yet with me; 
And I hence fleeting, here remain with thee, 


Away, ‘ [ Exewn: 


CE NE it ee 


Enter ORavius Cefar reading a Letter, Lepidus, and 
Attendants, 

Caf. You may fee, Lepidus, and henceforth know, 
It is not Ce/ar’s natural Voice, to hate 
One great Competitor, From Alexandria 
This is the News} he fithes, drinks, and waftes 
The Lamps of Night in revels; Is not more Manlike 
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Than Cleopatra; nor the Queen of Prolomy 
More Womanly than he. Hardly gave Audience, 
Or did vouchfafe to think he had Partners. You 
Shall find there a Man, who ‘5 th’alftract ofall faults; 
That all Men follow. 

Lep. Lmuft not think 
There are Evils enough to darken all his Goodnels; 
His Faults in him, feem as the fpots of Heavin, 
More fiery by Night's blacknefs; Hereditary, 
Rather than purchaft; what he cannot changes 
Than what he chufes. 

Caf: You are too indulgent... Let's grant it is 
Amifs to tumble on the Bed of Ptolomy, 
To give a Kingdom for a Mirth, to fit 
And keep the turn of Tipling with a Slave, 
To reel the Streets at Noon, and ftand: the Buffet 
With Knaves that {mell of fweats fay this becomes him; 
As his compofure muft be.rare.indeeds 
Whom thefe things cannot blemith, yet mult Antony 
No way excufe his Foils, when. we do bear 
So great weight in his Lightnefs. If he fill'd 
His vacancy with his Voluptuoufnels 5 . 
Full {urfeits, and the drinefs.of his Bones, 
Call on him for's. But to confound fuch time, 
That drums him from his {ports and {peaks as loud 
As his own State, and ours, tis to be chid: 
As we rate Boys, who being mature in Knowledges 
Pawn their experience to their prefent Pleafures 
And fo rebel to Judgment. —- 

Enter a Meffenger 

Lep. Here’s more News. 

Mef: Thy biddings have been done, and every houry, 
Moft noble Ce/ar, fhalt thou have report 
How “tis abroad. Pompey is ftrong at Sea, 
Andvit appears, he is belov’d of thofe 
That only have fear’d Ge/ars to the Ports 
The Difcontents repair, and Mens reports 
Give him much wrong’d. 

Cef. 1 thould have known no lefs, 
Tt hath been taught us from the primal State, 
That he which is, was with’d, until he were: 
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And the ebb’d Man, ne'er lov'd *til] neer worth love, 
Comes fear’d, by being lack'd. “This common Body 
Like to a Vagabond ‘Flag upon the Stream, 
Goes*to, and back, lacking the varying Tide 
To rot it {elf with motion. 

Me. Cafar, I bring thee word, 
AMdenecrates and Menas, famous Pirates, 
Make the Sea ferye them, which they ear and wound 
With Keels of every kind, Many hot inrodes 
They make in ftaly, the borders Maritime 
Lack Blood to think on’t, and flefh youth to revolt, 
No Veflel cari Peep forth, but *tis as foon 
Taken as feen: For Pompey’s Name ftrikes more 
Than could his War refitted, 

Caf. Antony, 
Leave thy lafcivions Vaffals. When thou once 

Vert beaten from Mutina, where thou flew ft 
Fitrtins and Panfa Confuls, at thy heel 
Did famine follow, whom thou foughe’ft againft, 
Though daintily brought up, with Patience more 
Than Savages could fas er. Thou didft drink 
The ftale of Fiorfes, and the gilded Puddle 
Which Beafts would cough at. Thy Pallat then did dain 
The rougheft Berry on the rudeft Hedge, 
Yea, like the Stag, when Snow the Pafture theets, 
The Barks of Trees thou browfed’ft, On the Alps, 
Itis reported thou didft eat ftrange Fleth, 

hich fome did die to Jook On ; and all this, 
It wounds thine honour that I {peak it now, 
Was born fo like Soldier, that thy cheek 
So much ‘as4ank’d not, 

Lep. ‘Tis pity of him, 

Cef- Let his thames quickly 

tive him to Rome, ’tis time we twain 
Did thew our felves rth’ Field, and to that end 
Affemble we immediate Council; Pompey 
Thrives in our Idlenefs, 

Lep. To Morrow, Cé/ar, 


Both what, by Sea and Land, I can be able, 
(20 front this prefent time, 
B.a C4/, 
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Caf. Till which encounters itis my Bufinefs too. Farewel. 
Lep. Farewel my Lord, what you fhall know mean time 
Of ftirs abroad, 1 fhall befeech yous Sirs 
To let me be partakers : 

Cef, Doubt not, Sir, 1 knew it for my Bond. | |Execnnts 


sc ENE Ill. Alexandria. 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Mardian. 


Cleo. Charmian. 

Char. Madam. 

Cleo. Hay ha-—— give me to drink AZandragoras. 

Char. Why, Madam? 

Cleo. That 1 might fleep out this great gap of times 
My Antony is aways 

Char. You think,of him too much. 

Cleo, Otis Treafon. 

Chars Madams Errutt not fo. 

Cleo. Thous Eunuch, Aardian? 

Mar. What's yout Highnefs pleafure¢ 

Cleo: Notnow to hear thee fing. I take no pleafure 
In ought an Eunuch has; *tis well for thee, 

That being unfeminaricd, reer Thoughts 
May notfly forth of Ecypt-, Haft thou Affe&tions¢ 

Mar. Ye, gfacious Madam. 

Cleo. Indeed % 

Mars Not'in deed, Madam, for I can do nothing 
But what indeed 1s honeft to be done: 
Yer haved fieree Affedtions, and think 
What Venus did.with Mars. 

Cleo, Oh Charmian! ey 
Where think’. thou he is gow 2 Stands he, or fits he? 
Or does he walk? OF is he on his Horfe¢ 
Oh happy Horfe:to bear the weight of Antony! 
Do bravely; Hore, for wor’ ft thou whom thou mov it 
The demy 4tlas of this Earth, the Arm 
And Burgonet of Man. He's {peaking now. 

Or murmuring, where's MY Serpent of old Wile, - . 
For fo he calls me; now I feed my felf” 

With moft delicions Poifon, Think on me 

That am with Phebus amorous pinches black, 
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And wrinkled deep intime? Broad-fronted Ce/ar, 
When thou waft here above the Ground, I was 
A morfel of a Monarch; and great Pompey 
Would ftand and make his Eyes grow in my Brow, 
There would he anchor his Afpe@, and die 
With looking on his Life: 

Enter Alexas. 

Alex. Soveraign of ~£zypr, hail. 

Cleo. How much art thou unlike A¢ark Antony ? 
Yet coming from him, that great Med’cine hath 
With his Tin gilded thee. 

How goes it with my brave Aark Antony? 
Alex, Laft thing he did, dear Queen, 
He kift the laft of many doubled kiffes, 
This orient Pearl. His Speech fticks in my Heart, 

Cleo.,Mine Ear mutt pluck it thence. 

Alex, Good Friend, quoth he, 

Say the firm Roman to great «Zgypt fends 

This treafure of an Oyfter; at whofe foot, 

To mend the petty prefent, I will piece 

Her opulent Throne, with Kingdoms. All the Eaft, 
Say thou, fhall call her Miftrefs. So he nodded, 
And foberly did mount an Arm-gaunt Steed, 

Who neigh’d fo high, that what I would havefpoke, 
Was beaftly dumb by him. 

Cleo, What, was he fad or merry? 

Alex. Like to the time o’th’ Year, betweenthe extreams 
Of hot and cold, he was not fad nor merry, 

Cleo. Oh well divided difpofition ; note him, 
Note him good Charmian; ’tis the Man; but note him. 
He was not fad, for he would fhine on thofe 
That make their looks by his. He was not merry, 
Which feem’d to tellthem, his remembrance lay 
In egypt with his joy; but between both. 

Oh heav’nly mingle! Be’ft thou fad, or merry, 
The violence of either thee becomes, 

So do’s it no Man elfe. Met’ft thou my Pofts? 
Alex. Ay, Madam, twenty feveral Meflengers, 
Why do you fend fo thick 2 

Cleo. Who’s born that day, 
When I forget to fend to Antony, 
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Shall die a Beggar. Ink and Paper, Charmian, 
Welcome my good Alexas. Did 1, Charmian, 
Ever love Cefar {02 
Char. Oh that brave Cefar! 
Cleo. Be choak’d with {uch another Emphafis, 
Say the brave -dntony. 
Char. The valiant Ce/ar. 
Cleo. By Jfs, 1 will give thee bloody Teeth, 
If thou with Cefar Paragon again 
My Man of Men. 
Char. By your moft gracious Pardon, 
I Sing but after you. 
Cleo. My Sallad Days, 
When I was green in Judgment, cold in Blood, 
To fay, asI faid then. But come, away, 
Get me Ink and Paper, 
He hall have every Day feveral greetings, or Pil unpeople 
c#pypt. [Exeunt, 
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SCENE wm Sicily. 


Enter Pompey, Menecrates, aad Menas. 


Pom. 1° the great Gods be juft, they fhall affift 
The Deeds of jufteft Men. 
Mene. Know, worthy Pompey, 
That which they do delay, they not deny. 
Pom. While we are Suitors totheir Throne, decays 
The thing we fue for. 
Mene. We, ignorant of our felves, 
Beg often our own harms, which the wife Powers 
Deny us for our good; fo find we profit 
By lofing of our Prayers. 
Pom. I hall do well: 
The People love me, and the Sea is mine; 
My Powers are Crefcent, and my auguring hope 
Says it will come to th’full. Adark Antony 
\In egypt fits at Dinner, and will make 


® 
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No Wars without Doors. Ce/ar gets Mony where 
He lofes Hearts; Lepidus flatters both, 
Of both is flatter’d; but he neither loves, 
Nor either cares for him, 
Mene. Cafar and Lepidus are in the Field, 
A mighty ftrength they carry. 
Pom. Where have you this? Tis falfe. 
Mene. From Silvius, Sir. 
Pom. He dreams; I know they are in Rome together 
Looking for Antony: But all the Charms of Love, 
Salt Cleopatra, foften thy wand Lip, 
Let Withcraft join with Beauty ; Luft with both, 
Tie up the Libertine in a Field of Feafts, 
Keep his Brain fuming; Epicurean Cooks, 
Sharpen with cloylefs fawce his Appetite; 
That fleep and feeding may prorogue his Honour, 
Even till a lethied Dulnefs 
Exter Varrius. 





How now Varrius? 
Var. This is moft certain, that ¥ thall deliver: 
Mark Antony is every hour in Rome 
Expected. Since he went from e£zgypr, ’tis 
A {pace for farther travel. 
Pom, I could have given lefs matter 
A better Ear. Adenas, I did not think 
This amorous Surfeiter would have donn’d his Helm 
For fuch a petty War; his Soldierfhip 
Is twice the other twain: But let us reap 
The higher our Opinion, that our ftirring 
Can from the lap of e4égypt’s Widow pluck 
The near Luft-wearied Antony. 
Mene. I cannot hope, 
Cefar and Antony hall well greet together : 
His Wife that’s dead, did trefpaffes to Cefar, 
His Brother warr’d upon him, although I think' 
Not mov'd by Antony. 
Pom. I know not, Aéenas, 
How leffer Enmities may give way to greater. 
Were’t not that we ftand up againit them all, 
"T were pregnant they fhould fquare between themfelves; 
Forthey have entertained caufe enough 
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To draw their Swords; but how the fear of ts 

May cement their Diviftons, and bird up 

The petty Difference, we yet not know. 

Bet as our Gods will have’t; it only ftands 

Our lives upon, to ufe our flrongeft hands. . 

Come, Adenas. [Excunt. 


SC EN E Ik Rome 


Enter Enobarbus and Lepidus, 

Lep. Good Exobarbus, *tisa worthy deed, 

And thall become you well, to intreat your Captain 
To foft and gentle Speech, 

Eno. 1 fhall entreat him 
To anfwer like himfelfs:if Cefar move him, 

Let Antony look over Cefar’s Head, 
And {peak as loud.as AZars. » By Fupiter, 
Were I the wearer of Antonio's Beard, 
I would not fhave'’t to day. 

Lep. "Tis not'a time forprivate Stomaching: 

Eno, Every time ferves for the matter'that’is thén Born int. 

Lep. But {mall to greater Matters muft give'way. 

Eno. Not if chefimall come firfts 

Lep.. Your Speech ts/ paffion; but pray you ftir 
No Embers up. ‘Heré\comes ithe noble Antuny: 

EnteroAntony and’ Ventidius. 

Eno. And, yonder Gefar. 

Ener Cefar, Mecznas, ‘and ‘Agrippa. 

Ant. LF we-compofe welk hereto Parthia——— * 
Hark,. Ventidius, 

Ce/. I do not know 3 ALecanasy ask Agrippa. ' 

Lep. Noble Friends; rhs ae 
That which combin’d-us was moft great, and let not 
A leaner AGion:rend usiy What's amifs, 

May it be gently sheardseWhen'we'debate 

Our trivial difference Joud, we do ‘¢ommit 

Murther in healing, Wouridss. Then ‘noble’Partners, 

The rather, for I earfieftly befeech, *s 

Touch you the fowreft points with fweete 


ft terms," 
Nor curftnefs grow itoth’ matter” Peewee 


we 
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Ant. Tis fpoken well : 
Were we before our-Armies and to fight, 
I fhould do thus. [ Flowvi fh. 
Caf. Welcome to. Rome, 


Ant. Thank you. 
Caf. Sit. 
Ant. Sit, Sir. 
Cef; Nay then, 
Ant. V learn you take things ill, which arenot fo: 
Or being, concernyou nor: 
Caf. I muft be laught at, 
If, or for nothing, or a little, I 
Should fay my {elf offended, and with you 
Chiefly i’th’ World. More laught at, that I fhould 
Once name you derogately : hea to found your name 
It not concern’d me, 
Ant. My being ine4gypr, Cefar; 
Ce/. No more than my refi 
Might be to you in e4igypr : 
Did practife on my fate, 
Might be my queltion, 
Ant. How intend you, pra@is’d2 
Ce/- You may be pleas’d to cate 
By what did here befal me, 
Made wars upon sme, 


what’ was’t to you? 
ding here at Rome 

yet if you there 

your being in e4gype 


h at mine intent, 
Your Wife and’ Brother 
and their conteftation 
Was Theam for you, you were the word of war. 

nt. You do miftake your bufinefs, my Brother never 
Did urge me in his A@ : I did inquire it, 
And have my learning from fome true reports 
That drew their Swords with you, Did he'not rather 
Difcredit my Authority with yours, 
And make the wars alike againft my Stomach, 
Maving alike your caufe? OF this my Letters 
Before did fatisfie you. If you patch a quarrel, 
As matter whole you’ve not to’ make it with, 
It muft not be with this, 


Cef: You praife your felf, by laying defe@s of judgment 
tome : but you patch up your excufes, 
Ant. Not fo, not fo.: 


I know you could no 
Very neceffity of thi 
Your Partner in the 


t lack, I am certain’ on'r, 
Sthought, that I 
caufe ‘gainft which he fought; 
<a Could 
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Could not with graceful Eyes attend thofe Wars 
Which fronted mine own peace. As formy Wife, 
I-would you had her Spirit, in fuch another, 
The third o’th’ World is yours, which with a Snaffle, 
You may pace eafie, but not fuch a Wife. 

Eno. Would we had all fuch Wives, that the Men might 
go to Wars with the Women. 

Ant. §o much uncurbable, her Garboiles Ca/ar 
Made out of her impatience; which not wanted 
Shrewdnefs of policy too, I grieving grant, 
Did you too much difquiet, for that you muft, 
But fay I could not help it. 

Caf. I wrote to you, 
When rioting in Alexandria you 
Did pocket up my Letters: and. with taunts 
Did beg my Miffive out of audience. 

Ant, Sir, he fell on me, ¢’er admitted: then 
Three Kings I had newly feafted, and did want 
OF what I was i’th’ morning: but next day 
Ttold him of my felf, which was,as much 
As to have askt him pardon. Let this Fellow 
Be nothing of our ftrife: if we contend 
Out of our queftion wipe him. 

Ce/: You have broken 
The Article of your Oath, which you fhall never 
Have Tongue to charge me with. 

Lep. Soft, Cafar. 

Ant. No, Lepidus, let him fpeak, 

The Honour is Sacred which he talks on now, 
Suppofing that Ilackt it: but on, Ce/ar, 
The Article of my Oath. 

Caf. To lend me.Arms,.and Aid, when I requir’d them, 
The which you both denied. 

Ant. Negle&ed rather: 

And then when Poifoned hours had bound me up 
From mine own Knowledge; as nearly as I may, 
T'll play the penitent to you. But mine honefty, 
Shall not makepoor my greatnefs, nor my power 
Work without it.) Truthis, that Falvia, 

To have meout of egypt, made Wars here, 

For which my felf, the igaorant motive, do 
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So far ask pardon, as befits: mine Honour 
To ftoop in fuch a cafe. 
Lep. *Tis nobly fpoken, 
Mec. If it might pleafe you, to enforce no further 
The griefs between ye: to forget them quite, 
Were to remember, that the prefent need, 
Speaks to atone you. 
Lep. Worthily fpoken, ALecenase : 
Exo. Or if you borrow one another’s Love for the inftant, 
you may when you hear no more words of Pompey return it 
again: you fhall have time to wrangle in, when you have 
nothing elfe to do. 
int, Thou art a Soldier, only fpeak no more, 
Exo. That truth thould be filent, [had almoft forgot. 
Ant. You wrong this prefence, therefore {peak no more. 
Eno. Go to then: yourconfiderate Stone. 
Ce/. I do not much diflike the matter, but 
The manner of his Speech:  for’e cannot be, 
We fhall remain in friendfhip, our,conditions 
So differing in their a@s.) Yet if I knew, 
What Hoop fhould holds ftaunch, from edge to edge 
Ath’ World, I would purfue it. 
“Agr. Give me leave, Cz/ar. 
Ce/. Speak, Agrippa. 
Agr. ‘Thou hatt.a Sifter by'thy Mother’s fide, 
Admir’d O@avia! Great Mark Antony 
Is now a Widower, 
Ce/: Say not fo, Agrippa; if Cleopatra heard you, your 
proof were well deferved of rafhnefs, Ae 
Ant. 1 am not married, Ce/ar; let me hear 
Agrippa further fpeak. 
gr. To hold you in perpetual amity, 
To make you Brothers, and to knit your Hearts 
With an unflipping Knot, take Antony 
Ottavia to his Wife; whofe beauty claims 
No worfe a Husband. than the beft of Men; 
Whofe Virtue, and whofe general Graces {peak 
‘That which none elfe can utter, By this Marriage, 
All little Jealoufies which now feem great, 
And all great fears, whichinow import their dangers, 
Would then benothing.... Truths would be tales, a 
ere 
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Where now half tales be truths : her love to both 
Would each to other, and all loves to both 
Draw after hers Pardon what I have fpoke, 
For tis a ftudied, not a prefent Thought, 

By duty ruminated. 

Ant. Will Cefar {peak 2 

Cef. Not ’till he hears how Aztony is touch’d, 
With what is fpoken already. 

Ant. What power is in Agrippa, 
If I would fay Agrippa, be it fo, 
To make this good? 

Cef: The power of Ce/ar, 
And his power unto Oéfavia. 

Ant. May I never 

To this good purpofe, that fo fairly fhews, 
Dream of impediment; let me have thy hand 
Further this AG of Grace ; and from this hour, 
The Heart of Brothers govern in our Loves, 
And fway our great Defigns. 

Caf. There’s my, hand ; 

ASifter I bequeath you, whom no Brother 
Did ever love fo dearly, Let her live 

To join our Kingdoms, and our Hearts, and never 
Fly off our Loves again. 

Lep. Happily, Amen. 

Ant. Ldid not think to draw my Sword againft Pompey, 
For he hath laid ftrange Courtefies, and great 
Of late upon me. I muft thank him only, 
Left my remembrance fuffer ill report : 

At heel of that defie him. 

Lep. Time calls upon’s, 

Of us muft Pompey prefently be fought, 
Or elfe he feeks out us, 

Ant, Where lyes he? 

Caf; About the Mount-Mifenum 

Ant. What is his ftrength by Land ? 

Cef. Great, and increafing : 

But by Sea he is an abfolute Mafter. 

Ant. So is the Frame, 2 
Would we had {poke together. Hafte we for i, 
Yet eer we put our felves in Arms, ‘difpatch we 
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The bufinefs we have talk’d of. 

Cef. With moft gladnels, 
And do invite you to my Sifter’s view, 
Whither ftraight Pll lead you. 

Ant, Let us, Lepidus, not lack your company. 

Lep. Noble Antony, not ficknefs fhoulddetainme. | 

[ Exeunt. 
Manent Enobarbus, Agrippa,s Mecenas. 

Mec. Welcome from c£gypr, Sir. 

Eno. Half the Heart of Cefar, worthy Adecenas. My 
Honourable Friend Agrippa. 

Agr. Good Enobarbus. 

Mec. We have caufe,to be glad, that matters are fo well 
digefted : you ftay’d well by’t in e£gypr. 

Eno. Ay Sir, we did fleep day out of countenance, and 
made the Night light with drinking. 

Mec, Bight wild-Boars roafted whole at a breakfaft : and 
but twelve Perfons there. Is this true? 

Eno. This was but as a Fly by an Eaple:* we had much 
more monftrous matter of Feaft, which worthily deferved 
noting. 

Mec. She's a moft triumphant Lady, if report be fquare 
to her. 

Eno, When the firft met A¢ark Antony, the pursd up his 
Heart upon the River of Grdnus. 

Agr. There the appeat’d indeed : or my reporter devis’d 
well for her. 

Exo. I will tell you; 

The Barge fhe fat in, like a Burnifh’d Throne 
Burnt on the water; the Poop was beaten Gold, 
Purple the Sails, and foperfumed, that 

The Winds were Love-fick, 

With them the Oars were Silver, 

Which to the tune of Flutes kept ftroke, and made 
The water which they beat, to follow fafter, 

As amorous of their ftrokes. For her own Perfon, 
Tt beggar’dall defcription; fhe did lye 

In her Pavillion, Cloth of Gold, of Tiffue, 
O’er-pituring that Venus, where we {ee 

The Fancy out-work Nature, On each fide her 
Stood pretty dimpled Boys, like {miling Cupids, 
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With divers-colour’d Fans, whofe wind did feem 
To glow the delicate Checks which they did cool, 
And what they undid did. 

“gr. Oh rare for Antony, 5 

Exo. Her Gentlewomen, like the Nereides, 
So many Mere-maids tended her i’th’ Eyes, 
And made their bends adornings, At the Helm, 
A feéming’ Mere-maid fteers; the Silken Tackles 
Swell with the touches of thofe Flower-foft hands, 
That yarely frame the Office, From the Barge 
A f{trange invifible perfume hits the Senfe 
Of the adjacent Wharfs. The City caft 
Her People out upon her; and Antony 
Enthron’d i’th’ Market-place, did fit alone, 
Whiftling to th’ Air ; which but for vacancy; 
Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too, 
And made a gap in Nature. 

“Agr. Rare e£gyptian! 

£xo. Upon her landing, Antony {ent to her, 
Invited her to Supper: fhe replyed, 
It fhould be better, he became her Gueft; 
Which fhe-entreated. Our Courteous Antony, 
Whom ne’ér, the word of no, Woman heard {peak, 
Being barber’d ten times o’er, goes to the Feaft: 
And for his Ordinary, pays his Heart, 
For what his Eyes eat only. 

Agr. Royal wench ! 
She made great C4/ar lay his Sword to Bed, 
He ploughed her, and fhe cropt. 

Eno. E faw her once 
Hop forty Pacts through the publick Street, 
And having loft her breath, fhe {poke, and panted, 
That fhe did maké"defe@; perfeGion, 
And breathlefs ‘power breath forth. 

Mec. Now Antony mutt leave-her utterly. 

Exo. Never, he will not. _ 
Age cannot wither hér, horicuftom fecal 
Her infinite variety ;. Other Women cloy 
The Appetites they feed, but the makes hungry, 
Where moft the fatisfies. For vileft things . | 
Become themfelves in her, that the holy Priefts 
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Blefs her, when the is Riggith. 
Mec. If Beauty, Wifdom, Modefty, can fettle 
The Heart of Antony, Off avia is 
A bleffed Lottery to him, 
Ayr. Lit us go, 
Good Exorarbus, make your felf my. Gueft, 
Whilft you abide here. 
Exo. Himbly, Sir, I thank. you. [Exeunt. 
Ener Antony, Cafar, OGtavia between them. 


<4nt, Tie World, and my great Office, will fometimes 
Divide me from your Bofom. 


Offa. All which time, 
Before the Gods my Knee fhall bow in Prayers 
To them for you. 
Ant. Good Night Sir. My Odavia, 
Read not my blemifhes in the World’s report : 
I have notkept my fquare, but that to come 
Shall all bedone by th’ Rule; good Night, dear Lady, 
Offa. Good Night, Sir. 
Cef, Good Night. [ Exeunt Ceflar and OGavia, 
Enter Soothfayer. 

Ant. Now Sirrah! do you with your felf in e£gype.? 

Sooth, Would I had never come from thence, nor, you 
thither, 

Ant. If you can, your reafon? 

Sooth, fee it in my motion, have it not in my tongue; 
But yet hie you to e£gype again. 

Ant. Say to me, whofe Fortune fhall rife higher, Ce/ar’s 
or mine? 

Sooth. Cafar’s, Therefore, oh Antony, ftay not by his fide. 
Thy Damm, that’s thy Spirit which keeps shee, is 
Noble, Couragious, High, Unmatchable, 

Where Ce/ar’s isnot. But nearhim thy Angel 
Becomes afear ; as being o’erpower'd, and therefore 
Make fpac: enough between you. 
Ant. Speak this no more. 
Sooth, To none but thee, no more, but when to thee, 
If thou deft play with’ him at any Game, 
Thou art fure to lofe: And of that Natural luck 
He beats thee ‘gainit the odds. Thy Luftre thickens; 
When he thines by: I fay again, thy Spirit ; 
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Is all afraid to govern thee near him : 
But he alway is noble. 
Ant. Get thee gone: 
Say to Ventidins, I would fpeak with him. [Exit Sooth. 
He fhall to Parthia, be it art, or hap, 
He hath fpoken true. The very Dice obey him, 
And in our fports my better cunning faints, 
Under his chance; if we draw lots; he fpeeds, 
His Cocks do winthe Battel, ftill of mine, 
When it is all to naught: and his Quailes ever 
Beat mine, in hoop’d, at odds. I will to e#gypr3 
And though I make this marriage for my peace, 
I'th’ Eaft my pleafute liess -Ohcome, Ventidins, 
Enter Ventidius. 
You mutt to Parthia, your Commiffion’s ready: 
Follow me and reccive’t. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Lepidus, Mecenas, and Agrippa. 
Lep. Trouble your felf no farther : pray you haften 
Your Generals after. 
Agr: Sity, Mark, Antony will een bot kifs O@avia; and 
we'll follow. 
Leps*Till I hall fee you in your Soldier’s drefs; 
Which will become you both, Farewel. 
Mec, We fhall, as 1 conceive the Journey, be 
At the Mount before you Lepidus. ~ 
Lep. Your way is fhorter, 
My purpofes do draw me much about, 
You'll win two Days upon me. 
Both. Sir, good fuccefs, 


Lep.’ Farewel. | Exeunt. 


SCENE I. © Alexandria. 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras avd. Alexas. 

Cleo. Give me fome Mufick: Mufick, moody food , 
Of us that trade in love, 
Omnes, The Mufick,.hoa! 
Enter, Mardian the Eunuch. 

Cleo. Let it alone, et’s to Billiards :. come Charmian, 
Char,..My; arm is fore, beft play with AZardian. 
Cleo, As well aWoman.with an Eunuch play’d;, - 
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As with aWoman. Come, you'll play with me, Sir 2 

Mar, As well as Ican, Madam. 

Cleo. And wien good willis thewed,though’t come too fhort, 
The Aor may plead pardon. I’'llnone now, 

Give me mine Angle, we'll to th’ River, there 
My Mufick playing far off, I will betray 
Tawny-fin Fithes, my bended hook fhall pierce 
Their flimy jaws; and, as I draw them up, 
I'll think them-ewery one an Antony, 

And fay, ah, ha; you’re caught. 

Char. *T was merry when you wager’d on your Angling, 
when your diver did hang a fale Fith on his hook, which he 
with fervency drew up, 

Cleo, Thattime! —— Oh times! - 
T laught him out of patience, and that ‘night 
I laught him into patience, and néxt morn, 
E’er the ninth hour L drunk him to his bed’: 
Then put my Tires and Mantles on him, whilft 
I wore his Sword Philippan. Oh from Italy. 

Enter a Meffenger. 
Ram thou thy fruitful tidings in mine Ears, 
That long time have been barren. 
Mef. Madam! Madam! 
Cleo. Antony's dead ; 
If thou fay fo, Villain, thou kill’ thy Miftres; 
But well and free, if thou fo yield him. 
There is Gold, and here 
My bleweft Veins to kifs: a hand that Kings 
Have lipt, and trembled kiffing, 
Mef, Firft, Madam, he is well. 
Cleo, Why there’smore Gold. But, Sirrah} mark, we ufe 
To fay, the dead are well: bring me to that, 
The Gold Tgive thee, will I mele and pour 
Down thy ill-tttering throat. 
Mef: Good Madam, hear me, 
Cleo. Well, go to, I will: 
But there’s no goodnefsin thy face. If Antony 
Be free and heal hfuls Why fo tart a favour 
To trumpet fuch good tidings? If not’ well, 
Thou fhould’ft come like aFury crown’d wi-h Snakes, 
Not like a formal: Mar. 
Vou. VI, Cc Mef: 








a =a“ 
we ae ee v 


2 


’ 
u 
¥ 
e 
‘A 
bi 
¥ 

2; 
yy 
Ay 
q 
x 
\ 
iy 
‘ 






































































































































2682 Antony and Cleopatra. 


Mef. Wilt pleafe you hear me? 

Cleo. I have a mind to ftrike thee eer thou fpeak’ ft; 
Yer if thou fay, -dntony lives, tis well, 

Or Friends with Cefar, or not Captain to him, 

I'll fee thee in a fhowre of Gold, and hail 

Rich Pearls upon thee. 

Mef. Madam, he’s well. 

Cleo. Well faid. 

Me}. And Friends with Cefar. 

Cleo. Thou’rt an honeit Man. 

Mef, Cafar, avd he, are greater Friends than ever. 

Cleo. Mark thee a Fortune from me. 

Mef. But yet, Madam 

Cleo. 1 do ‘not like but yet, it do’s allay 
The good precedence, fie upon but yet, 

But yet, is as a Jaylor to bring forth 

Some monftrous Malefactor. Prithee, Friend, 
Pour out the pack of matter to mine Ear, 

The good and bad together: he’s Friends with Ce/ar, 
In ftate of Health thou fay’ft, and thon fay ft, free. 

Mef: Free, Madam! no: I made no {uch fport, 
He’s bound unto Odfavia 

Cleo; For what good turn ? 

Mef. For the beft turn ith’ Bed. 

Cleo, Lam pale, Charmian. 

Mef. Madam, he's married to Octavia. 

Cleo, The moft infectious Peftilence upon thee. 

[Strikes him down. 

Mef. Good Madam, patience. 

Cleo, What fay you? { Strikes him 
Hence horrible Villain, or I'll fpurn thine Eyes 
Like Balls before me; I'll unhair thy Head : 

[ She bales him up and dow. 
Thou fhalt be whipt with Wyre, and ftew’d in Brine, 
Smarting in lingring pickle. 
Mef. Gracious Madam, 
I, that do bring the News, made not the match. 

Cleo. Say ’tis not fo, a Province I will give thee, 
And make thy Fortunes proud: the blow thou hadft 
Shall make thy peace, for moving me to rage, 

And I will boot thee with what gift befide 
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Thy modefty can beg. 
Mef; He’s married, Madam. 


Cleo. Rogue, thou haft liv’d toolong. [Draws 4 Dagger. 


Mef. Nay then I'll run: 

What mean you, Madam, I have made no fault. [ Exit. 

Char. Good Madam, keep your felf within your felf, 

The Man is innocent. 

Cleo. Some Innocents fcape not the Thunderbolt : 

Melt e&gypr into Niles and kindled creatures 

Turn all to Serpents. Call the Slave again, 

Though I am mad, I will not bite him; Call. 

Char. He is afeard to come. 
Cleo. I will not hurt him, 
Thefe Hands do lack Nobility, that they ftrike 
A meaner than my felf: fince I my {elf 
Have given my felf the caufe. Come hither, Sir. 
Re-Enter the Meffenger. 
Though it be honeft, it is never good 
To bring bad News: give to a gracious Meffage 
An Hoft of Tongues, but let ill tidings tell 
Themfelves, when they be felt. 
Mef. I have donemy duty. 
Cleo. Is he married? 
I cannot hate thee worfer than I do, 
If thou again fay yes. 
Mef. He's married, Madam. 
Cleo, ‘The gods confound thee, doft thou hold there till? 
Mef, Should I lie; Madam? 
Cleo, Oh, would thou didft: 
So half my e4gypr were fubmerg’d, and made 
A Ciftern for {cal’d Snakes. Go get thee hence, 
Hadft thou MWarciffes in thy Face, to me 
Thou wouldft appear moft ugly: He is married? 

Mef: 1 crave your Highnefs pardons 

Cleo. He is married 2 

Mef. Take no offence, that I would not offend you; 

To punifh me for what you make me do, 
Seems much unequal : he’s married to Offavia. 

Cleo, Oh that his fault fhould make a Knave of thee, 
That art not what thou art fure of. Get thee hence, 
The Merchandifes which thou haft brought from Rome, 
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Are all too dear for me : 
Lye they upon thy hand, and beundonedy’em. [Exit Adef 
Char, Good your Highnefs patience, 
Cleo, In praifing Antony, i have difprais'd Cer. 
Char. Many times, Madam. 
Cleo. Lam paid for’t now: lead me from hence, 
L faint; oh Jras, Charmian! "tis no matter. 
Go to the Fellow, good dlexas, bid him 
Report the feature of Odlavia, her years, 
Her inclination, let him not leave out 
The colour of her Hair. Bring me word quickly. 
Let him for ever go——let him not, Charmian, 
Though he be painted one way like a Gorgon, 
The other way’s a AZars. Bid you Alexas 
Bring me word, how tall fle is: pity me, Charmian, 
But donot fpeaktome. Lead me tomy Chamber. [Exeunt 


S CEN E lV.» The Coaft of [taly, near 
Mifenum. 


Enter Pompcy and Menas at one Door swith Drun and Trum- 
pets At another Celar, Lepidus, Antony, Enobarbus, 
Mevxsas, Agrippa, with Soldiers marching. 

Pom. Your Hoftages I have, fo have you mine; 

And we fhall talk before we fight. 

Caf. Moft meet 

That fitt we cometo words, and therefore have we 

Our written purpofes before us fent, 

Which if thou haft confidered, Jct us know, 

If “twill cie up thy difcontented Sword, 

And carry back to Sicily much tall youth, 

That elfe muft perifh here. 

Pom. To you. ail three, 

The Senators alone of this great World, 

Chicf FaGtors for the gods. Idonot know, 

Wherefore my Father fhould revengers want, 

Having a Son and Fricnds; fince ‘FulinsCafar, 

Who at Philippi the good Brutus ghofted, 

There faw you labouring forme. What wave 

That mov’d pale Caffius to confpire? And wiat 

Madé the all-honour’d, honeft Roman Brats, 
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With the arn’d reft, Courtiers of beauteous freedom, 
To drench the Capitol, but that they would 

Have one Man but a Man; and that is it 

Hath made ne rig my Navy. . At whofe burthen, 
The anger’d Ocean foams, with which I meant 

To fcourge th’ ingratitude, that defpiteful Rome 
Caft on my Noble Father, 

Cef; Takeyour time. 

nt. Thor canft noc fear us, Pompey, with thy Sails, 
We'll fpeak with thee at Sea, At Land thou know’ ft 
How much we do o’er-count thee. 

Pom. At Land indeed 
Thou doft o’%r-count me of my Father’s Houfe, 
But fince the Cuckoo builds not for himfelf, 
Remain in’t 3 thou may’f, 

Lep. Be phias’d to tell us, 

For this is fran the prefent now you talk, 
The offers w: have fent you 

Ce. Ther’s the point. 

Ant. Which do not be intreated to, but weigh 
What it is worth embrac’d, 

Ce/. And vhat may follow 
To try a larg Fortune. 

Pom. You iave made me offer 
Of Sicily, Sardinia; and I muft 
Rid all the Sez of Pirates; then to fend 
Meafures of Wheat to Rome: this "greed upon, 
To part with unhackt edges, and bear back 
Our Targets indinted, 

Omnes. The's our offer. 

Pom. Know then I came before you here, a Man 
Prepar’d, to tale this offer. But, Afark, Antony, 
Put me to fomc impatience : though I Jofe 
The praife of i: by telling. You mutt know 
When Cefur and your Brother were at blows, 
Your Mother eime to Sicily, and did find 
Her welcome friendly, 

<4nt. I haveheard it, Pompey, 

And am well ftidied for a liberal thanks, 
Which I do ove you. 

Pom. Let me have your Hand: 

I did nor think Sir, to have met you nercs < 
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Ant. The Beds ith’ Eaft are foft, and thanks to you, 
That call’d me timelier than my purpofe hither: 
For I have gain’d by’t. 

Cef: Since I faw you laft, 

There is a change upon you. 

Pom. Well, I know not, 

What counts hard Fortune cafts upon my face, 
But in my bofom fhe fhall never come, 
To make my Heart a Vaflal. 

Lep. Well met heres 

Pom. Uhope fo, Lepidus, thus we are agreed : 
crave our compofition may be written 
And feal’'d between us. 

Caf. That’s the next to do. 

Pom. We'll feaft each other, eer we parts and let’s 
Draw lots who fhall begin. 

Ant, That will I, Pospey. 

Pom. No, Antony, take the lot : 

But firft or laft, your fine —Lgyptian Cookery 
Shall have the fame, Ihave heard that fulins Cefar 
Grew fat with feafting there. 

Ant, You have heard much. 

Pom. Ihave fair meaning, Sir. 

Ant. And fair words to them. 

Pom. Then fo much have I heard. 

‘And I have heard -Apollodorus carried 

Eno. No more of that : he did fo. 

Pom. What, I pray you’ 

Eno. Acertain Queen to Cafar in a Mattrice. 

Pom. 1 know thee now, how far’ft thou, Soldier? 

Exo. Well, and well am like to do, for I perceive 
Four Feafts are toward. 

Pom, Let me thake thy hand, 

Inever hated thee: I have feen thee fight, 
When I have envied thy behaviour. 

Eno, Sir, I never loy’d you much, but I ha’ prais’d ye, 
When you have well deferv’d ten times as much, ee: 
As I have faid you did. 

Pom. Injoy thy plainnefs, 
1¢ nothing ill becomes thee: 


Aboard 
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Aboard my Gally, I invite you all. 
Will you lead, Lords? 
All, Shew’s the way, Sir. 
Pom. Come. 
Aden. Th 
You, andI have known, Sir. 
Exo. At Sea, I think. 
Aden. We have, Sir. 
£xo. You have done well by Water. 
Men. And you by Land. ‘ 
Eno. I will praife any Man that will praife me, though it 
cannot be denied what I have done by Land, 
Aten. Nor what I have done by water. 
Eno, Yes, fomething you can den 
you have been a good Thief by Sea. 


Aen, And you by Land. 


Eno. There I deny my Land Service: but give me your 


Hand, Atenas, if your Eyeshadauthority, here they might 
have two Thieves kiffing. 

Men. All Mens faces are true, whatfoe’er their hands are. 

Eno. But there is ne'er a fair Woman, has a true Face, 

“Men. No flander, they fteal hearts. 

Eno. We came hither to fight with you. rea 

Men, For my part, I am forry it is turn’d toa drinking. 
Pompey doth this day laugh away his Fortune. 

Eno. If he do, fure he cannot weep’t back again, 

Men. You've faid, Sir; we look’d not for Adark Antony 
here; pray you, is he married to Cleopatra ? 

Eno. Cafar's Sifter is call’d Ofavia, 

Men, True, Sir, the was the wife of Caius Marcellus, 

Eno. But now the is the wife of AZarcus Antonius 

Men, Pray ye, Sir. 

Eno, ’Tis true. 


Men, Then is Cafar and he for ever knit together, 
Eno, 


If I were bound to Divine of this Unity, I would 
not Prophefie fo, 

Men, V think the policy of that purpofe, made more in 
the Marriage, than the Love of the Parties. 

Eno. I think fo too, But you fhall find the band that 
feems to tie their friend(hip together, will be the very 


eftranger of their Amity : Oétavia is of a holy, cold, and 
Rill converfation. C4 Men. 


y for your own fafety: 


[ Exeunt, Adanent Enob. and Menas. 
y Father, Pompey, would ne'er have made Treaty. 
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Men. Who would not have his Wife fo2 

Eno. Not he that himfelf is not 105 which is AZark An- 
tony. He will to his e4gyptian difh again; then ‘hall the 
fighs of Oftavia blow the Fire up in Cafar, and, as I faid 
before, that which is the Strength of their Amiry, fhall prove 
the immediate Author of their Variance. Antony will ufe his 
affe@ion where it is. He married but his occafion here. 

Men. And thus it may be. Come, Sir, will you Aboard? 
T have a health for you. 

Exo. 1 fhall take it, Sir : we have us’d our Throats in 
cL gy pt. 

Men. Come, let’s away. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE VV. Pompey’s Galley. 


Mujick Plays. 
Exter tovo or thnee Servants with a Banquet. 


1 Ser. Here they'll be, Man : fome o their Plants are ill 
rooted already, the leaft wind ch’ World will blow them 
down. : 

2 Ser. Lepidus is high-coloui’d. 

1 Ser, They have made him drink Alms drink. 

2 Ser. As they pinch one another by the difpofition he 
cries out, no more; reconciles them to his entreaty; and 
himfelf to th’ drink. 


1 Ser. But it raifes the greater War between him and his 
difcretion. 

2 Ser. Why this it is to have a Name in great Mens Fel- 
lowfhip + I had as lieve have a Reed that will do me no fer- 
vice, asa Partizan I could not heave. 

1 Ser. To be call’d into a huge Sphere, and not tobe feen 
to move in’t, are the holes where Eyes fhould be; which 
pitifully difafter the Cheeks. 

4 Trumpets. 
Eater Cear, Antony, Pompey, Lepidus, Agrippa, Mecznass 
Enobarbus, Menas, with other Captains. 
Ant, Thus do they, Sir: they take the flow,o'th’ Nile 
By certain fcale, i’th’ Pyramid; they know 
By th’ height, the lownefs, or the mean, if Dearth 
Or Foizon follow. The higher Nilws {wells 


The 
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The more it promifes; as it ebbs, the Seed{man 
Upon the Slime and Ooze featters his Grain, 
And fhortly comes to Harveft. 

Lep. You've ftrange Serpents there. 

Ant. Ay, Lepidus. 

Lep. Your Serpent of eZ gypt, is bred now of your mud 
by the Operation of the Sun; fo is your Crocodile. 

Ant, They are fo. 

Pom. Sirrah, fome Wine! A Health to Lepidus. 

Lep. 1 am not fo well as I fhould be: 

But Vl ne’er out. 

Eno. Not “till you have flept; I fear me, you'll be in, 
till then. 

Lep. Nay certainly, I have heard the Prolomy’s Pyramifis 
are very goodly things; without contradiction I have 
heard that. 

Men. Pompey, a word. [ Afide. 

Pom. Say in mine Ear, what is’t? 

Men. Forfake thy Seat, I do befeech thee, Captain, 

And hear me fpeak a word. 

Pom. For me *till anon. |Whifper in’s Ear. 
This Wine for Lepidus. 

Lep. What manner o’thing is your Crocodile? 

Ant. Xt is thap’d, Sir, like it felf, and it is as broad as it 
hath breadth; it is juft fo high as it is, and moves with its 
own Organs. It lives by that which nourifheth it, and the 
Elements once out of it, it tranfmigrates. 

Lep. What colour is it of! 

nt. Of it’s own colour too. 

Lep. Tis a ftrange Serpent. 

Ant. "Vis fo, and the Tears of it are wer. 

Caf, Will this Defcription fatisfie him ? 

Ant, With the Health that Pompey gives him, elfe he is a 
very Epicure. 

Pom. Go hang, Sir, hang! tell me of that? away! 

Do asI bid you. Where’s the Cup I call’d for? 

Men. Vf for the fake of Merit thou wilt hear me, 
Rife from the Stool, 

Pom. 1 think thou’rt mad; the matter? 
Men. | have ever held my Cap off to thy Fortunes. 
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Pom. Thou haft ferv’d me with much faith: what’s elfe 
to fay? Be jolly, Lords. 
Anat. Thefe Quick-fands, Lepidus. 
Keep off them, for you fink. 
Men, Wilt thou be Lord of all the World? 
Pom. What fay’ft thou? 
Men. Wiltthou be Lord of the whole World? that’s twice, 
Pom. How hall that be? 
Men. But entertain it, and though thou think me poor, 
Iam the Man will give thee all the World. 
Pomp. Haft thou drunk well 2 
Men. No, Pompey, 1 have kept me from the cup, 
Thou art, if thou dar’ft be, the earthly ove: 
What e’er the Ocean pales, or Sky inclips, 
Is thine, if thou wilt ha’t. 
Pom. Shew me which way. 
Men. Thefe three .World-Sharers, thefe Competitors 
Are in thy Veffel. Let me cut the Cable. 
And when we are put off, fall to their Throats : 
All there is thine. 
Pom. Ah, this thou fhouldft have done, 
And not have fpoken on’t, _ In me “tis villany, 
In thee ’t had been good fervice : thou mult know, 
°Tis not my Profit that does lead mine Honour : 
Mine Honour is, Repent that e’er thy tongue, 
Hath fo betray’d thine A@. Being done unknown, 
I fhould have found it afterwards well done; 
But muaft condemn it now. _ Defift, and drink. 
Men. For this I'll never follow 
Thy pall’d Fortunes more 5 
Who feeks and will not take, when once ’tis offer'd, 
Shall never find it more. 
Pom, This health to Lepidus. 
Ant, Bear him afhoar, 
V'll pledge it for him, Pompey. 
Eno. Here’s to thee, AZenas. 
Men. Enobarbus, welcome. 
Pom, Fill’till the Cup be hid. 
Eno. There’sa ftrange Fellow, AZenas. [ Pointing te Lepidus. 
Men. Why? 
Exe. A bears the third part of the World, Man! feeft not? 
Mex. 
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Men. The third Part, then is drunk; would it were all, 
that it might go on Wheels. 

Eno. Drink thou, encreafe the Reels. 

Men, Come. 

Pom. This is not yet an Alexandrian Feaft. 

Ant. It ripens towards it; ftrike the Veflels hoa. 
Here’s to Ce/far. 

Cef: I could well forbear’t, it’s monftrous labour when 
I wath my Brain, and it grows fouler. 

Ant. Be aChild o’th’ time. 

Cef. Poffefs it, I'll make anfwer; but I had rather faft 
from all, four Days, than drink fo much in one. 

Eno. Ha, my brave Emperor, fhall we dance now the 
egyptian Bacchanals, and celebrate our drink? 

Pom. Let’s ha’t, good Soldier. 

Ant. Come, lct’s all take Hands, 
"Till thatthe conquering Wine hath fteeptour Senfe, 
In foft and delicate Lethe. 

Eno. All take Hands: 
Make battery to our Ears with the loud Mufick, 
The while, I’ll place you, then the Boy fhall fing. 
The holding every Man fhall beat as loud, 
As his ftrong fides can yolly. 


Mujick, Plays. TEnobarbus places them Hand in Hand, 


The SONG. 
Come thou Monarch of the Vine, 
Plumpy Bacchus with pink eyne: 
In thy Fats our cares be drowwd: 
With thy Grapes our Hairs becrown'd, 
Cup us *till the World go round, 
Cup us rill the World go round. 


Cef. What would you more? Pompey, good Night. Good 
Brother 
Let me requeft you of; our graver Bufinefs 
Frowns at this levity. Gentle Lords, let’s part, 
You fee we have burnt our Cheek, Strong-Exobarbe 
Is weaker than the Wind, and mine own Tongue 
Splits what it fpeaks; the wild difguife hath almoft ea 
nticke 
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Antickt us all. What needs more words? good Night. 
Good Antony, your Hand. 
Pom. Vl try you on the Shoar. 
Ant. And fhall, Sir, give’s your Hand. 
Pom. Oh, Antony, you have my Father’s Houfe. 
But what, we are Fricnds?. Come down into the Boat. 
Exo. Take heed you fall not, 
Men. Vil not on Shoar. 
No, to my Cabin——thefe Drums! 
Thefe Trumpets, Flutes! what! 
Let Neptune hear, we bid aloud farewel 
To thefe great Fellows. Sound and be hang’d, found out. 
[ Sound a Flourifh with Drums. 
Eno. Hoo fays a! there’s my Cap. 
Men, Hoa, noble Captain, come. [ Exeunt. 


Cr i SCH WN fF . 
SCENE 4 Camp. 


Enter Ventidius in Triumph, the dead Body of Pacorus born 
before him, Roman Soldiers and Attendants, 
Ven. OW darting Parthia art thou ftruck, and now 
Pleas’d Fortune does of AZarcus Craffzs death 
Make me revenger. Bear the King’s Son’s Body 
Before our Army, thy Pacorus, Orodes, 
Pays this for AZarcus Craffus. 
Rom. Noble Ventidius, 
Whilft yet with Parthian Blood thy Sword is warm; 
The Fugitive Parthians follow. Spurn through Media, 
Mcefaporamia, and the fhelters, whither 
The routed fly. So thy grand Captain Antony 
Shall fet thee on triumphant Chariots, and 
Put Garlands on thy Head. 
Ven, Oh Silius, Silius, 
I have done enough. A lower Place, nete well 
May make too great an a@.° For learn this, Silius, 
Better to leave undone, than by our deed 
Acquire too high a Fame, when him we {erve’s away. 
Cefar and Antony have ever won More 
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More in their Officer, than. Perfon.  So/ins, 

One of my place in Syria, his Lieutenant, 

For quick accumulation of renown, 

Which he atchiev’d by th’ minute, loft his favour. 
Who does i’th’ Wars more than his Captain can, 
Becomes his Captain’s Captains And Ambition, 
The Soldier’s Virtue, rather makes choife of lofs 
Than gain, which darkens him. 

I could do more to do -duthonius good, 

But *twould offend him; and in his offence, 
Should my performance perith. 

Rom. Thou haft, Ventidius, that, without the which 
A Soldier and his Sword grants {carce diftin@ion : 
Thou wilt write to Astony. 

Ven. Vil humbly fignifie what in his Name, 

That magical word of War, we have effected, 
How wih his Banners, and his well paid ranks, 
The ne’er-yet beaten Horfe of Parthia, 

We have jaded out o’th’ Field, 

Rom, Where is he now2 

Ven. He purpofeth to Athens; whither with what hafte 
The weight we muft convey with’s, will permit : 

We fhall appear before him. On there, pafs along. | Exennt, 


SCENE If. Rome. 


Enter Agrippa at one Door, Enobarbus at another. 


Agr. What, are the Brothers parted? 
Eno. They have difparcht with Pompey, he is gone, 
The other three are Sealing. Offavia weeps 
To part from Rome: Cefar is fad, and Lepidus 
Since Pompey's Feaft, as AZenas fays, is troubled 
With the Green-ficknels. 
“Ayr. "Tis a noble Lepidus, 
Eno. A very fine one; ob, how he loves Cefar. 
“gr. Nay but how dearly he adores Mark dntony. 
Eno. Ce/ar? why he’s the Fupiter of Nien. 
Agr. What’s Antony, the god of Fupiter? 
Eno. Speak you of Cefar? Oh! the non-pareil! 
Agr. Oh Antony, oh thou Arabian Bird ! 
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Eno. Would you praife Cafar, fay Cafar, go no further. 
Agr. Indeed he plied them both with excellent praifes. 
Eno. But he loves Ce/ar beft, yet he loves Antony = 
Ho! Hearts, Tongues, Figure, Scribes, Bards, Poets, cannot 
Think, fpeak, caft, write, fing, number; ho, 
His love to Antony. But as for Cafar, 
Kneel down, kneel down, and wonder—— 
Agr. Both he loves. 
Eno. They are his Shards, and he their Beetle, fo--- 
This is to Horfe; adieu, noble Agrippa. [ Trumpets. 
Agr, Good Fortune worthy Soldier, and farewel. 
Enter Cxfar, Antony, Lepidus, and OGavia. 
Ant, No farther, Sir. 
Caf. You take from me a great part of my felf : 
Ufe me wellin’t. . Sifter, prove fuch a Wife 
As my thoughts make thee, and as my fartheft Bond 
Shall pafs on thy approof. Moft noble Antony, 
Let not the piece of Virtue which is fet 
3etwixt us, asthe cement of our Love, 
To keep it builded, be the-Ram to batter 
The Fortune of it; for bettér.might we 
Have lov’d without this mean, if on both parts 
This be not cherifht. 
Ant. Make me not offended 
In your diftruft. 
Caf: I have faid. 
Ant. You fhall not find, 
Though you be therein curious, the leaft caufe 
For what you feem to fear, fo the Gods keep you, 
And make the Hearts of Romans ferve your ends: 
We will here part. 
Ce. Farewel, my deareft Sifter, fare thee well, 
The Elements be kind to thee, and make 
Thy. Spirits all of comfort ; fare thee well. 
O&. My noble Brother. 
Ant. The April’s in her Eyes, it is loves {pring, 
And thefe the fhowers to bring it on ; be chearful. 
Od. Sir, look well to my Husband’s Houfe; and--- 
Ce/2 What Odavia. 
Of, Vl tell you in your Ear. 
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4nt. Her Tongue will not obey her Heart, nor can 
Her Heart inform her Tongue, the Swan’s Doun-feather, 
That ftands upon the Swell at full of tide, 
And neither way inclines. 
Eno. Will Ce/ar weep? 
gr. He has a Cloud in’s Faces 
Eno. He were the worfe for that were he a Horfes fo is 
he being a Man, 
Agr. Why Enobarbus? 
When Antony found Fulins Cefar dead, 
He cryed almoft to roaring: And he wept, 
When at Philippi he found Brutus flain. 
Eno. That Year indeed, he was troubled with a Rheum, 
What willingly he did confound, he wail’d; 
Believe’t ’till I weep too. 
Cef? No, fweet Ofavia, 
You fhall hear from me ftill; the time fhall not 
Out-go my thinking on you. 
nt. Come Sir, come, 
Pll wreftle with you in my ftrength of love. 
Look here I have you; thus I let you go, 
And give you to the Gods, 
Ce. Adieu, be happy. 
Lep. Let all the number of the Stars give Light 
To thy fair way. . 
Ce/. Farewel, Farewel, | Kiffes O&avia, 
Ant. Farewel, [ Trumpets found. Exennt. 


SC.EN E IIL Alexandria. 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Alexas. 


Cleo. Where is the Fellow? 

Alex. Half afeard to come, 

Cleo. Go to, go to: Come hither, Sir. 

Enter the Meffenger as before. 

Alex. Good Majefty, Herod of Fewry dare not look upon 
you, but when you are well pleas’d. 

Cleo, That Herod’s Head, I'll have; but how? When 
Antony is gone, through whom I might command it; 
Come thou near. 
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Mef. Moft gracious Majefty- 
Cleo. Didft thou behold Ofavia? 
Mef. Ay, dread, Queen. 
Cleo. Where? 
Mef. Madam, in Rome, I lookt her in the face: 
And faw her led between her Brother, and 
Mark Antony. 
Cleo. Xs fhe as tall as me? 
Mef. She is not,, Madam. 
Cleo. Didft hear her {peak ? is fhe-fhrill tongu’d:or low? 
Mef. Madam, I heard her {peaks fhe is low voic'd. 
Cleo. That’s not fo goods, he cannot like her long. 
Char. Like her? Qh, Zfs!. ‘tis impoflible. 
Cleo. I. think fo, Charmian; dull of Tongues and Dwarfith, 
What Majefty is in her Gate? remember 
If e’er thou look’ft on Majefty. 
Mef: She creeps; 
Her Motion and her Station are as one: 
She fhews a Body, rather than a Life, 
A Statue, than a Breather. 
Cleo. Is this certain? 
Mef: Orl have no obfervance. 
Char. Three in e4gypt cannot make better note. 
Cleo. He’s very knowing, I do perceiv’t, 
There’s nothing in her yet. 
The Fellow has good Judgment. 
Char. Excellent, 
Cleo. Guefs at her Years, I prethee. 
Mef. Madam, the was a Widow: 
Cleo. Widow ? Charmian, hark. 
Mef. And I do think fhe’s thirty. 


Cleo. Beart thowher Face. in Mind? 1s’c long or round?!) 





Mef. Round evento faultinefs, yor 


Cleo. For the mofk part: too, 
Her Hair what colour? 

Mef: Brown, Madams and:her Forehead. . 
As low as fhe would:with it. 

Cleo. There’s Gold for thee. 
Thou muft not take my former Sharpnefs ill, 
I will employ thee back again; I find thee 


they are foolith that ate foo: 
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Molt fit for Bufinefs. Go, make thee ready, 
Our Letters are prepar’d. 
Char. A proper Man. 
Cleo. Indeed he is fo; I repent me much 
That fo I harried him. Why methinks by him, 
This Creature’s no fuch thing. 
Char. Nothing, Madam. 
Cleo, The Man hath feen fome Majefty, -and fthould 
know, 
Char. Hath he feen Majefty? Z/s lfe defend! 
And ferving you fo long. 
Cleo. Ihave one thing more to ask him yet, good Charmian : 
But ‘tis no matter, thou fhalt bring him to me 
Where I will write; All may be well enough, 
Char. I warrant you, Madam, | Exennt. 


S CEN E. IV.” Athens. 


Enter Antony and O€avia, 
Ant, Nay, nay Olfavia, not only that, 
That were exculable, that and thoufands more 
Of femblable import, but he hath wag’d 
New Wars ’gainft Pompey; made his Will, and read it 
To publick Ear, {poke {cantly of me; 
When perforce he could not 
But pay me terms of Honour, cold and fickly 
He vented them; moft narrow meafure lent me ; 
When the beft hint was given him, he o’er-look’d, 
Or did it from his Teeth, 
Oét. Oh, my good Lord, 
Believe not all, or if you mutt believe, 
Stomach not all. A more unhappy Lady, 
If this divifion chance, ne’er ftaod between 
Praying for both parts: The good Gods will mock me, 
When I hall praying, oh blefs my Lord and Husband; 
Undo that Prayer, by crying out as loud, 
Oh blefs my Brother.. Husband win, win Brother, 
Prays, and destroys the Prayer, no midway 
"Twixt thefe extreams at all. 
Ant. Gentle Ofavia, 
Let your belt love draw to that point which {&eks 
Vor, V.. D Bett 
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Bett to preferve it: if I lofe mine Honour, 

Tlofe my felf; better I were not yours 

Than yours fo branchlefs. But as you requefted, 
Your felf thall gobetween’s, the mean time, Lady, 
L'll raife the preparation of a War 

Shall ftain your Brother, make your fooneft hafte 
So your defires are yours. 

Oé. Thanks to my Lord, 

The ove of Power make me moft weak, moft weak, 
Your reconciler: Wars “twixt you twain would be, 
As if the. World fhould cleave, and that flain Men 
Should fodder up the Rift. 

‘Ant. When it appears to you where this begins, 
Turn your difpleafure that way, for our faults 
Can never be fo equal, that your love 
Can equally move with them. Provide your going, 
Chufe your own Company, and command what ccft 
Your Heart has mind to. | Exennt. 

Enter Enobarbus and Eros, 

Eno. How now, Friend Eros? 

Eros, There’s ftrange News come, Sir. 

Exo. What, Man? 

Eros. Cefar and Lepidus have made War upon Pompey. 

Eno. This is old, what is the Succefs¢ 

Eros, Cafar having made ufe of him in the Wars ’gainft 
Pompey; prefently denied him rivality, would not Tet him 
partake of the Glory of the Adtion, and not refting here, ac 
cufes him of Letters he had formerly wrote to Pompey. ' Up- 
on his own appeal feizes him, ' fo the poor Third is ups *rill 
death enlarge his Confine. 

Eno. Then would thou hadft a pair of Chaps no more, 
and throw between them all the food thou haft, they'll grind 
the other,. _Where’s Antony ? 

Eves, He’s walking in the Garden thus; and fpurns 
The Ruth that lyes before him. “Crys, Fool Lepidiss 
And threats the Throat of that his Officer, ~ 
That murdred Pompey. 

Eno. Our great Navy’s rigg’d. 

Eros. For Italy and Cefar; more Domitins, 

My Lord defires you prefently ; my News 
{ might have told hereafter. . 
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Eno. ’T will be naught, bur let it be; 


bring me to Antony, 
Eres, Come, Sir. 


[ Exennt. 
o: CE RO Rioime: 


Enter Cafar, Agrippa, asd Mecenas. 
Ce/. Contemning Rome he has doneall this, and more, 
In Alexandria; here’s the matter of it: 
I’th* Market-place ona. Tribunal filver’d, 
Cleopatra and himfelf in Chairs of Gald 
Were publickly enthron’d; at the feet fac 
Cefario whom they call my Father’s Son, 
And all the unlawful Iffue, that their luft 
Since then hath, made between them. Unto her, 
Fie gave the *ftablifhment of egypt, made her 
OF lower Syria, Cyprus, Lydia, abfolute Queen. 
‘Mec, This in the publick Eye? 
Cef. I’th’ common fhew-place where they exercile, 
fais Sons were there praclaim’d the Kings of Kings; 
Great Atedia, Parthia, and Armenia 
He gave to Alexander; to Ptolemy he affign’d, 
Syria, Cilicia, and Phenicia: She 
Jn, th’ Abiliments.of the Goddefs Lfs 
That day appear’d, and oft before gave. Audience, 
As.tis. reporred,. fo, 
Mec...Let; Rome be thus inform'd, 
<dgr...Vho quealie with his Infolence already, 
Will their-good Thoughts call from him. 
Ce. The People know ir, 
And have now receiv’d his Accufations, 
gr. Whom do’s he accufe2 
Caf. Cafar, and that having in Sicily 
Sextus Pompeius {poil'd, we had not ratcd him 
His part o’th’ Ifle, Then does he fay, he lent me 
Some fhipping unreftor'd. Laftly he frets 
That Lepidus of the Triumvirate 
Should be depos’d, and being that, we detain 
All his Re¥enue. 
“gr. Sit, this thould be anfwered. 
Cef. *Tis done already, and his Meffenger gone: 
T have told him Lepidas was grown too cruel, 
D2 T hat 
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27.00 Antony and Cleopatra. 


That he his high Authority, abus’d, 
And did deferve his chance.. For what I have conquer’ds 
1 grant him parts, but then in, his Armenia, 
A:d other of his conquer'd Kingdoms, I 
D-_mand the like. 
Mec. He'll never yield .to..thate 
Cef, Nor muft not then,be yielded.to inthis. 
Enter OGaviawith, Attendants. 
Od. Hail Cefar, and my Lord! hail,moft dear Cefart 
Cef: That ever 1 fhould call thee. Caft-away. 
Of. You have not call’d me fo, nor-have you caulfe. 
Cef: Why haft thou ftoln upon me thus? you came not 
Like Ce/ar’s Sifter ;, the Wife of Antony 
Should have an Army. for, an Uther, and 
The neighs of Horfe to tell, of ber approach, 
Long e’er fhe, did; appear, The Txecs.by th'way 
Should have born Men, and expectation fainted 
Longing for what it had not... Nay, the, duit 
Should have a(cended,to the Roof of Heav'n,. .... 
Rais’d by your populous Troops: But you are come 
A Market-maid co Rome, and. have prevented 
The oftentation of our love; which left unfhewn, 
Is often left unlov’d; we fhould have, met you 
By Sea, and Land, fupplying every Stage 
With an augmented greeting. 
O&. Good, my Lord, 
To come thus was I not conftrain’d, but did it 
On my free Will. My Lord, A4ark. Auton), 
Hearing that you prepar’d for War, acquainted 
My grieving Ear withal ;.whereon, t bege’d 
His pardon for return. 
Cef; Which foon he granted, 
Being an abftract, tween, his Luft, and him. 
Off. Do-not, fay,fo,..my, Lord. 
Cef: I have Eyes upon him, 
And his Affairs:come torme onthe Wind : 
Where is he now? 
Os. My. Lord;an Athens. 
Cef. No, my, moft wronged Sifter, Cleopatra ~ 
Hath nodded him to her. He hath given his Empire. 5 
Up to a Whore, who now-are levying — iti 
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The Kings o’th’ Earth for War. He hath affembled, 
Bochus the King of Lybias Archilaus 
OF Cappadocia, Philadelphos King 
OF Paphlagonia: Fhe Thracian King Adallas; 
King Aalichus of Arabia, King of Pont; 
Herod of Fewry, Mithridates King 
Of Comagene, Polemen and’ Amintas, 
The King of Adede, and Lycadnia; 
With a more larger Liit ot Sceprers: 

Od. Ay me molt wretched, 
That have my Heart parted betwixt two Friends, 
That do affliGeach other. 

Caf: Welcome hither; 
Your Letters did withshold our breaking forth 
‘Till we perceiv’d both how you were! wrdng led, 
And we in negligent danger} cheer your Heart. 
Be you:not troubled nh the time ‘whichdtives 
O’er your Content, thefe ftrong Neceflities, 
But let determin’d things to deftiny™ 
Hold unbewail’d their way. Welcome *o'Rome eo loon! 
Nothing more dear tome. You are abuvd 
Beyond the mark of Thought; ‘andthe high ‘Gods 
To do you Juttice, ‘make his Miorfters 
Of us, and thofe that love you. » Be of comfort) 
And ever welcome:to'us. 

Agr. Welcome Lady. 

Mec. Welcome, dear Madam, 
Each Heart in Rome does love and pity you, 
Only th’ adulrerous Antony, moft-large 
In his Abomiinations, turns you off, 
And gives his potent Regiment to'a Trill 
That Nofes it againft us. 

O@, Is it fo, Sir? 

Caf. Moft certain: Sifter, welcome’ pray you 
Be ever known to patience: “My dear’ ft Sifter. | Bxeunt, 


S °C ENE: VIX' “Aim: 


Enter Cleopatra, avd +E. norbarbus, 
Cleo. 1 will be even with thee; doubt ir for. 
Eno, But why, why; why? 
3 Clea 
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Cleo, Thou haft.forefpoke. my being in thefe Warss 
And fay’ft it is not. fit. ; 

Eno. Well; is it, is it? s 

Cleo, Ist not-denounc’d againft us? .why fhould, not .w: 
be there in Perfon? sf 

Eno, Well, I could reply; if we dhould ferve with Horfe 
and Mares together, the Horfe were merely luft;, the Mares 
would bear a Soldier and. his, Horfe, ' 

Cleo. What is’t youday. 

Exo. Your prefence needs. mult puzzle, Antony, 
Take from his Heavt,-take from his, Brain, take, from’sitimes 
What fhould not then: be fpar’ds, Hes already. 

Traduc’d for Levity,.and ’tis faid in; Romes 
That Photinusian Eanuch, and your)Maids 
Manage this War. 

Cleo. Sink Rome, and their Tongues-rot 
That fpeak againft.us.....A charge we-beani'th: Wary 
And as the Prefident; of my, Kingdom will 
Appear therefor. a Man... Speak not againfhyit, 

I will not ftay behind, ea jaidsecrtods 
Enter Antony and, Canidins,, ».- 
Eno. Nay Uhave done, here comes the Emperor. 
Ant. Ts it not ftrange, Canidius, 
That from, Zarentum, and. Brundufinms 
He could fo quickly cut the Joxian Scayeov os: 
And take) ine Zoryne? (You have heard on’t, Sweet? 

Cleo. Celerity is never more admir'd 
Than by the negligent. 

Ant. A good.rebuke; 

Which might have well becom’d the beft of Men 
To taunt at flacknefs. Canidius,. we, 
Will fight with him by Sea. 

Cleo. By Sea, what elfe?. 

Can. Why will my. Lord do fo% 

Aint, For that “he dares, us to’t. 

Eno. So hath my Lord dar'’d him to fingle fight, 

Can. Ay, and to wage, his Battel. at Phar/alia, 

Where Ce/ar fought with Pompey. . But thefe offers 
Which ferve not for his Vantage, he thakes off, 
And fo fhould you, 
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Exo. Your Ships are not well Mann’d, 
Your Mariners areMiulitets, Reapers, People, 
Ingroft by fwift Imprefs. In Ce/ar’s Fleet 
Are thofe, that often have ’gainit Pompey fought, 
Their Ships are yare, yours heavy : no difgrace 
Shall fall you for refute him at Sea, 
Being prepar’d for Land. 

Ant. By Sea, by Sea. 

Ene. Moft worthy Sir, you therein throw away 
The abfolute Soldierfhip you have by Land, 
Diftra& your Army, which doth moft confift 
Of War-mark’d-Footmens, leave unexecuted 
Your own renowned Knowledge, quite forego 
The way which promifes affurance, and 
Give up your felf meerly tochance and hazard, 
From firm Security. 

Ant, Vil fight at Sea. 

Cleo, V have fixty Sails, Ce/ar nove better. 

Ant. Our over-plus*6f Shipping will we burn, 
And with the reft fallmann’d, fromth’ Heart of Adtian 
Beat th’ approaching Ce/ar. But if we fail; 
We then can do’t at Land, 

Enter a Meffenger: 

Thy bufinefs 2 

Mef: The Newsis true, my Lord, he is defcried, 
Cafar has taken Toryne. 

An, Can he be there in Perfon? *Tis impoffible 
Strange, that his power thould be {0,° Canidins, 
Our nineteen Legions thou fhalt hold ‘by? Land, 
And our twelve thoufand Horfe. Well'to‘ourShip, + * 
Away my Thetis. 

Enter a Soldier. 

How now, worthy Soldier? 

Sold. Oh Noble Emperor, do not fight by Sea, 
Truft not to rotten Planks: Do you mifdoubr 
This Sword, and thefe my Wounds} tet th’ cE ryprians 
And the:Phenicians go a Ducking > we 
Have us’d to Conquer ftatiding on the Earth, 
And fighting fost to! foot. 

Ant. Well, wellaway. °°. [Exennt Ant. Cleo, and Enob, 

Sold. By Herc#les U think Lam i’th’ right, 
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Can, Soldier thou art: but the whole Adtion grows | 
Not ia the power.on’t.: fo our Leaders lead, 

And we are Womens Men, 

Sold. You-keep.by Land 
The Legions and the Horfe wholes do, you'not ¢ 

Ven. Marcus Otavins, Alarcusxfufiias, 

Publicola, and Celius, are for Seals 
But we keep whole-by Land, This fpeed of Ce/ar’s 
Carries beyond :belict. 

Sold. While he was yet in. Rome 
His power went out in fuch diftractions, 

As beguil’d all Spies. 

Can. Who’s his Licutenattt, hear yous 

Sold, Vhey fay, one Torus. 

Caz, Weli,* Ukthow the Man. 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Mef. The Emperar calls Canidins. 

Can. With News the Time’s in Labour, and throws forth 
Each minute, fome. [Exeunt. 
Enter Caxlar with his Army marching. 

Caf. Torus ? Large | 

Tor. My Lord. 

Caf. Strike not by Land. . Keep whole, provoke not Battel 
Till we have done at Sea. Do not exceed } iG. 
The Prefctipt of this Scroul: Our Fortunelyes 
Upon this jump. [ Exit. 

Exter. Antony, and Enobarbus. ; 

Ant. Set we our Squdrons on yond. fide o’th’ Hill; A. 
In Eye of Cé/ar’s Battel, from which place rhe 
We may the number. of the Ships behold; bi 
And fo proceed accordingly. [ Exit, 


Canidius marching with’ bis Land Army one way over-the 
Stage, and Torus the Lieutenant of Cxlar the other way : 
after their going in, is heard the noife of 4 Sea-fight. Alarums 
Enter Enobarbus and Searus, ceed 


Eno. Naught, naught, all naught, I'can behold nojonger$ 
Thantoniad, the: e#gyptiax Admiral 1 woe 
With all their fixry fle, and turn the Rudder: 

To fee't, mine Eyes-are blafted, 


on NEnter 
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Enter Scarus. 
Scar. Gods, and Goddeffes, ‘all the whole Synod of them | 
Eno. What’s thy paffion? 
Scar. The greater Cantle of the Wotldis loft 
With very ignorancey: we have kifs'd away 
Kingdoms and Provinées, 
Eno. How appears the fight? 
Scar.. Qn, our fidelike the Token’d' Peftilence, 
Where Death is fure. Your ribauld Nag of -£eypr, 
Whom Leprofie o’er, i'th* very midft o th fight, 
When Vantage like:a*pair of Twinns appear'd 
Both of the fame, or rather ours the Elder: 
The Breeze upon hers like a Cow in Sune, 
Hoitts Sails, and flies, 
Eno. That I beheld: 
Mine Eyes did ficken at the fight, and could not 
Indure a further view, ' 
Stars She once being ‘loft ; 
The Noble ruin of her Magick, Auzony, 
Claps on his Ree-winds and like a doating Mallard, 
Leaving the Fightin heighth, flies after her : 
I never faw an AGion of fiach fhame; 
Experience, Manhood} Honour ne’ér before, 
Did violate fo it felf, 
Exo. Alack; alack. 


Enter Canidius. 

Can, Our Fortuné.on the Sed is ont of breath, 
And finks' moft lamentably.. Had our Géneral 
Been what he knew hitfelf, it had: gotie ‘well: 
Oh he has given example for our flight, 

Moft grofly by his own. 

Eno. Ay, are you thereabouts? Wh 

Can. Toward Peloponne/us ax 

Scar, "Tis eafie to’t. 

And there T will attend what further comes, 

Can. To Cefar will I render 
My Legions aid ‘my: Horfe, ‘fix Kings already 
Shew me the way of yielding. 

Eno. Ill yer-tollow 
The wounded chance of duty 
Siss,in the Wind againft me, 
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2706 Antony and Cleopatra, 


Enter Antony with Attendants. 

Ant. Hark, the Land bids me tread-no more upon’r, 

Tt is afham’d to bear me. Friends, come hither, 
I am fo lated in the. World,, thar f ; 
Have loft my way for ever. I have a Ship 
Laden with Gold, take that, divide it; flie, 

And make your peace with Cefar. 

Omnes. Fly! Not we. 

Ant. Uhave fled my felf, and have inftru@ed Cowards 
To run, and fhew their Shoulders. Friefids, be gone, 
Ihave my felf refolv’d upon a courfe, 

Which has no needof you. Be gones 

My Treafure’s in the Harbour. Take it-—Oh, 
I follow'd that I bluth to look upon, 

My very Hairs do mutiny: for the white 

Reprove the brown for rafhnefs, and they them 
For fear, and doatitig. Friends, be gone, you {hail 
Have Letters from me to fome Friends, that will 


, Sweep your way for you. Pray you look not fad 


Nor make replies of lothnefs, take the hint 
Which my defpair proclaims. Let them be left 
Which leave themfelves, to the Sea-fide ftraight-way 


I will poffefs you of that Ship and Treafure. 

Leave me, I pray, alittle; pray you now————— 

Nay, do fo: for indeed I have loft command, 

Therefore, I’pray you—— ll fee ts by and by. [Sits dowa, 


Enter Cleopatra, led by Charmian and Eros. 
Eros. Nay, gentle Madam, to him,’ comfort him, 
Tras. Do, moft dear Queen. 
Chars Do, why, ‘what elfe? 
Cleo. Let me fit down; Oh Funo? 
int. No, no, fo, no, no. 
Eros. Sce you here, Sir ¢ 
Ant. Oh fie, fie, fie. 
Char. Madam. 
Tras, Madam, Oh good Emprefs, 
Eros. Sir, Sirs 
Ant, Yes, my Lord, yes; he at Philippi kept 
His Sword e’en like a Dancer, while I ftrook 
The leanand wrinkled Ca/ius, and ’twas I 
That the mad Bratas ended; he’ alone 
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Dealt on Lieutenantry, and no practice had 

In the brave. fquares of War; yet now——no matte;—___ 
Cleo. Ah ftand by. 

Eros. The Queen, my Lord, the Queen——_. 

Iras. Go to him, Madam, {peak to him, 
He is unqualited with very fhame. 

Cleo. Well then, fuftain me : Oh! ———~ 

Eros. Moft noble Sir, arife, the Queen approaches, 
Her Head’s declin’d, and Death will feize her, but 
Your comfort makes the refcue. 

Ant. I have offended Reputation; 

A moft unnoble {werving 
Eros. Sir, the Queen, 
Ant. O whither, haft thou led me, egypt ? fee 

How I convey.my,fhame, out of thine, Eyes, 

By looking back, on, what I have left behind 

Stroy’d in difhonour. 

Cleo. Ob, my Lord, my. Lord ; 
Forgive my fearful Sails, I little thought 
You would have followed. 

Ant, Egypt, thou knew'lt too well, 

My Heart was to thy Rudder cy’d by th’ ftrings, 

And thou fhould’ft,towe me after... O’er my Spirit 

The full Supremaey,thou knew ft, and that 

Thy. beck, might from. the bidding of the Gods 

Command, me, 

Clea, Oh, -my»pardon, 

Axt. Now I muft 

To the young Man fend humble treaties, dodge 

And palter in the fhifts of lownefs, who, 

With half the bulk o’th’ World play’d as I pleas'd, 

Making, and marring Fortunes. You did know 

How much you were my Conquerour, and that 

My Sword, made weak by myAffe@ion, would 

Obey it on all caufe. 

Cleo. Pardon, pardon, 

int. Fall not a. Tear, I fay, one of them rates 

All that is won and. loft : Give me a KiG, 

Even this repays, 

We fent our Schoolmafter; is he come back? 

Love I am full of Lead; fome Wine 





Within 
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Within there, and our Viands: Fortune knows, 
We {cor her moft; when moft fhe offers blows. [ Exeunt, 


SGN svi". Ceelar’s Camp. 


Enter Cefar, Agrippa, Dolabella, Thidias, 2th others. 


C2/: Let him-appear that’s come from Antony. 
Know you him? 

Dol. Cefar, *tis his Schoolmafter, 
Anargument that he is pluckt, when hither 
He fends fo poor a Pinnion of his Wing, 

Which had fuperfluous Kings for Meflengers, 
Not many Moons gone by. 
Enter Ambaffador from Antony. 

Cef. Approach, and fpeak. 

Amb, Such as 1am, I come from Antony : 

I was of late as petty to his ends, 
As is the Morn-dew on the Myrtle Leaf 
To his grand Sea, 

Cef. Be't fo, declare thine Office, 

Amb. Lord of his Fortunes he falutes thee, and 

Requires to live in egypt; which not granted 
He leffens his Requefts, and to thee fues 
To let him breath between the Heay’ns and Earth 
A private Man in Athens: this for him. 
Next, Cleopatra does confefs thy greatnefs : 
Submits her to thy might, and of thee craves 
The Circle of the Prolomies for her Heirs, 
Now hazarded to thy Grace. 

Caf. For Antony, 

Thave no Ears to his Requeft. The Queen, 
Of Audience, nor Defire fhall fail, fo fhe 
From egypt drive her all-difgraced Friend, 
Or take his Life there. ‘This, if the perform, 
She fhall not fue unheard. So to them both. 

Amb, Fortuné purfue thee. . 

Cef. Bring him through the Bands: © [ Exit Ambaljador. 
To try thy Eloquence, now *tis time, difpatch, 

From Antony win Cleopatra, promife (70. Thidias, 
And in out Name, when the requires, add more 
From thine invention, offers. Women are not 
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In their beft, Fortunes: trong; but want will perjure 
The ne’er touch’d Veftal. Try thy cunning, Thidias, 
Make thine own EdiG for thy pains; which we 
Will anfwer as a Law. 

Thid.. Cefar,:L go. 

Cef. Obferve how Antony becomes his flaw, 
And what thou thinkeft his very A@tion fpeaks 
In every power that moves. 


Thid. Cefar, 1 fhall. LExennt. 


SC ENE. VII. -. Alexandria: 


Enter Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian, and Iras. 
Cleo. What thall we do, Exobarbus 2 
_£no, Think, and. dye. 
Cleo. Is Antony, or we in fault for this 2 
Eno. Antony only, that would make his, will 
Lord of his Reafon. What though you fled, 
From that great face of War, whofe feveral ranges 
Frighted each other? Why thould he follow 2 
The itch of his AffeGion fhould not then 
Have nickt his Captainihip, at fuch a point, 
When half to half the World oppos’d, he being 
The meer queftion. Tis a fame no lefs 
Than was his lofs, to courfe your flying Flags, 
And leave his Navy gazing, 
Cleo. Prithee peace. 
Enter Antony, with the Ambaffador. 
Ant. Is this his Anfwer? 
mb. Ay, my Lord. 
Ant, The Queen fhall then have courtefie, 
So fhe will yield us up. 
“mb. He fays fo. 
Ant, Let her know't, 
To the Boy Ce/ar fend this grizled Head, 
And he will fill thy withes tothe brim, 
With Principalities, 
Cleo, That Head, my Lord? 
Ant. Tohim again, tell him he wears the Rofe 
Of youth upon him;" fromwhich, the World fhould note 
Something particular; his Coyn, Ships, Legions, 
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May be aCoward’s, whofe Minifters would prevail 

Under the fervice of a Child, as foon ; 

As ith’ Command of Cefar. I dare him therefore 

To lay his gay comparifons apart, 

And anfwer me declin’d, Sword againft Sword, 

Our {elves alone; I'll write it, follow me. | Bxit Antony. 
Eno. Yes, likeenough : hye-battel’d Ce/far will 

Unitate his happinefs, and be-Stag’d to th’ fhew 

Againft a Sworder. I fee Mens judgments are 

A parcel of their Fortunes, and things outward 

Do draw the inward quality after them 

To fuffer all alike. That he fhould dream, 

Knowing all meafates, the full Ce/ar will 

Anfwer his emptinefs;  Cafar- thou haft fubdu’d 

His judgment too, 























Enter a Servant. 

Ser. A Meffenger from Ce/ar. 

Cleo. What no more Ceremony? See my Women, 
Againft the blown Rofe may they ftop their Nofe, 
That kneel’d unto the Buds. Admit him, Sir. 

Eno. Mine honefty,”and I, begin to fquare ; 
The Loyalty well held’to Fools, does make 
Our Faith meer Folly: yet he that canendure 
To follow with Allegiance’a fall’n Lord, 

Do’s conquer him that did his Mafter conquer, 
And earns a place i’th’ Story. 
Enter 'Thidias. 

Cleo. Cafar’s Will. 

Thid. Hear it apart. 

Cleo. None but Friends; fay boldly. 

Thid. So haply are they Friends to Antony. 

Eno. He needs as many, Sir, as Cefar has ; 

Or needs not us. If Cefar pleafe, our Mafter 
Wil leap to be his Friend: For as you know, 
Whofe he is, we ate; and that is Cz/ar’s. 

Thid. So. Thus thenthou'moft renown'd, Ce/ar intreats 
Not to confider in what cafe thou ftand’ft 
Further than he is Cefar. 

Cleo, Goon, right Royal. 

Thid. He knows that you embrace not Antony 
As you did love, but as you feared him, 
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Cleo. Oh! [ Afide- 
Thid. The fcars upon your Honour, therefore he 
Do’s pity, as conitrained blemihhes, 
Not as deferved. 
Cleo. He isa god, andknowswhat is moft right. 
Mine Honour was not yielded, butconquer’d meerly- 
Eno. Tobe fure of that, Iwill ask: Antony. 
Sir, Sir, thow art foleaky 
That we muft leave thee to thy finking, for... 
Thy deareft quit thee: {Eait Eno. 
Thid. Shall I fay to Cefar, 
What you require of him: for he partly begs 
To be defir'd to gives, It much would pleafe him, 
That of his Fortunes'you fhould make:a Staff 
To lean upon. . But it would warm his Spirits, 
To hear from me you had left «dutony, 
And put your felf under his Shrowd, the univerfal Landlord. 
Cleo. What's your Name? 
Thid.. My Name is Thidias. 
Clee. Moft kind: Meffenger ; 
Say to great Ce/ar this in difputation, 
I kifs his conqu’ring Hands Tell him,.T am prompt 
To lay my Crown: at’s Feet, and there to kneel. 
Tell him that from his all-obeying: breath, 
I hear the doom of egypt. 
Thid. *Tis your nobleft courfe:: 
Wildom and Fortune combating together, 
If that the former dare but what it can, 
No chance may fhake it. Give me grace:to lay 
My duty on your Hand. 
Cleo. Your Cefar’s Father oft, 
When he hath mus’d of taking Kingdoms in, 
Beftow’d his Lipson that unworthy place, 
As it rain’d Kifles. 
Enter Antony, and Enobarbus. 
“4nt. Favours! by Fove that thunders, 
[ Seeing Thidias hi/3 her Hana. 
What art thou Fellow? 
' Thid. One that but performs 
The bidding of the fulleft Man, and: worthicft 
To have command obey’d. 
Eno. You will be whipp’d. Ant, 
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2712 Antony and Cleopatra. 


An. Approach there---ah you Kite ! Now gods and devils! 
Authority melts from me of late. When I cry’d hoa! 
Like Boys unto a mufs, Kings would ftart forth, 

And cry your will, Have you no Ears? 
I am Antony yet. Take hence this Jack and whip him, 
Enter a Servant. 

Eno. ’Tis better playing with a Lion’s Whelp; 
Than with an old one dying. 

Ant. Moon and Stars ! 

Whip him: were twenty of the greateft tributaries 
That do acknowledge Cz/ar, fhould I find them 

So fawcy with the hand of fhe here, what’s her Name 
Since the was Cleopatra——=Whip him, Fellows—— 
‘Till like a Boy you fee him crindge his Face, 

And whine aloud for mercy. Take him hence. 

Thid. Mark, Antony 

Ant. Tug himaway; being whipt, 

Bring him again, the Jack of Ce/ar’s fhall 
Bear us an Errand to him. | Exceunt with Thidias: 
You were half blafted e’er I knew you: Ha! 
Have I my Pillow left unpreft in Rome, 
Forborn the getting of a lawful Race, 
And by aJem of Women, to be abus’d 
By one that looks on Feeders? 
Cleo. Good, my Lord 
Ant. You have been a Boggler ever; 
But when we in our vicioufnefs grew hard, 
Oh mifery on’t, the wife gods feal our Eyes 
In our own filth, drop our clear judgments, make us 
Adore our errors, Jaugh at’s while we ftrut 
To our confufion, 

Cleo. Oh, is’t come to this? 

Ant, I found you as a Morfel, cold upon 
Dead Cefar's Trencher: Nay, you were a Fragment 
OF Cusins Pompey’s, befides what hotter hours 
Unregiftred in vulgar Fame, you have 
Luxitrioufly pickt out. For I am fure, 

Though you can guefs what Temperance fhould be, 
You know not what it is. 

Cleo. Wherefore is this? 

Ant. To let a Fellow that will take rewards, 
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And fay, God quit’ you, ‘be familiar with 

My Play-fellow, ‘your*hand; this Kingly Seal, 
And plighter of high*Hearts!+— O that I were 
Upon the Hill of Ba/an#;*toOut-roar 

The horned Herd, for PhaveSavage caufe, 

And to proclaim it civilly, were like 

A halter’d Neok, which do's the Hangmanthank, 
For being yare about him. Is he whip’d? 

; Enter a Servant with Thidias. 

Ser. Soundly, my Lord: 

Ant. Cry’d he? and bego’d a pardon? 

Ser. Heidid ask favour. 

Ant, If chat thy Father live, Ice him: repent 
Thou waft not made his' Daughter; and be thou forry 
To follow CefaPiivhis'triumph, fince 
Thou haft been whipp’d, for following-himy “Henceforch 
The white Hand of a Lady Fever'thee, 

Shake to look on’t. ‘Go’ get'thee backito ‘Cé/ar, 
Telkhim thy entertainment : look thow fay 

He makes me angry with him. For he feems 
Proud and difdainful, harping on what I am; 

Not what he knew I wass: He makes me’angry, 
And at this time moft eafié *tis to do’t ¢ 

When my good Stars, that were my former guides 
Have empty left their Orbs, and fhot their Fires, 
Into the Abifm of Hell» If he miflike 

My Speech, and what"is done, tell himvhe has 
Hiparchus, my_enfranched Bondman, whom 

He may at pleafure whip, or hang, or torture, 

As he.fhall like to quit me. Urge it thon: 
Hence with thy ftripes, be gone [ Exit Thid. 

Cleo, Have you done yet? 

“int. Alack, our Terrene Moon is now Eclips’d, 
And it porténds alone thefall of dutony. 

Cleo. I mutt ftay-his time, 

Ant, To flitter Ce/ah would you' mingle E yes 
With one that ties his points? 

Cleo. Not know meyét 2 

Ant, Cold-hearted toward me 2 

Cleo. Ah, Dear, if I be fo, 

From my cold Hearty let’ Heav'a ingender Hil, 

wer; . VI. 
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And Poilon it in the fource, and the firft Stone 
Drop in my Neck; as it determines, fo 

D:flolve my Life; the next Ce/ario {mites 

Till by degrees the memory of my Womb, 
Together with my brave eZ gyptians all, 

By the difcattering of this pelletted ftorm, 

Lie Gravelefs, till the Flies and Gnats of Nile 
Have buried them for prey. 

Ant. Yam fatisfied : 
Cefar fets down in Alexandria, where 
I will oppofe his Fate. Our Force by Land, 
Hath nobly held, and fever’d Navy too 
Have knit again, and Float, threatning moft Sea-like. 
Where haft thoubeen my Heart? Doft thou hear, Lady? 
Tf from the Field I thal] return once more 
To kifs thefe Lips, I will appear in Bloed, 
J, and my Sword, will earn my Chronicle, 
There’s hope in’t yet. 
Cleo. That’s my brave Lord. 
Ant. T willbe treble-finewed, hearted, breath’d, 
And fight malicioufly: for when mine hours 
Were nice and lucky, Men did ranfome Lives 
Of me for Jefts; but now, [ll fet my Teeth, 
And fend'to darknefs all that ftop me. Come, 
TLet’s have one other gawdy Night: Call to me 
All my fad Captains, Gill our Bowls; once more 
Let’s mock the Midnight Bell. 
Cleo. It is my Birth-day, 
I had thought t’have held it poor, But fince my Lord 
Is dutony again, I will be Cleopatra. 

Ant. We will yet do well. 

Cleo, Call all his noble Captains to my Lord. 


Ant. Do fo, we'll {peak to them, and to Night Pil force 
The Wine peep through their Scars. Come on, my Queen 


There’s fap in't yet. The next time Ido fight 
LI make Death love me +. for I will contend 


Even with his Peftilent Scythe. [Exennt. 


Eno. Now he'll out-ftare the Lightning, to be furious 
Is to be frighted out of fear, and in that mood 
The Dove will peck the Eftridge; and I fee. ftill 
A diminution ia our Captain’s Brain, 
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Reftores his Heart; when Valour preys on Reafon, 
It eats the Sword it fights with: I will feck 
Some way to leave him. [ Exit. 








A O° 3), eee Ny Ee 
SCENE Cefar’s Camp. 


Enter Cefar, Agrippa, 4nd Mecenas with his Army, 
Celar reading a Letter. 
Caf, H& calls me Boy, and chides as he had power 
To beat me out of e&gypr. My Meffenger 
He hath whipt with Rods, dares me to Perfonal Combat, 
Cafar to Antony. Letthe old Ruffian know, 
I have many other ways to die: mean time 
Laugh at this Challenge, 
Mec. Cafar mutt think, 
When one fo great begins to rage, he’s hunted 
Even to falling. Give him no breath, but now 
Make boot of his diftra@ion: Never anger 
Made good guard for it felf. 
Cef- Let our beft Heads know, 
That to morrow, the laft of many Battels 
We mean to fight. Within our Files there are, 
OF thofe that ferv’d Adark Antony but late, 
Enough to fetch him in. See ic done, 
And feaft the Army, we haye ftore to do’t, 
And they have earn’d the wafte. Poor Antony ! [Exeunt. 


SCENE Ul. Alexandria. 


Enter Antony azd Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian, Tras 
Alexas, swith others. 

Ant. Fe will not fight with me, Domitins. 

Exo. No2 

Ant, Why thould he not 2 

Eno, Hethinks, being twenty times of better Fortune, 
He is twenty Men to one, 

Ant. To morrow, Soldier, 
By Sea and Land I'll fight: or I will live, 
Or bathe my dying Honour in the Blood, 
Shall make it live again, Woo’t thou fight well, 

E 3 Exo. 
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Eno. Vil ftrike, and cry, take all. 

Ant. Well faid, come on: 
Call forth my Houfhold Servants, let’s to Night; 

Enter Servants. 

Be bounteous at our Meal. Give methy hand, 
Thou haft been rightly honeft, fo haft thou, 
And thou, and thou, and thou: you have ferv’d me well, 
And Kings have been your Fellows. 
“Cleo. What means this? 

Eno. Tis one of thofe odd tricks which forrow fhoots 
Out of the Mind. 

And thou art honeft too : 

h I could be made fo many Men, 
And all of you clapt up together, in 
ay : that I might do you fervice, 
you have done. 
‘he gods forbid ! 

Ant, Well, my good Fellows, wait on me to Night; 
Scant not my Cups, and make as much of me 
As when mine Empire was your Fellow too, 
And fuffered my command. 

Cleo, What does he mean? 

Eno. To make his followers weep. 

Aat. Tend me to Night; 
May be it is the period of your duty, 
Hoply you fhall not fee me more, or if, 
A mangled fhadow. Perchance to morrow, 
You'll {erve another Mafter. Tlook on you, 
As one that takes his leave. | Mine honeft Friends, 
I turn you notaway, but like a Mafter 
Married to your good Servive, ‘ftay till Death : 
Tend me to Night two Hours, I ask no more, 
And the gods yield you for’t. 

Exo. What mean you, Sir, 
To give them this difcomfort? Look, you weep, 
And f, an Afs, ‘am Onion-ey’d; for fhame, 
Transform us not to Women. 

Ant. Ho, ho, ho : 
Now the Witch takeme, if I meant it thus. : 2 
Grace grow where thofe drops fall, my hearty Friends, 
You take me in too dolorous a fenfe; 


For 
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For I fpake to you for your comfort, did defire you 
To, burn this Night with Torches: know, my H 
I hope well of to morrow, and will lead you, 
Where rather I'll expe@ vi@orious Life, 
Than Death, and Honour. Let’s to Supper, come 


ly | 3 


And drown ‘confideration. Faas 


Carts, 


Enter a Company of Soldier’. 
1 Sold. Brother, good Night : to morrow is th: day. 
2 Sold. It will determine one way : Fare you well, 
Heard you of nothing ftrange about the Strects, 
1 Sold, Nothing : what News 2 
2 Sold. Belike ’tis but a Rumour, good Night to you. 
1 Sold, Well, Sir, good Night. 
{ They meet with other Soldiers. 
Sold.’ Soldiers, have careful Watch. 
Sold, And you: Good Night, good Night, 
[ They place themfelves in every corner of the Stage. 
Sold. Here we; and if to morrow 
Our Navy thrive, I have an abfolute hope 
Our Landmen will ftand up. 
Sold, ’Tis a brave Army, and full of purpofe, 
| Adujick of the Foboyes is under the Stage. 
Sold. Peace, what noife 2 
Sold. Lift, lift! 
Sold, Hark! 
Sold. Mufick i’th’ Air. 
Sold. Under the Earth, 
It fings well, do’s it not2 
2 Sold. No, 
1 Sold. Peace I fay: what fhould this mean? 
2 Sold. *Tis the god Hercules, who loved Antony, 
Now leaves him. 


x Sold. Walk, let’sfee if other W 
Do hear what we do2 

2 Sold. How now, Matfters2 

Omues. How now? how n 

t Sold. Ist not ftrange 2 

3 Sold. Do youhear, Mafters2 Do you hear? 

t Sold. Follow the noife fo far as we have quarter. 
Let’s fee how it will give off. 

Omnes. Content: *tis ftrange, 
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ow? do you hear this 


| Exeunt. 
3 Enter 
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2718 Antony and Cleopatra. 


Enter Antony and Cleopatra, with others. 
Ant. Evos, mine Armor, Eros. 
Cleo. Steep a little. 
Ant. No, my Chuck: Eros, come, mine Armour, 
Euter Eros. 
Come, my good Fellow, put thine Iron on, 
If Eortune be not ours to day, it is 
Becaufe we brave her, Come, 
Cleo. Nay, Wil help too, Aptony. 
Whar’s this for? Ab, let be, let be, thou art 
The Armorer of my Heart; Falfe, falfe; This, this, 
Sooth-law Pll help: Thus it muft be. 
Ant. Well, well, we thall thrive now. 
Secft thou, my good Fellow. Go puton thy defences. 
Eno. Bricfly, Sir. 
Cleo. Is not this buckled well? 
Ant. Rarely, rarely : 
He that unbuckles this, “till we do pleafe 
To doft for our repofe, fhall hear a Storm. 
Thou fumbleft Eres, and my Queen’s a Squire 
More tight at this; Difpatch. O Love, 
“That thou couldft fee my Wars today, and knew ft 
The Royal Occupation, thou fhouldft fee 
A Workman in’t. 
Enter an Armed Soldier. 
Good morrow to thee, welcome, 
Thou look’ft like him that knows a warlike charge : 
To bufinefs that we love, we rife betime, 
And go to’t with delight. 
Sold. A thoufand, Sir, 
Early though’ be, have on their Rivetted trim, 
And at the Port expect you. [ Shout. Trumpets flourifh. 
Enter Captains and Soldiers. 
Cap. The Morn is fair; good morrow General. 
All, Good morrow, General. 
Ant. Tis well blown, Lad. 
This morning like the Spirit of a youth 
That means to be of note, begins betimes. 
S>, fo; Come giveme that, what e’er becomes of me, 
Fare thee well, Dame, what e’er becomes of me, 
This is a Soldier’s kifs: rebukeable, 
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And worthy fhameful check it were, to ftand 
On more Mechanick Compliment, I'l leave thee," 
Now, like a Man of Steel. You that will fight, 
Follow me clofe, T’ll bring you to’t: Adieu. 

Char. Pleafe you retire to your Chamber? 

Cleo. Lead me : 
He goes forth gallantly : thathe and Ce/ar might 
Determine this great War in finele hght; ‘ 
Then Antony but now Well on. | Exeunt, 

Trumpets found, Enter Antony, and Eros, 

Eros. The gods make this a happy day to <dutony. 

Ant, Would thou, and thofe thy Scais had once prevail’d, 
To make me fight at Land. 

Eros, Hadft thou done fo, 
The Kings that have revolted, and the Soldier 
That has this morning left thee, would have {till 
Followed thy heels, 

Ant, Who's gone this morning? 

Eros. Who? one ever near thee, call for Enxobarbas. 
He fhall not hear thee, or from Cefar’s Camp, 
Say Tamnone of thine. 

Ant, What fay’ft thou? 

Sold. Sir, he is with Ce/ar. 

Eros. Sir, his Chefts and Treafure he has not with him. 

Ant. Is he gone? 

Sold, Mott certair. 

Ant. Go, Eros, fend his Treafure after, do it, 
Detain no jot, I charge thee : write to him, 
I will fub{cribe, gentle adieus, and greetings : 
Say, that I with he never find more caufe 
To change a Mafter. Oh my Fortunes have = 
Corrupted honeft Men. Difpatch, Eros. | Exit. 


SCENE IL. Cafar's Camp. 


Enter Cefar, Agrippa, with Enobarbus,-and Dolabella. 


Caf. Go forth, Agrippa, and begin the fight: 
Our will is Antony be took alive; 
Make it fo known, 

Agr, Cafar, T thal, 


[ Exeunt. 
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2720 Antony and Cleopatra. 


Ce/. Thetime of univerfal peace is nears 
Prove this a profp’rous day, the three-nook’d World 
Shall bear the Olive freely. 
Enter a A feffengers 
Mef. Antony is come into the Field. 
Caf: Go charge Agrippa, 
lant thofe that have revolted in the Van, 
That Antony may feem to {pend his Fury 
Upon himfelf. [ Exeunt. 
‘Exo. Alexas did revolt, and went to Fewry on 
Affairs of Antony; there did perfwade 
Great Herod to incline himfelf to Ce/ar, 
And leave his Mafter Antony. For this pains 
Cefar hath hang’d him: Canidias and the reft 
That fell away, have entertainment, but 
No honourable truft : T have done ill, 
Of which I do accufe my felf fo forely, 
That I will j e 
y a Soldier of Czfar’s. 
Sold. Enobarbus, Antony 
Hath after thee fent all thy Treafure, with 
His bounty over-plus. The Meffenger 
Came on my Guard, and at thy Tent is NOW 
Unloading of his Mules. 
Exo. I give it you. 
Sold. Mock not, Exobarbus, 
T tell you true : Belt you fafe’t the bringer 
Out of the Hoaft, I muft attend mine Office, 
Or would have done’t my felf. Your Emperor 
Continues fill, aFove. [ Exit. 
Eno. 1am alone the Villain of the Earth, 
‘And feel Iam fo moft. ~ Oh Antony, 
Thou Mine of Bounty, how wouldit thou have paid 
My better-Service, when my Turpitude 
Thou doft fo Crown with Gold. This bows my Hearts 
If fwife Thought break it not, a fwifted mean 
Shall out-ftrike Thought; but Thought will do’t, I feel. 
I fight againft thee |-——No, I will go feek 
Some Ditch, where I may die; the foul’ft beft fits 
My latter part of Life. [ Exit. 


SCENE 
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S CEN E IV. Before the Walls of 
Alexandria. 


Alarum. Drums and Trumpets. Enter Agrippa. 


“gr. Retire, we have engag’d our felves too far: 

Cefar himfelf has work, and our oppreffion 
Exceeds what we expected. { Exit. 
Alarums. Enter Antony, and Scarus wounded. 

Scar. O my brave Emperor, this is fought indeed, 

Had we done fo at firft, we had droven them home 

With Clouts about’their Head, [ Far off. 
Ant. Thou bleed’ft apace. 
Scar. I had a wound here that was like a T, 

But now *tis made an H. 

Ant. They do retire. 

Scare We'll beat *em into Bench-holes, I have yct 
Room for fix feotches more. 

Enter Eros. 

Eros. They are beaten, Sir, and our advantage ferves 
For a fair Victory. 

Scar. Let-us fcore their Backs, 

And {natch ’em up, as we take Hares behind, 
*Tis {port to maul a Runner, 

Ant, T will reward thee 
Once for thy fprightly comfort, and ter-fo'd 
For thy good Valour, Come thee on, 

Scar. Vl halt after. 

Alarum. Enter Antony again in a march, 

others. 

Ant. We have beat him to his Camp; +n one before; 
And let the Queen know of our Guefts; to morrow : 
Before the Sun fhall {ce’s, we'll {pill the Blood 
That has to day efcap’d. I thank you all, 
For doughty handed are you, and have foucht 
Not as you ferv’d the Canfe, but as’t had been 
Each Man’s like mine; you have fhewn all Heéfors, 
Enter the City, clip your Wives, your Friends, 
Tell them your Feats, whilft they with joyful Tears 


[ Exeunt. 
Scarus, with 
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2722 Antony and Cleopatra. 


Wath the congealment from your Wounds, ard kifs 
The honour’d gafhes whole. Give me thy Hand.[ To Scarus, 
Enter Cleopatra. 
To this great Faiery, Vl commend thy acts, 
Make her thanks blefs thee. O thou day o’th’ World, 
Chain mine arm’d Neck, leap thou, Attire and all 
Through proof of Harnefs to my Heart, and there 
Ride on the pants triumphing. 
Cleo. Lord of Lords, 
Oh infinite Virtue, com*ft thou filing from 
The World’s great Snare uncaught. 
Ant. My Nightingale, 
We have beat them to their Beds. What, Girl, though gray 
Do fomething mingle with our younger brown, yet ha’we 
A brain that nourifhes our Nerves, and can 
Ger gole for gole of Youth. Behold this Man, 
Commend unto his Lips thy favouring Hand, 
Kifs it my Warrior: He hath fought to days 
‘As if a God in hate of Mankind, had 
Deftroyed in fuch a fhape. 
Cleo. Vil give thee, Friend, 
An Armour all of Gold; it was a King’s. 
Ant. He has deferv'd it, were it Carbunkled 
Like holy Phabus Car. Give me thy Hand, 
Through Alexandria make a jolly march, 
Bear our hackt Targets, like the Men that owe them, 
Had our great Palace the capacity 
To Camp this hoaft, we all would fup together, 
And drink Carowfes to the next Day’s Fate 
Which, promifes Royal Peri’. Trumpeters 
With brazen din blaft you the Cities Ear. 
Make mingte with our ratling Tabourines, 
That Heav’n and Earth may ftrike their founds together, 
Applauding our Approach. [ Exeunt. 


6 Codec abs Va Cafar’s Camp. 


Enter a Century, and his Company, Enobarbus follows. 


Cent. If-we be not reliey’d within this hour, 
We muft return to th’ Court of Guard; the Night 
Is fhiny, and they fey. we fhall embattel 
By 





ae 
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By th’ fecond Hour i’th’ Morn. 

1 Watch. This laft day was a threwd one to’s. 

Eno. Oh bear me witnefs Night. 

2 Watch, What Man is this? 

1 Watch. Stand clofe, and iift him. 

Eno. Be witnefs to me, O thou bleffed Moon, 
When Men revolted fhall upon Record 
Bear hateful memory; poor Enobarbus did 
Before thy Face repent. 

Cent. Enobarbus ? 

3 Watch, Peace; hark further. 

Eno, Oh Sovereign Miftrefs of true Melancholy, 
The poifonous damp of Night difpunge upon me, 
That Life, a very Rebel to my Will, 

May hang no longer on me. Throw my Heart 
Againft the flint and hardnefs of my Fault, 

Which being dried with Grief, will break to Powder, 
And finifh all foul Thoughts. Oh Antony, 
Nobler than my revolt is infamous, 

Forgive me in thine own particular, 

But let the World rank me in Regifter 

A Matter-leaver, and a Fugitive: 

Oh Antony! Oh Antony ! [ Dies. 

1 Watch. Let’s {peak to him. 

Cent. Let's hear him, for the things he {peaks 
May concern Ce/ar. 

2Watch. Let’s do fo, but he fleeps. 

Cent. Swoons rather, for fo bad a Prayer as his 
Was never yet for fleep. 

1 Watch, Go we to him, 

2 Watch. Awake, Sir, awake, {peak to us. 

1 Watch. Hear you, Sir? 

Cent. The Hand of death hath caught him. 

[Drums afar off. 

Hark how the Drums demurely wake the Sleepers: 
Let us bear him to th’Court of Guard; he is of note, 
Our Hour is fully out, 


2 Watch, Come on then, he may recover yet, [Exewnt. 
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2724 Antony and Cleopatra. 


SCENE VI. Between the two Camps. 


Enter Antony, and Scarus, with their Army. 

Ant. Their preparation is to day by Sea, 

We pleafe them not by Land. 

Scar. For both, my Lord. 

Ant. T would they'd fight i’th’ Fire, or in the Aur, 
We'd fight there too. But this it is, our Foot 
Upon the Hills adjoining to the City 
Shall ftay with us. Order for Sea 1s given, 

They have put forth the Haven: Further on, 
Where their appointment we may beft difcover, 
And look on their endeavour. 

Enter Cxfar, and his Army. 

Cef. But being charg’d, we will be ftill by Land, 

hich as I take’e we fhall; for his beft force 
Is forth to Man his Gallies. ‘To the Vales, 

And hold our beft Advantage. | Exeunt. 
[ Alarum afar off, as ata Sea-fight. 
Enter Antony, and Scarus. 

Ant. Yet they are not join’d: 

Where yond Pine ftands, I fhall difcover all. 
Pll bring thee word ftraight, how ’tis like to go. [ Exit. 

Scar. Swallows have built 
In Cleopatra’s Sails their Nefts. The Auguries 
Say, they know not——they cannot tell——look grimly, 
And dare not fpeak their Knowledge. -Autony 
Is valiant, and dejeGted, and by ftarts, 

His fretted Fortunes give him hope and fear 
OF what he has, and has not. Exit. 


§S CEN E VIL. Alexandria. 


Enter Antony. 


| Exennt. 


‘Ant. All istoh! 
This foul egyptian hath betrayed me! 
My Fleet hath yielded to the Foe, and yonder, 
They caft their Caps up, and Carowfe together 
Like Friends long loft. Triple-turn’d Whore! ’tis thou 


Ha 
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Haft fold me to this Novice, and my Heart 
Makes only Wars on thee. Bid them all! fly: 
For when I am reveng’d upon my Charm, 

I have done all. Bid them all fly, be gone. 
Oh Sun, thy uprife thall I fee no more: 
Fortune and Antony part here, even here 
Do we fhake Hands—— All come to this! 
That pannelled me at Heals, to whom IT gave 

Their wifhes, do dif-candy, melt their fweets 

On bloffoming Cefar: And this Pine js bark’d, 

That over-topt them all. Betray’d I am. 

Oh this falfe Soul of e£¢ypt! this grave Charm, 

Whole Eye beck’d forth my wars, and call’d them home: 
Whofe Bofom wasmy Crownet, my ‘chief end, 

Like a right Gipfie, hath at faft and loofe 

Beguil’d me, to the very Heart of lofs. 

What Eros, Eros! 





The Hearts 


Enter Cleopatra. 

Ah, thou Spell! Avant. 

Cleo, Why is my Lord enrap’d againft his Love? 

Ant. Vanith, or I thall give thee thy deferving, 
And blemith Ce/ar’s Triumph. Let him take thee, 
And hoift thee up to th’ fhouting Plebeians ; 
Follow his Chariot, like the greateft Spot 
Of all thy Sex. Moft Monfter like be fhewn 
For poor’ft Diminutives, for Dolts; and let 
Patient Oftavia plough thy Vilage up 
With her prepared Nails. Tis well thou'rt gone, 


| Exit Cleopatra. 
If it be well to live. But better ’twere 


Thou fell’ft into my fury, for one death 

Might have prevented many. Eros, hoa! 

The thirt of Wefiss is upon me; teach me, 
Alcides, thou mine Anceftor, thy rage: 

Let me lodge Licas on the horns o’th’ Moon, 

And with thofe hands that grafpt the heavieft Club, 
Subdue my worthieft felf. The Witch fhall die; 


To the young Roman Boy the hath fold me, and I fall 
Under his Plot: She dies for’t. Eros, hoa! [Exir. 


Enter 
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2726 Antony and Cleopatra. 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Mardian; 

Cleo. Help me, my Women! Oh he is more mad 
Than Telamon for his Shicld, the Boar of Theffaly 
Was never fo imbolt. 

Char. To th’ Monument, there lock your felf, 
And fend him word you are dead: 
The Soul and Body rive not more in parting, 
Than greatnefs going of. 

Cleo. To th’ Monument; 
Mardian, go tell him I have flain my felf, 
Say, that the laft I {poke was atony, 
And word it, prethees pitioufly. Hence, Mardian, 


And bring me how he takes my death to th’ Monument. 
| Exeunt 


SCENE VIII. Cleopatra's Palace. 


Enter Antony and Eros. 


Ant. Eros, thou yet behold’ mee 
Eres Ay, noble Lord, 
Ant. Sometime we fee a Cloud, that’s Dragonifhs 
A Vapour fometime, like a Bear, or Lion, 
A tower’d Cittadel, a pendant Rock, 
A forked Mountain, or blue Promontory 
With Trees upon’r, that nod unto the World, 
And mock our Eyes with Air. Thou haft feen thefe figns; 
They are black Vefper’s Pageants. 
Eros. Ay, my Lords 
‘Ant. That which is now a Horfe, even with a Thought 
The Rack diflimn’s, and makes it indiftin& 
As water is in water 
Eros. It do’s, my Lord. 
Ant, My good Knave, Eros, now thy Captain is 
Even fuch a Body; here 1am Antony, 
Yet cannot hold this vifible fhape, my Knave 
I made thele wars for Egypt, and the Queen, 
Whofe Heart I thought I had, for the had mines 
Which whilft it was mine, had annext unto’t 
A Million more, now loft; fhe,’ Eros, has 
Pickt Cards with Cefar, and falfe plaid my Glory 


Unto an Enemy’s Triumph, 


Nay3 
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Nay, weep not, gentle Eros, there is left us 
Our felves to end our felves.. Oh the vile Lady! 
Enter Mardian. 

She has robb’d me of my Sword. 

Mar. No, Aatony, 
My Miftrefs lov'd thee, and her Fortunes mingled 
With thine intirely. 

Ant. Hence, fawcy Eunuch, peace, the hath betraid me 
And fhe fhall die the death. 

Mar. Death of ane Perfon can be paid but once, 
And that fhe has difcharg’d. What thou would'ft do 
Is done unto thy Hand; the laft the fpake 
Was Antony! molt noble Antony! 
Then in the midft a tearing Groan did break 
The Name of Antony; it was divided 
Between her Heart and Lips; fhe readred Life 
Thy Name fo buried in her. 

Ant. Dead then 2 

Mar. Dead. 

Ant, Unarm me, Eros, the long Day’s task is done, 
And we mutt fleep ; that-thou deparr’ft hence fafe 
Does pay thy labour richly; go. _ Oh, pluck off, 

[Exit Mardian. 

The feven-fold thield of Ajax cannot keep 
The battery from my Heart. Oh cleave my fides. 
Heart, once be ftronger than thy Continent,{ Unarming him/elf. 
Crack thy frail Cafe. Apace, Eros, apace, 
No more a Soldier ——bruifed Pieces go, 
You have been nobly born; from me a while. [ Exit Eros. 
I will o’er-take thee, Cleopatra, and 
Weep for my pardon, $o it muft be, for now 
Alllength is Torture; fince the Torch is out, 
Lye down and ftray no farther. Now all labour 
Marrs what it does, yeas very force entangles 
Ie felf with ftrength;  feal then and all is done. 
Eros! I come, my Queen Eros! Stay for me, 
Where Souls do couch on Flowers, we’ll Hand in Hand, 
And with our {prightly Port make the Ghofts gaze; 
Dido, and her e&neas thall want Troops, 
And all the haunt be ours, Come, Eros, Eros! 








Enter 



































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































Antony and Cleopatra. 


Enter Eros. 

Eros. What would my Lord? 

Ant. Since Cleopatra died, 
hive liv’d in fuch difhonour, that the gods 
I, that with my Sword, 
Quarter’d the World, and o’er green Neptune's Back 
With Ships, made Cities, condemn my telf, to lack 
The Courage of a Woman; lefs noble minded 
fhe which, by her death, our Cafar tells, 
I felf, Thou art fworn Eres, 
That when the exigent fhould comes which now 
Fs come indeed, when’ fhould fee behind me 
Thy inevitable Profecution of difgrace 
And horrour, that‘on my command; thou then 
Wouldft kill me. Do'ts the time is come: 
Thou ftrik’ft not me, till Cefar thou defeat’ ft: 
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Jetelt my bafenels. 
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T am Conqueror of my 





Put colour in my © é 

Eros. The Gods with+hold me; 
Shall I do that whichoall the Parthian Darts, 
Though Enemy, loft’aim, and could nové 

Ant. Eros, / 
Wouldft thou be window’d in great Rome, and fee 
Thy Mafter thus with pleacht Arms, bending down 
His corrigible Neck, his Pace fubdu’d 

the wheel’d feat 


To penetrative fhame whilft 
OF fortunate Cafar drawn before him, branded 
His bafenefs that enfued. 
Eros. 1 would not fee’t. 
Ant. Come then; for with a wound I muft be cur’ds 


Draw that thy honeft Sword which thou haft worn 


Moff ufeful for thy Country. 


Eros. Ohj’Sit, pardon me. 
Ant. When l did make thee free, fworft thou not then ’ 


To do this when I bad thee? Do itiat once, i 
Or thy precedent Services-are all 


But accidents unpurpos'd. Draw, andcome. 
Bros. Turn from me then thatnoble countenance! 
Wherein the worfhtiip of the-whole World. lyes. 
“Ant. Lovtheess 2" ~ [Turning from bin. 


Eros. My Sword is drawn. 
\ ail Ait 
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“Ant. Then let it do at once 
The thing why thou haft drawn it; 
Eros, My dear Matter, 
My Captain, and my Emperor. Let me fay 
Before I ftrike this bloody ftroke, farewel, 
nt. *Tis faid, Man, and farcwel, 
Eros. Farewel, great Chief. Shall I ftrike now 2 
Ant. Now, Eros, 
Eras. Why there then [ Eros kills him/elf. 
Thus I do elcape the forrow of Antony's death. 
Ant, Thrice nobler than my felf, 
Thou teacheft me, oh valiant Eros, what 
I fhould, and thou could’ft not ; my Queenand Eros 
Have by their brave Inftru@ion got upon me 
A noblenefs in Record: But I will be 
A Bridegroom in'my death, and ruminto’t 
As to a Lover’s Bed. Come then, and Eros, 
Thy Matter dies thy Scholars todo thus[ Falling on his Sword. 
I learnt of thee, How, nor dead? not dead? 
The Giard——how !__oh difpatch me. 
Enter Decretas and Guard. 
1 Guard. What’s the noife2 
nt. I have done my work, ill Friends: 
O make an end of what I have begun, 
2 Guard. The Star is fal. 
1 Guard. And time is at his Period. 
All, Alas, and woe! 
Ant. Let him that loves me, ftrike-me dead. 
1 Guard. Not I. 
2 Guard, Not I, 
3 Guard. Nor any one. | Exeunt. 
Dec. Thy death and fortunes bid thy Followers fly. 
This Sword but-thewn to Ce/ar with this tidings, 
Shall enter me with him, 
Enter Diomedes, 
Dio. Where's Antony? 
Dec. There, Diomed, there. 
Dio. Lives he? wilt thou not anfwer, Man2 
Ant. Art thou there, Diomed? Draw thy Sword, and 
give me 
Sufficing ftrokes for death. 
Wen, VI. F 
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2930 Antony and Cleopatra. 


Dio. Molt abfolute Lord, 

My Miftrefs Cleopatra fent me to thee. 

Ante When did fhe fend thee? 

Dio. Now, my. Lord. 

Ant. Where is. fheé La 

Dio. Lockt in her Monument. She hada prophefying Fear 
OFf what hath come to pals for when fhe faw, th 
Which never fhall be found, you did fufpect 
She had difpos'd with Ce/ar, and that. your rage 
Would not be purg’ds fhe fent you word fhe was dead: 
Buc fearing fince how) it might, work, hath fent 
Me to proclaim the trath, and I am come, 

I dread, too late. 
‘Ant, Too late, good Diomeds call. my Guard I prethee. 
Dio. What ho! the Emperor's Guard. ( 
The Guard, what hoa! Come, your Lord, calls, 
Evter the Guard. 

Ais. Trear me, good Friends, where Cleopatra bides, 
Tis the left fervace ehat, 1 fall command you. 

Guard. Woe! woe arewe, Sir! youmay not live to, weat 
All your true Followérs.out. 

All. Mott heavy day ! 

Ant. Nay, good my Fellows, donot, pleafe fharp Fate; 
To grace it with your Sorrows. Bid that, welcome 
Which comes to punifh us, and we punith it 
Seeming to bear it lightly. Take me up, 

I have led you oft, carry me now, good Friendsy 05,5 
And have my. thanks for all, [ Exeunt bearing Antony: 
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SCENE 4 magnificent Monument.” 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, and Iras, above. 


Cleo. El Charmian, 1 will never go from hence. 
Char. Be comforted, dear Madam. 
Cleo. No, 1 will not : : 
All ftrange and terrible Events. are welcome, 
But Comforts we defpife; our fize of forrow 
Propot 
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Proportion’d to our caufe, muft be as great 
As that which makes it. 
Enter Diomedes. 
How now? Is he dead2 
Dio. His Death’s upon him, but not dead. 
Look out o'th’ other-fide your Monumenr, 
His Guard haye brought ‘him hither. 
Enter Antony, born by rhé Guard. 
Cleo. O Sun, 
Burn the great Sphere thou mov’ft in, darkling fand 
The varying Shore o’th’ World. O Antony! Amony! Antony | 
Help, Charmian, help, Zras, help ; help, Friends, 
Below, let’s draw him hither 
Ant. Peace, 
Not Cefar’s Valour hath o’erthrown Antony, 
But Antony hath triumpht on himfelf. 
Cleo. So it fhould be, that none bit Antony 
Should conquer Antony, but woe *tis fo, 
Ant. Tam dying, c£yypt, dying} only 
I here importune Death awhile, until 
Of many thoufand kiffes the Poor Jatt 
I lay upon thy Lips. 
Cleo, I dare not, Dear, 
Dear my Lord, pardon; I dare not, 
Left I be taken; not th’ imperious fhew 
OF the full-fortun’d Cefar, ever thall 
Be brooch’d with me; if Knife, Drugs, Se 
Edge, Sting, or Operation, I am fafe: 
our Wife Offavia, with her modeft Eyes, 
And ftill conclufion, fhall acquire no honour, 
Demuring upon me. But, come, come, Anton: 5 
Helpyme, my Women, we mutt draw thee up-— 
Aflift, good Friends, 
Ant, Oh quick, or Iam gone, 
Cleo. Here’s {port indeed; how heavy weighs my Lord ! 
Our ftrengtheis all gone'into heavinifs, 
That makes the weight. Haid T great Faxzo’s Power, 
The ftrong wing-d Mercury thould ferch thee up, 
And fet thee by Fove’s fide. Yer come a little, 
Withers were ever Fools, .Oh come, Come, Come——— 
LThey draw Antony xp to Cleopatra; 
F3 And 
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And welcome, welcome. Dic when thou haft liv’d, 

Quicken with kiffing;, had my Lips that power, 

Thus would.I wear them out. y, 
All, Oh heavy fight ! 
Ant. Lam dying, eZgypis dying. 

Give me fome Wine, and let me {peak 4 little. 

Cleo. No, let me {peak, and let me rail fo high, 

That the falfe Hufwife, Fortune, bresk her Wheel, 

Provok'd by my offence. 

“Ant. One word, fweet Queen. 

Of Ce/ar feck yout honour, with your 
Cleo. They do not go togcther. 
Ant. Gentle, hear me, 

None about Cefar truft, but Proculeizs. 

Clee. My Refolution, atid my Hands, Pll truft, 

None about Ce/ar. 

Ant. The miferable change tow at my end, 

Lament nor forrow at: But pleafe your Thoughts 

In feeding them with thofe my former Fortunes, 

Wherein Llivd. The greateft Prince o’th’ World, 

The nobleft once; and do now not bafely die; 

Nor Cowardly, put off my Helmet to 

My Countryman. A Roman, by a Roman 

Valiantly vanquith’d, Now my Spirit is going, 

1 can no more [ Antony Dies. 
Cleo. Nobleft.of Men woot die? 

Elaft thou no ¢are of me? fhall'I abide 

In this dull world, which in thy abfence ‘is 

No better than a Stye? O fee, my Women! 

The Crown o’th’ Earth doth melt----My Lord!---- 

Oh wither'd is the Garland of the War; 

The Soldiers Pole is faln:: Young Boys and Girls 

‘Are level now with Men; the odds is gone, 

‘And there is nothing lefe remarkable, 

Beneath the vifiting Moon. [ She faints. 
Char. Oh quietnefs, Lady. ; 
Tras, She’s dead too,” onr Sovereign. 

Char. Lady- 
Tras. Madam. 
Char. Oh Madam, Madam, Madam———— 


Tras. Royal e&gypt! Emprefs! 


fafety----Oh !——- 
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Char. Peace, peace, Jras, 

Cleo. No more but a meer Woman, and commanded 
By fucl poor paffion, as the Maid that Milks, 
And does the meaneft chares.. It were for me 
To throw my Scepter at the injurious Gods, 
To tell them that this, world did equal theirs, 
"Till they had ftoln our Jewel. AMl’s but nought: 
Patience is fottith, and Impatience does 
Become a Dog that’s mad: Then is it fin, 
To ruth into the fecret Houfe of death, 
E’er death dare come tous? How.do yon, Women? 
What, what good cheer? why how now, Charmian 2 
My noble Girls¢——Ah, women, women !. Look, 
Our Lamp is fpent, it’s. out Good Sirs, take Heart, 
We'll bury him: And then what’s brave,.,what’s noble, 
Let’s de’t after the high Roman fafhion, 
And make Death proud to take us, Come, away, 
This cafe of that huge Spirit now is cold, 
Ah, Women, Women! Come, we have no Friend, 
3ut Refolution, and che briefeft End, 

| Exeunt, bearing off Antony’s Body, 
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SC ESNsE “VER aeGefar's Camp. 


Emer Cefar, Agrippa, Dolabellay-and-Menas, 


Cef- Goto him, Dolabella, bid him yield, 
Being fo fruftrate, tell him, 
He mocks the pawfes that he makes, 

Dol. Cefar,.I fhall. 4 

Enter. Decretas with the, Sword of Antony. 

Cef- Wherefore is that? and what art thou that daift 
Appear thus to.us? 

Dec. Tam called Decreras, 
Mark Antony 1 ferv’d, who belt was worthy 
Beit to be ferv’d; whilft he ftood ups, and {poke, 
He was my Matter, and I wore my Life 
To fpend upon his Haters, If thou pleafe 
To take me to thees! as I was to him, 
I'll be to Ce/ar : If thou pleafest not, 
I yield thee up my Life. 

F 3 Caf, 
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~ Caf. What ist thou fayeft? 
Dec. 1 fay, Oh Cafar, “Antony is dead. 
Caf. The breaking Of fo great 4 thing; fhould make 
A greater Crack. The round World 
Should have fhook Lions into civil Streets, 
And Citizens to their Dens. The Death of Antony 
Js not a fingle Doom, in the name lay 
A monery of the World. 
Dec. He is dead, Cefar, 
Not by a publick Manitter of Juftice, 
Nor by a hired Kaife: but that felf-hand 
Which writ his honour in the A@s it did, 
Hath with the Courage which the Heart did lend it, 
Splitred the Heart. This isshis Sword, 
I robb’d his wound of its Behold it ftain’d 
With his moft noble Blood. 
Cef. Look you, fd Friends, 
The Gods rebuke me, butit isa Tiding 
To wath the Eyes of Kings. 
Dol, And ftrange st 4s, 
That Naturemuft compel us to lament 
Our moft perfifted Deeds. 
Wen. Histaints and honours weigh’d equal in him. 
Dol; A rarer Spirit never 
Did ftcer humanity; but you Gods will give us 
Some faults to make us Men, Ce/ar is touch’d. 
Men. When {uch a fpacious Mirror's fet before him, 
He needs muft fee himflf. 
Caf: Oh Antony! 
I have followed thee to this, but we-do launch 
Difeafes in our Bodies» I mutt perforce 
Have hewn to thee'fuch‘a declining Day; 
Or look on thine; we could not ftall together, 
In the whole World. . But yet let me lament 
With tears as Soveraign as the Blood of Hearts, 
That thou my Brother, my Competitor, 
Ih top of all defign, my Mate in Empire, 
Fiend and Companion inthe front: of War, 
The Arm of mine own Body; and the Heart 
Where mine his Thoughts-did kindle ;that.our Stars 
Unreconcileable, fhould divide our equalnefs to this. 
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Hear me, good Friends, 
But I will tell you at fome meeter Seafon 
The bufinefs of this Man:looks out of him, 
We'll hear him whatshefays... Whence are you? 
Enter an Aigyptian. ' 
c@zypt. A poor egyptian yet, the Queen my Miftrefs 
Contin’d in allMhe has; her Monument, 
Of thy intents, defires;:inftruction, 
That the preparedly may frame her felf 
‘To th’ way the’s fore’d to. 
Caf: Bid her have good Heart, 
She foon fhall know: of.us, by fome of ours, 
How honourable, .and how kindly we 
Determine for her, For Ce/ar cannot leave to be ungentle, 
c£gypt. So the Gods preferve thee. Evite 
Ce/. Come hither: Praculeius, go.and fay 
We purpofe her no fhame; give herjwhat,comforts 
The quality of her Paffion thall require's 
Left in her greatnefsy:by fome mortal firoke 
She do defeat us: For her life in Rome 
Would be eternal in our triumph. Go, 
And with your f{peedieft bring us wh.«. fhe fays, 
And how you find of her, 
Pro. Cefar, 1 fhall. | Exit Poculgi: s. 
Ce/: Gallus, go you along; where's Dalabella, to fecond 
Proculeius ? 
All, Dolabella: 
Cef. Let hiny alones> for I remember now 
How he’s employ’d: He fhall in time be xeady, 
Go with me to my Tent, where you fhall fee 
How hardly I was-drawn into this War, 
How calm and gentle I proceeded ftill 
Tn all my Writings.’ Go with me,, and fee 
What I can fhew in this. { Exeunt. 


S C E:N:Es-VUll.. The. Monument. 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Lras, Mardian, and Seleucus. 
Cleo. My defolation does begin to..make 
A better Life; “cisipaltny'to be Cesar: 
Not being fortune, she’s but’ fortune’s Knaves 
Foua 
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A Minifter of her will; and it is great, 
To do that thing that ends all other deeds, 
Which fhackles accidents, and bolts up change, 
Which fleeps, and never pallars more the dung, 
The Beggar’s Nurfe, and Ce/ar's, 
Enter Proculeiuss 
Pro. Cafar fends greeting to the Queen of cL gypt, 
And bids thee ftudy on what fait demands 
Thou mean’ft to have him grant thee. 
Cleo. What’s thy name 2 
Pro, My name is Proculeius. 
Cleo. Antony 
Did tell me of you, bad me truft you, but 
I-do nor greatly care to be deceiv’d 
That have no ufe for trufting. If your Mater 
Would have aQueen his Beggar, you mutt tell: him, 
That Majefty, to keep decoram, mu 
No lefs beg than a Kingdon: If he pleafe 
To give me conquer’d eLgypt for my Son, 
He gives me fo m ich of mine.own,,as d 
Will kneel to him with thanks, 
Pro, Be of good ‘cheer: 
You're fala,into,a princely. Hand, fear nothing, 
Make your full reference freely.to my Lord, 
Who is fo full of Graces’ that it.flows over 
On all that need. Leesme report to him 
Your fweet dependency, and you fhall find 
A Congueror that will pray in aid for kindnefs, 
Where he for Grace is kneel’d to. 
Cleo. Pray you tell him, 
Iam his Fortunes Vaffal, and‘I fend him 
The greatnefs he has got. “I hourly learn 
A Do@rine of Obedience, and would»gladly - 
Look him i’ch’ Face. 
Pro. This Vl report, dear Lady, 
Have comfort, for F koow your plight is pitied 
Of him that caus’d it, 
Char. You fee how éafily the may ‘be furpris’d: 
Guard her ’till Cefar come. 
Tras. Royal Queen, 
Char, Oh Cleopatra, thou art taken, Queen 







Cleo. 
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vie 
Cleo, Quick, quick, good hands, 
. Pro, Hold, worthy Lady, hold: 
Do not your felf fuch ‘wrong, who ate in this 
Reliev’d, but not*betray*d: 

Cleo, What of Death too that rids otir Dogs of languith? 
Pro, Cleopatra, do not abufeamy ‘Matter’s bounty,! by 
Th’ undcing of your felf: Let the: World fee 
His Nobenefs well a@ed; which your Death 
Will nevr let come forth. 

Cleo, Where art thou, Death 2 
Come hiher, come: Oh! Come, and take the’ Queen 
Worth many Babes and Beggars. 
Pro. Oh temperance, Lady. 
Cleo. Sir, I will eat no meat, T’'llnot drink, Sir: 
If idle tak willonee be neceffary, 
Pil not feep neither: Tis mortal houfe- Tl ruin, 
Do Ce/ar what he can. Know, Sir, that I 
Will not wait pinnion’d at your Mafter’s Court, 
Not onct to be chaftis’d with! the {ober Eye 
Of dull Ofavia. Shall they hoift' me up, 
And fhev me to the fhouting Varlotry 
Of cenfuring Rome? rather a ditch in c#gypr. 
But gentk, Grave;“unto’ me + rather on’ Vilas mud 
Lay me fark-nak’d, and let the warer-Pliés 
Blow me into abhorring + rather make 
My Courtry’s high Pyramides my Gibbet, 
And hang me up in Chains. 
Pro. You do extend 
Thefe thaights of horror further than you thall 
Find cauk in Cefar. 
Enter Dolabella, 
Dol, Proculeius, 
What thor haft done, my Matter Cefar knows, 
And he hth feat for thee: as forthe Queen} 
Pll take ber to my Guard. 
Pro. So, Dolabella, 
It fhall content me beft; be gentle to het : 
To CefarI will fpeak what you thall pleafe, 
If you'll employ me to him, [Exit Proculeius. 
Cieo. Say, I would die, 
Dol, Moft Noble Emprels; you ave heard-of me, 


Cleo. 
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Cleo. I cannot tell. 


Dol. Affuredly you know me. 
Cleo. No matter, Sirs what I have heard or known : 


You laugh when Boys or Women tell their Dreams, 
Ist not your trick? 
Dol. 1 underftand not, 
Cleo. 1 Dreamt there was an Emperor 
Oh fuch another Sleep, that I might fee 
But fuch another Man. 
Dol, If it might pleafe ye 
Cleo. His Face was as the Heav’ns, 
A Sun and Moon, which kept their courfe, 
The little o’th’ Earth 
Dol. Moft Sovereign Creature--——~ 
Cleo. His Legs beftrid the Ocean, his rear’d Arm 
Crefted the World : his Voice was propertied 
Ag all the tuned Spheres, and that to Friends: 
But when he meant to quail, and fhake the Orb, 
He was as ratling Thunder. For his bounty, 
There was no Winter in’t. An <dateny it was, 
That grew the more by reaping : his delights 
Were Dolphin-like, they fhew’d his back above 
The Element they liv’d in; In his Livery 
Walk’d Crowns and Crownets : Realms and Tlands 
As Plates dropt from his Pocket. 
Dol. Cleopatra——— 
Cleo. Tink you there was, 
As this I dreamt of 2 
Dol. Gentle Madam, no, 
Cleo. You lie up to the hearing of the gods; 
But if there be, or ever were one fach, 
It’s paft the fize of dreaming: Nature wants fue ° 
To vy ftrange forms with Fancy, yer P imagine 
An Ansony were Nature's piece, "ganft Fancy; 
Condemning Shadows quite. 
Dol, Hear me, good Madam 
Your lofs is as your felf, greats atid ‘you ‘bear it 


Madam. 
Antony ; 


and therein ftuck 


or might be fuch a Man 


As anfwering to the weight: would T ‘might nevér {°° 


O’er-take purfu'd Siccefs, butt do feel’ ~’ 
By the rebound of yours, a grief that fuits) < 
My very Heart at Root. | Speieo 
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Cleo. I thank you, Sir, 

Know you what Ce/ar means to do withme? 
Dol. Lamloth to tell you what, I would you knew, 
Cleo. Nay, pray you, Sir. 

Dol. Though he be honourable. 

Cleo, He'll lead me then in triumph. 

Dol, Madam, he will, I know’t. 

Enter Czxfar, Gallus, Mecenas, Proculeius and Attendants. 

All, Make way there Cafar. 

Caf.’ Which is the Queen of e£gypr? 

Dol. tis the Emperor, Madam, [Cleo. kueels. 

Ce/. Arife, you fhall not kneel : 

I pray you rife, rife, ~Zgypt. 

Cleo. Sir, the gods.will have it thus, 

My Mafter and my Lord I muft obey. 

Cf, Take to you no hard thoughts, 

The Reeord of what injuries you did us, 

Though written in our Flefh, we fhall remember 

As things but done by chance, 

Cleo. Sole Sir o’th’ World, 

I cannot proje& mine own caufe fo well 

To make it clear, but do confefs I have 

Been laden, with like frailties, which before 

Have often fham’d our Sex. 

Caf. Cleopatra, know, 

We will extenuate rather than inforce : 

If you apply your {elf to our intents, 

Which towards you are moft gentle, you fhall find 

A benefit in this change, but if you feek 

To lay on me a Cruelty, by taking 

Antony's courte, you fhall bereave your felf 

Of my good purpofes, and put your Children 

To that deftru€tion which I'll guard them from, 

If thereon you rely. I'll take my leave. 

Cleo. And may through all the World : ’tis yours, and we 
Your Scutcheons, and your figns of Conqueft thall 
Hang in what place you pleafe. Here, my good Lord. 

Cef. You fhall advife. me in all for Cleopatra. 

Cleo, This is the brief : of Mony, Plate, and Jewels 
I am poffeft of, ’tis exa@ly valued, 

Not petty things admitted. Where's Selencas? 





Sel, 
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Sel. Here, Madam. ; 

Cleo. This is my Treafurer, let him {peak, my Lord, 
Upon his peril, that I have referv d 
To my felf nothing. Speak the truth, Selescus, 

Sel. Madam; Thad rather feal my Lips, 

Than to my peril fpeak that which is not. 

Cleo, What have I kept, back¢ ; 

Sel; Enough to purchafe what you have made known, 

Cf: Nay, bluth not Cleopatra, 1 approve 
Your Wifdom in the deed. 

Cleo. See Cefar ! Oh behold, Regie: 

How pomp is followed: mine will now be you rs 

And fhould we thift Eftates, yours would be, mine, 

The ingratitude of this Selencus, do's 

Even make me wild. . Oh Slave, of no more truft 

Than love that’s hir’d. What, goeft thou back, thou halt 
Go back I warrant.thee: but I’ll catch thine Eyes 5. 
Though they had Wings. Slave, Soul-lefs, Villian, Dog, 
O rarely bafe ! ; a 

Ce: Good Queen, let us intreat you. 

Cleo. O Cefar, what.a wounding fhame is this, ; 
That thou vouchfafing here to vifit me, 
Doing the Honour of thy Lordlinefs 
To one fo meck, that mine own Servant fhould 
Parcel the fam of my difgraces, by 
Addition of his Envy! Say, good Ca/ar, 

That I fome Lady-trifles have referv'd, 

Immoment toys, things of fuch, Dignity 

As we greet modern Friends withal, and fay 

Some Nobler Token I have kept apart 

For Livia and Oéfavia, to induce 

Their mediation, muft I be unfolded 
With onethat I have bred? the gods! it fmites me 
Bencath the fall (have. Prethce go hence, ..... 
Or I thall new the Cynders of my Spirits... 
Through th’ afhes of my chance: Wert thoua Man, 
Thou would’ft have mercy on me, 

Cef. Forbear, Seleucus. Pe 

Cleo. Be it known, that we the greateft are mif-thought 
For things that others do ; and when we fall, = tks 
We anfwer others merits, in our Names, 
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Are therefore to be pitied. 
Cef. Cleopatra, 
Not what you have referv'd, nor what acknowledge’d 
Put me i'th’ Roll of Conqueft, ftill be’t yours; 
Beftow it at your pleafure, and believe 
Cafar’s no Merchant to make prize with you 
Of things that Merchants fold, Therefore be. cheer’d, 
Make not your Thoughts your Prifons: No, dear Queen, 
For we intend fo to difpofe you, as 
Your felf thall give us counfel: Feed, and Sleep. 
Our care and pity is fo much upon you, 
That we remain your Friend, and fo adieu, 
Cleo. My Matter, and my Lord. 
Caf. Not fo : Adieu. 
Cleo. He words me, Girls, he words me, 
That I fhould not be noble ro my {elf, 
But hark thee, Charmian. ’ 
tras. Fimth, good Lady, the bright day is done, 
And we are for the dark, 
Cleo, Hie thee again. 
I have {poke already, and it is provided, 
Go put it to the hafte. 
Char. Madam, I will. 
Enter Dolabella. 
Dol. Where’s the Qieen 2 
Char. Behold, Sir. 
Cleo. Dolabella, 
Dol. Madam, as thereto fworn, by <your command, 
Which my love makes Religion to obey, 
I tell you this: Ce/ar through Syria 
Intends his Journey, and within three days, 
You with your Children will he fend before, 
Make your beft ufe of this. Thave perform’d 
Your pleafure, and my promife, 
Cleo. Dolabella,I fhall remain your Debtor, 
Dol, T your Servant. 
Adieu, good Queen, I muft attend on Cefar, L Exit. 
Cleo. Farewel, and thanks, Now, /ras, what think’ thou? 
Thou, an eZ gyprian Puppet, thalt be fhewn 
In Rome as well as I} Mechanick Slaves 
With greafie Aprons, Rules, and Hammers, fhall 


Uplift 


6 Ee E00 


[Exeunt Calar, and his Train, 
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Uplift us to the view. In their thick breaths, 
Rank of grofs Diet, fhall we be enclouded, 
And forc’d to drink theit vapour. 
Tras, The gods forbid. ; 
Cleo. Nay, ‘tis moft certain, Iras : fawcy LiGors 
Will catch at us like Strumpets, and fcall’d Rhimers 
Ballad us out atune. The quick Comedians 
Extemporally will ftage us, and prefent 
Our Alexandrian Revels: Antony 
Shall be brought drunken forth, and I fhall fee 
Some {peaking Cleopatra Boy my greatnefs 
I’th’ pofture of a Whore. 
Iras. O the good gods! 
Cleo, Nay, that’s certain, 
Tras. VM never feet; for I am fure my Nails 
Are ftronger than mine Eyes. 
Cleo. Why that’s the way 
To fool their preparation and to conquer 
Their moft abfurd intents. Now Charmign, 
Enter Charmian, . . 
Shew me my Women like a Queen: Go fetch 
My beft Attires. I am again for Cidnas 
To meet Adark Antony. Sirrah Iras, go, 
Now, noble, Charmian, we'll difpatch indeed, 
And when thou haft done this chare, I'll give thee leave 
To play ’till Doom’sday : bring our Crown, and all 
(4 noife within 
Wherefore this noife ? 
Enter a Guard{man. 
Guardf. Here is‘a rural Fellow, 
That will not be deny’d your Highnefs prefence, 
He brings you Figs, x j 
Cleo, Let him come in. How poor an Inftrument. — 
[Exit Guard/mam 
May do a noble deed; he brings me Liberty, at 
My Refolution’s:plac’d, and I have nothing ' 
_ OF Woman in me; now. from Head to Foot 
I am Marble conftant : now the flceting Moon . 
No Planet is of mite. 
Enter Guard{man and Clown, with aBasket, 
Guardf. This is the Man, é 
\ Chea, 
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Cleo. Avoid and leave him. [ Exit Guardfman. 
Haft thou the pretty Worm of 2Vilus there, 
‘That kills and pains not 2 

Clown, Truly T have him: but I would not be the party 
that fhould defire you to touch him, for his biting is 
immortal : thofe that do die of it, do feldom or never re- 
cover. 

Cleo. Remember’ft thou any that have dy’d on’t 2 

Clown. Very many Men and Women'too. 'T heard of 
one of them to Jonger than ycfterday, avery honeft Wo- 
man, but fomething given to lie, as a Woman fhould not 
do, but in the way of honefty. How fhe dy’d of the biting 
of it, what pain fhe felt; truly, fhe makes a very good re- 
port o’th’ Worm: but he that will believe all that they fay, 
fhall never be faved by half that they do: bur this ‘is moft 
fallible, the Worm’s an odd Worm. 

Cleo. Get thee hence, farewel. 

Clown. I with you all joy of the Worm. 

Cleo. Farewel. 

Clown. You muft think ‘this, look you, that the Worm 
will do his kind. 

Cleo. Ay, ay, farewel. 

Clown. Look you, the Worm is ‘not to be trufted, but 
in the keeping of wife People: for indéed there is no good- 
nefs in the Worm. 

Cleo. Take nd cate, ‘it fhall be heeded. 

‘Clown. Very good : give it nothing I pray you, forit is 
not worth the feeding, 

Cleo. Will it eat’ me? 

Clown. You muft not think IT am fo fimple, but I know 
the Devil himfelf will not eat a Woman: I know, ‘that a 
Woman is a difh'for the gods, if the Devil drefs her ‘not. 
Bur truly, thefe fame whore-fon Devils do ‘the gods’ great 
harm°in their Women: for in every ten that they make, 
the Devils mar five. 

Cleo, Well, get thee gone, farewel. 

Clown. YeS Forfooth, I with you joy’o'ch’ Worm. = ['Exis. 

Cleo. Give me my Robé, put on my Crown, T have 
Immortal longings in me. Now no more 
The juice*of ~#pypr°s Grape thal! moit his Lip. 

Yare, yare, good /ras, quick+— methinks I hear 
Antony 
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Antony call, 1 fee him rowfe himlelf 
To praife my noble AG. I hear him mock 
The luck of Ce/ar, which the gods give Men 
To exeufe, their, after wrath. Husband, I come; 
Now to. thit Name, my Courage prove my Title. 
I am Fire, and Air; my other Elements 
I give to bafer life. So have you done? 
Come then, and take the laft warmth of my Lips. 
Farewel kind. Charmian, Lras, long farewel. [Applying the Alp, 
Have I the Afpick.n my Lips? Doft fall’ 
If thou and Nature can fo. gently part, 
The ftroke of Death is as a Lovers Pinch, 
Which hurts, and is.defir'd. Doft thou lye ftill’ 
Tf thus thou vanifhelt, thou tell’ the. World 
It isnot worth leave taking. ‘ 
Char. D.ffolve thick Cloud and Rain, that may fay, 
The gods themfelyes do weep. 
Cleo, This proves me bafe— 
If fhe approves the curled, Aztomys 
He'll make demand of her, and {pend that kifs os 
Which is my Heav’n to have. Come thou mortal wretch, © 
With thy (harp Teeth this knot intrinficate 
Of life at once untie: Poor venomous Fool, 
Be angry and difpatch. Oh could{t thou {peak, 
That I might hear chee call great Cefar Als, unpolicied.” 
Char. Oh Eaftern Star ! 
Cleo. Peace, peace ! 
Doft thou not fee my Baby at my Breaft, 
That fucks the Nurfe afleep. 
Char..O break! O break! 
Cleo. As weet a8 Balm, as foft as Air, as gentle. a 
O Antony! Nay I will take thee too. 














What fhould I ftay [ Dies. 
Char, In this wild World? fo fare thee well: ies le 
Now boaft thee Death, in chy poffeflion lyes oe 
A Lafs unparallel’d. Downy Windows clofe, one. 
And Golden Phebus never be beheld re 


Of Eyes again fo Royal: your Crowns away ‘ 
T’ll mend it, and then playmmme av 
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Enter the Guard rufbing in. 
1 Guard, Where's the Queen ¢ 
Char. Speak foftly, wake her not. 
1 Guard, Cefar hath fent - 
(Charmain avd Iras apply the Asp. 
Char. Too flow 4 Meffenver. 
Oh come apace, difpatch, f partly feel thee. 
1 Guard. Approach-ho | 
All's not. well’ Cefar’s beguil’d. : 
2 Guard. There’s Dolabella fent from Cafar ; call hm, 
1 Guard. What work ishere, Charmian ? Isthis well donc? 
Char. It’s well done, and fitting for a Princefs 
Defcended of fo many Royal Kings. 
Ah Soldiers ! {Charmian and Iras Dee. 
Enter Dolabelia. 
Dol. How goes it here 
2 Guard. All Dead. 
Dol, Cefar, thy Thoughts 
Touch their Effects in this ; thy felf art coming 
To fee perform’d the dreaded AG which thou 
So fought’ft to hinder. 
Enter Cxfar and Attendants. 
All, Make way there, make way for Cé/ar. 
Dol. Ob, Sir, you are too fure an Augurer ; 
That you did fear, is done. 
Cef: Braveft at che laft, 
She levell’d at our purpofes, and being Royal 
Took her own way ; the manner of their Deaths ? 
I do not fee them Bleed. 
Dol. Who was laft with them # z 
1 Guard. A fimple Countryman, that brought her Figs: 
This was his Basket. 
C#f. Poifon’d then. 
1 Guard, Oh Cefar ! 
This Charmian liv'd but how, fhe ftood and fpake : 
I found her trimming up the Diadem, 
On her dead Miftrefs, tremblingly the food, » 
And on the fudden dropr. 
Cefar. Oh noble weaknes 
If they had {wallowed Poifon, *twould appear, 
By external Swelling ; but the leoks like fleep, 
Vot,, VI. G As 
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As fhe would catch another -dstony 
In her ftrong Toil of Grace 
Dol. Here on her Breaft, 
There is a vent of Blood, and fomething blown, 
The like is on her Arm. 
1 Guard. 'This is an Afpick’s Trail 
And thefe Fig-leaves haye flime upon them, fuch 
As th’ Afpick leaves upon the Caves of Wyle, 
Cef:. Moft probable. 
Thatfo the died; for her Phyfician tells me 
She hath purfu’d Conclufions infinite 
Of eafie ways to dic. Take up her bed, 
‘And bear her Women from the Monument, 
She fhall be buried by her -dutoxy. 
No Grave upon the Earth fhall clip in it 
A pair fo Famous. High events as thefe 
S:rike thofe that make them; and their Story is’ 
No lefs in Pity, than his Glory which 
Brought them to be lamented. Our Army fhall, 
In folemn thew, attend this Funeral, 
And then to Rome: Come, Dolabella, fee . 
High Order in this great Solemaity. [Exeunt omnti. 
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Dramatis Perfone. 


Ymbeline, King of Britain: 
Cloten, Son tothe Queen by a former Husband. 
Leonatus Pcfthumus, .4 Gentleman in Love with the Princefi, 
and privately Married to her, 
Guiderius, | Difcuis'd under the Names of Polidore and 
Arviragus, f Cadwal, /uppofed Sons to Bellarius. 


Pp Ses 1 Duas } #3 ee 
Bellarius, A Banifl'd Lord, difguisd under the Name of 
M4 


Morgan. 
Philarios 42 Italian, Friend to Pofthumus. 
Jachimo, Friexd to Philario. 

Caius Lucius, Ambaffudor from Rome: 
Pifanio, Servant to Pofthumus. 

4 French Gentleman, Friend to Philaric. 
Cornelius, «4 Dotiory Servant 10 the Oueen, 
T2v0 Gentlemen. 


Cuben, Wife ro Cymbeline. 


Imogen, Daughter 10 Cymbeline by a former Queen. 
Helen, Woman to Imogen, 
3 


Lords, Ladies, Roman Senators, Tribunes, Ghoftssa- 
Soothfayer, Captains, Soldiers, Meffengers, and 
other Attendants. 


SCENE, for fome Part of the fir, fecondy: 
and third Atts, lyes in Rome; for the repr 
of the Play im Britain. 


Cry MM. 
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Enter two Gentlemen: 


IGENTLEMAN. 
OU do not meet a Man bun frowns; .Qur 
Bloods 
No more obey the Heav’nsthan our Courtiers; 
Butfeem, as do's the King’s. 
2 Gent. Bute what's the matter? 
1 Gent, His Daughter; aod the Heirvofs 
Kingdom (whom 
He purpos’d to his Wife’s fole Son, a Widow 
That late he married) hath referr’d her felf 
Unto a poor, but worthy Gentleman. She’s wedded. 
Het Musband banith'ds fhe impriforrd) ‘all 
Is ‘ourward fortow, though I think the King 
Be touch’d at very Heart. 
2 Gent. None’ but the King? 
1 Gent. He that hath loft her too: fo is the Queen, 
That moft defir’d the Match. Bur nora Courtier, 
Although they wear their. Faces to the bent 
Of the King’s looks, hath a Heart, that is not 
Glad at the thing thoy fcoul at. 
G3 2 Gems 
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2 Gent. And why fo2 

+ Gent. He that hath mifs’d the Princefs,.,is a thing 
Too bad, for bad report: And he that hath her, 
(I mean, that marry’d her, alack good Man, 
And therefore banifh’d)1s a Creature, fuch, 
As to feck through the Regions of the Earth 
For one, his like; there would be fomething failing 
in him, that fhould compare. I do.not. think, 
So fair an outward, and fuch ftuff within 
Endows a Man, but him. 

2 Gent. You {peak him fair. 

1 Gent. I do extendhim, Sir, within himfelf, 
Cruth him ‘together, rather than unfold / 
His Meafure fully. 
i 5 Gent. Whar’s his Name and Birth? 

+ Gent. I cannot delve himtothe Root:his Father 
W as-call’d Sicilliasy. who did join his Honour 
Againtt the Romans, with Caffibelans 
But had. his Titles. bys henantins,. whom 
He ferv’d with Glory.and admir’d Succels: 
So gain’d the Sur-addition, Leonatss, 
And had, befides this Gentleman in queftion, 
Two other Sons, who, inthe Wars o’th’ time 
Dy’d with their Swords in Hand. For which their Father 
Then old,’ and fond of. Iffue, took fuch Sorrow ' 
That he quit Beings and his gentle Lady 
Big of this Gentleman, our Theam, deccasd, 
As he was born.., The King, he takes the Babe 
To his Protection, calls him Pofthumus Leonatus; 
Breeds him, and makes him of his Bed-chamber, 
Puts to:him all the Learnings that his time 
Could make him the receiver of, which he took 
As we do Air, faft-as twas miniftred, ; 
And in’s Spring, became a Harveit: Liv’d in Court, 
Which rare its todo, moft prais'd, molt lov’d, ~ : « 
A Sample to: the youngeft; toth’ more Mature, 
A GlaG that: featur’d, them; and to the Graver, 
A Child that guided Dotards. To his Miftrefs, 
For whom le now 1s banith’d, her own, Price 
Proclaims how fhe efteem’d him; and his Virtue 
Bygher EleQion may be truly read, 
What kind of Man he is, ir 2, Gent, 


y 
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2 Gent. 1 honour him, ¢: en out of your report. 
But pray you tell me, is fhe fole Child to: th’King? 
t Gent, His onlysChild. 5 
He had two Sons (if this be worth your hearing, 
Mark it) the eldeft of them, at three Years old, 
Ith’ {wathing Cloaths the other, from their Nurfery 
Were itoll’n, and to this Hour, no guefsin knowledge ¢ 
Which way they went. 
2 Gent. How long is this ago? 
1 Gent. Some twenty Years. 
2 Gent. That a King’s Children fhould be fo convey’d! 
So flackly Guarded, and the Search fo flow 
That could'not trace them 
1 Gent. Howloe’er tis ftrange, 
Or thatthe Negligence may well be laugh’d ar, 
Yetis it true, Sir. 
2 Gent, I do well believe you. 

1 Gent, We muft forbear. Here comesthe Gentleman, 
The Queen, and Princefs: } { Bkeewrts 
Enter the Queen, Pofthamus, Imogen, and Arteedants. 
Queen. No, be aflur'd you thall not fifid ime, Daughter; 





— J 


After the Slander of moft Srep-Mothers, 
Evil-ey’d unto you: You're my Prifonér, but 
Your Goaler fhall deliver you the Keys 
‘Phat'tock up your Reftraint. | For ‘you, Pofhumuas, 
So foon as I can win th’ offended King, 
I will be known your Advocate: marry ‘yet 
The fire of Rage is in him, and ’twere good 
You lean’d unto his Sentence, with what Patience 
Your Wifdom may inform you. 
Poft. Pleafe your Highnefs, 
I will from hence to Day. 
Queen, You know the peril: 
I'll fetch a turn about the Garden, pitying 
The Pangs of barr'd AffeGions, though the King 
Hath charg’d you fhould not {peak togerher. | Exits 
Imo. O diffembling Courtefie | How fine this Tyrant 
Can tickle where the wounds! My deareft Husband, 
I fomething fear my Father’s Wrath, but nothing, 
Always referv'd my holy Daty,’ what 
G 4 His 
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His Rage can doonme. You muftite gone; 4 
And I fhall here abide the hourly fhot 
Of angry Eyes: Not comforted to dive, 
But that there is this Jewel in. the World; 
That I may fee again. 

Poft.. My Queen!.my Mittrefs { 
O Lady,. weep no more, left I give:canfe 
To be fufpected of more Tendernefs 
Than dothbecomea Man: I will remain 
The loyal? ft Husband, that did e’er plight: Troth. 
My Refidence in. Rome, at one Philario’s 
Who to my Father was a Friend, to me 
Known but by Letter; thither, writes my. Queen, 
And with mine Eyes, I’ildrink the Words you fend, 
Though Ink be made of Gall. 

Enter Queen. 

Queen. Be brief, I pray you; 
If the King come, I fhallincur,.. I know not 
How much of his Difpleafure----yet I'l move himon [adfide, 
To walk this way.s, Lneverdoshimiwrong, 
But he do’s buy my Injuries, to be Friends; 
Pays dear for my Offences. 

Poft. Should. we, be taking leave, 
As long a term as yet, we have to.live, 
The lothnefs to depart, ,would grows Adieu. 

Imo. Nay, ftay a little: a 
Were, you but riding forth.to. Air. your felf, 

Such parting were too petty. Look here, Love, 
This Diamond was my. Mother's; take. it, . Hearts 
But keep it “till you woo another Wife; 

When Imogen is dead. 

Poft. How, how2s Another ! } 
You gentle Gods, give me but this I-haves ¥ 
And fear up my Embracements froma next, 

With Bonds of Death. Remain, remain thowhere, 


{ Exit. 


, [ Putting on the Ring. 7 
While Senfe can keep.it-ons And. fweeteft, fairedt, 


As I, my poor felf, did exchange for-you . 
To your fo infinite lofs: So.im our, Prifles A-wO 
I ftill win of you. For,my, fake wear this, 
It is a Manacle of Love, I’ll place-it 


[Putting a Bracelet owher Arm. 
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Upon this faireft: Prifonery 
Imo. © the Gods! 
When fhall we fee again? 
Ester Cymbeline, ‘and Lerds. 
Poff, Alack, the King! 
Cym. Thou bafeft thing, avoid, hence, from my Sight 
If after this command:thon fraught the‘Court 
With thy Unworthinefs, thou dyefti’" Away! 
Thow’rt Poifon to my Blood. 
Poft. The-Gods:proteé you, 
And blefs the good Remainders of the Court® 
I am gone, [ Exit, 
‘mo, There cannot be a pinch in death 
More fharp than this: is. 
Cym. O difloyal thing, 
That thould’ft repair my Youthy thou heap’ ft 
A Year’s age on me, 
Imo. 1 befeech you, Sir, 
Harm not your filf with your Vexation; 
T am fenfelefs of your Wrath; a touch moré rare 
Subdues all Pangs, all Fears, 
Gm. Paft Grace? Obedience? 
Imo. Patt Hope, and.in Defpair, that way paft Grace. 
Gym. That might’ft have had the fle Son ‘of my Quegn. 
Imo. Q bieffed that’E might not: F chofe an Eagle, 
And did ayoid a Purtock. 
Cym. Thou took'ita Beggar, would fthave made my Throne 
A Seat forBafenefs; 
Imo. No, I rather'added a Luftre to it? 
Cym. O thou vile one! 
Imo. Sir, 
It is your fault that I have lov’d Pofhummns - 
You bred him as-my Play-fellow,’ and he is 
A Man, worth any Woman; over-buy$'me 
Almoft.the Sum he pays. 
Cym. What? art thou Mad ? 
Imo.. Almott, | Sir; Heav'n reftore ine: would I were 
A Neat-herds Daughter, and my Leonayns. 
Our Neighbour-Shepherd’s Son, 
Enver Queen, 
Cym. Thou foolith thing; 
They were-again together, you have done Not 
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Not after our Command. Away with her, 

And pen her up. 

Queen. Befeech your Patience; Peace, 

Dear Lady Daughter, peace. Sweet Sovereign, 

Leave us to ourfelves, and make your felf fome Comfort 

Oat of your beft Advice. 

Cym, Nay let her languith - 

A drop of Blood aday, and being aged 

Die of this Folly. [ Exit, 

Enter Pifanios 

Queen. Fie, you muft give way : 

Here is your Servant. Hownow, Sir? What News? 
Pif. My Lord your Son, drew on my Matter. 
Queen, Fah! PHY 

No harm, I truft, is done? 

Pif? There might have been, 

But that my Malter rather play’d than fought, 

Andhad ‘no help of Anger: they were parted 

By. Gentlemen, at hand. 

Queen. Yam very*glad on’t. 

Jmo. Your Son’s my Father’s Friend, he takes his part 
Todraw upon an Exile; O brave Sir, 
I would they were'in Africk both together, 

My felf by witha Needle, that I might prick 

The goer backs: ‘Why came you from your Mafter? 

Pif. On his command; he would not fuffer me 
To'bring him to the Haven: Left the’e Notes 
Of what Commands I fhould be fubje@ to, 

When’t pleafe you to employ me. 

Queen. This hath been 
Your faithful Servant: Idare lay mine Honour 
He will remain fo. 

Pif. I humbly thank your Highinefs, 

Queen. Pray walk a while. 


Jo. About fome half Hour hence, pray you fpeak with 
me; : f 
You fhall, at leaft, go fee my Lotd’aboard. 

For this time leave me, f Exeunt. 


Enjer Choten, and two Lords. 
_ i Lord, Sir, I would advife-you to thift'a Shirey the Vio- | 
lence of AGtion hath made you rétk asa Sactifice:>cWhere. 
He Ait 
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Air comes out, Air comes ins There's none abroad fo whol- 
fome as that you vent. 

Clot. If my Shirt werevbloody, then to thift it 
Have I hurt hire 

2 Lords No faith: Not fo muchas his Patience. 

1 Lord. Hurt him? His Body’s a paffable Carkats if he be 
not hurt. It is a through-fare for Steelaflitsbe now hurt. 

2 Lord. His Steel was in: debr, ic went oth’ Back-fide the 
Town. 

Clot. The Villain would not ftand me. 

2 Lord, No, but he fled forward ftill, toward: your Face. 

1 Lord. Stand you ? youhave Land enough of yourown: 
But he added to your having, gave you fome ground. 

2 Lord. As many Inches, as you have Occabs,: Puppies ! 

Clot. I would they had not come between us, 

2 Lord. So would f, *till youhad meafur'd haw long a Fool 
you were upon the Ground, 

Clot. Andthat flvefhould love this Fellow, andirefufeme! 

2 Lord. If itbea Sin to makea true Ele@idny: theisdamn’d. 

1 Lord, Sir, as I told youalways, her Beauty and her. Brain 
ZO not together... She’s a good Sign, but I have feen {mall 
refle&ion of her Wit. 

2 Lord, She {hines.not upon Fools, ‘Ieft the refle@ion 
Should burt her. } 

Clot. Come, I'll tomy Chamber: would there had been 
fome hurt done. 

2 Lord. I with not fo,' unlefs it had ‘been «the fall-of-an 
Afs, which is no great hurt, 

Clot. You'll go with us? 

1 Lord. I'll attend your Lordfhip. 

Clot. Nay come; let’s go together, 

2 Lord. Well, my Lord. [ Exennt. 

_ Enter Imogen, and Pifanio. 

Imo. I would thou grew’it unto the ‘Shores o’th’ Haven, 
And gueftioned’ft ev’ry Sail: Lf he fhould write, 
And I not have it, *cwere'a. Paper loft 
As offer’d Mercy iss what was the aft 
That he fpake to thee? 

| Pif. Te was his Queen,.his Queen. 

Imo, Then wav’d his Handkerchief? 

ifs And kifs'd it; Madam, 

fe ; ; L789. 
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Imo. Senfelef$ Lionen, happier therein than J: 
And that was all? 
Pif. No, Madam ; for fo long a 
As he could make me with his Eyes, or Ear; 
Diftinguith him from others, he did keep 
The Deck, with Glove, or Hat, or Handkerchief, 
Still waving, as the fits and ftirrs of’s mind 
Could belt exprefs how flow his Soul fail’d ,on, 
How fwift his Ship. 
Imo. Thou fhould’ft have made him 
As little as a Crow, or lefs, e’erleft 
Fo after-eye him. 
Pif: Madam, fo I did. 
Imo. ¥ would have broke mine Eye-ftrings ; 
Crack’d them, but to look upon him ; ’till the Diminution , 
Of fpace, had pointed him fharp as my Needle ; 
Nay, followed him, ‘till he had melted from 
The fmallnefs.of a Gnat, to air; and then 
Have turn’d mine Eye, and wept. But, good Pi/anio, 
When fhall we hear from him ¢ 
Pif. Be affur’d, Madam, 
With his next Vantage. 
Imo. T did nor take my leave of him, but had 
Molt pretty things to fay ; E’er I could tell him 
How I would think on him at certain Hours, 
Such thoughts, andfuch ; or L could make him fwear, 
The She’s of Ztaly fhould not betray 
Mine Intereft, and his Honour; orhave charg’d him 
At the fixth Hour of Morn, at Noon, at Midnight, 
T’ehcounter me with Oraifons, for then 
I am in Heav’n for him; or e’er I could, bse 
Give him that parting Kifs, which I had fet 
Betwixt two charming words, comes in my Father, 
And like the tyrannous breathing of the North, 
Shakes all our buds from growing. 
Entera Lady. 
Lady. The Queen, Madam, 
Defires your Highnefs Company. ed 
Imo. Thofe things I bid you do, get them difpatch’d, jo: 
I willattend the Queen. ie Ae 
Pif. Madam, I fhall. ‘[Exeunt. 
SCENE 
















































































































































































































































































Cymbeline, 
SCENE. Il. Rome. 


Lnter Philario, Tachimo, and « French Man, 

“ich, Believe it, Sir, I have feen him in Britain ; he was 
then of a Crefcént, none Fe naga to prove fo. worthy, as 
fince he hath been allowed the name of, But I could.then 
have look’d''on him, without the help , of Admiration, 
though the Catalogue of his endowments had been tabled 
by his fide, and T t4 perufe him by Stems, 

Phil, You {peak of him when he was Jefs furnith’d, 
than now he is, with that Which makes him both without 
and within, 

French. X have feen him in France; we had very many 
there, could behold the Sun, withas firm Eyes as he, 

ach. This’ matter of marrying his King’s Daughter, 
wherein he muft be weighed rather by her value, than his 
Own, words him, I doubt not, a great deal from the matter, 

French, And then his banifhment: 

Tach, Ay, and the approbation. of thofe, that weep this 
lamentable Divorce under her Colours, are Wonderfully to 
extend him; be it but to fortife her Judgment, which 
elfe an eafie Battery might lay flat, for taking a Beggar 
without more Quality, But how comesit, he Is to fojourn 
with you ? how creeps acquaintance ? 

Phil. His Father and I were Soldiers together, ta whom 
I have been often bound for no lefs than my Life, 

Enter Pofthumus, 
Here comes the Britain, Let him be {0 entertained a> 
mongft you, as fuits with Gentlemenef your knowing, toa 
{tranger of ‘his quality, I befeech you all be better known 
to this, Gentleman, whom I commend to you, as a noble 
Friend of mine. How worthy he is, I will leave to appear 
hereafter, rather than ftory him in his own hearing, 

French. Sit, we have known together in Orleance, 

Poft, Since when I have been debter to you for courte- 
fies, which I will be Ever. to. pay, and yet.pay fill. 

French. Sir, you o'er-tate my Poor kindnefs; I was glad 
I did atone my Countryman and you; it had been pity 
you fhould have been put together, with fo mortal g pure 
pofe, as then’ each bore; upon importance of fo flight and 
trivial a nature. 

Poft, 
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Poft. By your Pardon, Sir, 1 was then ayoung Traveller; 
rather, fhun’d to goeven with what { heard, than inmy 
every AGtion to be guided by others experiences : but upon 
my mended Judgment, if I offend not jto fay it is mended, 
my Quarrel was not altogether flight. , 

French. Faith yes, to be put tothe arbitrement of Swords; 
and by fach two, that would by all likelyhood have cons 
founded one the other, or have} fala borh. 

Tach. Can we with manners, ask what was the Diffe- 
rence 2 

French. Safcly, 1 think, “twas a Contention in. publick, 
which may, without Contradi@ion, fuffer the report. It 
was much like an Argument that fell out laft night, where 
each of us fell in Praife of our Country- Miftreffes. This 
Gentleman at that time vouching, and upon Warrant of 
bloody Affirmation, his to be more Fair, Virtuous, Wife, 
Chaft, Gonftanr, Qualified, and lefs attemptible than any, 
the rareft of our Ladies in France. 

Tach. That Lady is not now living; or this Gentleman’s 
Opinion by this worn-out. 

Poft. She holds her Virtue ftill, and T my Mind. 

Juih. You mult not fo far prefer her, fore outs of 
Tealy. 
Pofts Being fo far provok’d as I was in France ; 1 would 
gbate her nothing, thou profefs my felf her Adorer, not 
her Friend. ; 

Tach. As fair, and as good; a kind of Hand in Hand 
comparifon, had been fomething too fair, and too good for 
any Lady in Britany : if fhe went before others, Ihave feen$ 
as that Diamond of yours out-lufters many I have beheld; 
I could not believe fhe excelled many ; but Ihave not feen 
the -moft precious Diamond that is, nor you the Lady... 

Poff. Y prais’d her, as I rated her 3 fo do I my Stone. 

ach. What do you efteem it at ¢ 

Poft. More than the World enjoys. fb 4 

Lach. Either your unparagon’d Miftrefs is dead, or fhe’s 
outpriz’d bya ‘Trifle. 

Poft. You are miftaken; the one may be fold or piven, 
ifthere were Wealth enough forthe Purchafe, or Merit for. the. 
Gift. The other is mot a thing for Sale, and only the Gift 
of the Gods. re 

Tach. 
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tach, Which the Gods have given you 2 

Poff, Which by their Graces I will keep. 

Zach, You may wear her in title yours; but, you know; 
ftrange Fowle light ‘tipon neighbouring Ponds. Your ring 
may be ftoln too ; fo your Brace of unprizeable Eftimations, 
the one is but frail, and the other cafual. A cunning Thief, 
or a, that way, accomplith’d-Courtiér, would hazard the 
winning both of firft and  Jaft. ; 

Poff. Your Ztaly contains none fo accomplifh’d a Cour- 
tier to convince the Honour of my Miftrefs ; if in the hol 
ding or lofs of that, you term her frail, Ido nothing doubt 
you have ftore of Thieves, notwithftanding I fear not ny 
Ring. 

Phil. Let us leave here, Gentlemen. 

Poft. Sir, with all my Heart. This worthy : Signior, I 
tee him, makes no ftranger of me, were familiar. at 
firft. . 

Tach. With five times fo much Converfation, I fhould 
get ground of your fair Miftrefs } makéher go back;.. even 
to the yielding; had I admittance, and Opportunity (to 
Friend. 

Poff. No, no. 

Jach, 1 dare thereupon pawn the Moiety of my Eftate, 
to your Ring, which in my Opinion o’er=values it fomething : 
but I make my wager rather againft your Confidence, than 
her Reputation. And to bar your Offence herein: too,’ I 
durft attempt it againft any Lady in the World, 

Poft. You ate a great’ deal abus’d in too bold a perfwa- 
fion; and «I doubt not you'd fuftain what you're worthy of, 
by your Attempt. 

Lach, What's that ? 

Pot. A Repulfe; though your Attempt, as you call ‘it, 
deferves more ; a Punithment too. 

Phil. Gentlemen, enough of this, it came in too fud- 


denly, let it die as it was born, and I pray you. be better 


acquainted, 
Lach. Would I had put my Eftate, and my Neighbours, 
on th’ approbation of what I have {poke. 
Poft. What Lady would’ you chufe to affail 2 
lath. Yours; whem in conftancy you. think flards fo 
fafe. I will lay you ten thoufard Duckets to your Ring, 
that 
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that commend me to the Court where your Lady is, with 
no more Advantage than the opportunity of a fecond con- 
ference, and I will bring from thence, that honour of, hers, 
which you imagine fo referv’d. 

Poff. 1 will wage-againft your Gold, Gold to it #2My 
Ring I hold dear as my Finger, “tis part of it. 

Tach, You area Friend, and therein the wifer if ‘you 
buy Ladies flefh at a Million a Dram, you'cannot preferve 
it from tainting ; but 1 fee you have fome Religion in“you, 
that you fear. 

Poft. This is but a Cuftom in your Tongue; ‘you bear 
a graver Purpofe, I hope. 

Tach. 1 am the Mafter of my Speeches, and would'un- 
dergo what’s fpoken, I fwear. 

Poff. Will you? I fhall but lend my Diamond ’till'your 
let there be Covenants drawn’ béetween's. My 
exceeds in goodnefs, the hiigenels of ‘your tnwWor- 
dare you to this match; here's my Ring. 

I will have it no lay. 

Tach, By the Gads iris one ; if T bring younot fufficient 
Teftimony that I have énjoy’d the deareft bodily ‘part*of 
your Miftrefs ; my ‘ten thoufand ‘Duckécts are-yours, ‘fo ¥s 
your Diamond too; if I come off, and leave her ih faeh 
Honour as you have truft in ; the your Jewel, this your” 
Jewel, and my Gold are yours ; provided I’have your com=~ 
mendation, for my more entertainment. ~ 

Poff. I embrace thefe Conditions, Jet us have Articles 
betwixt us; only thus far you fhalf anfwers if you make 
your Voyage upon her, and give me diretly to underftand,” 
you have prevail’d, Tam no further your Enemy; fe" 
not worth our Debate. If the remain unfeduc’d, you"net 
making it appear otherwife ; for your ill Opinion, and'th'a 
fault you have made to her Chaftity, you fhall anfwer me~ 
with your Sword. 

Tach. Your Hand, a Covenant; we will have thefe things 
fet down by lawful Counfel, and {traight away for Britaimy 
left the Bargain fhould catch cold, ‘and ftarves 1 will fetch” 
my Gold,. and have our two Wagets recorded. 

Poff. Agreed. 

French. Will this hold, think you? 

Phil. Signior Lachime will >> trom it. 

Pray !et us follow em. { Bxenmt. 
CENE 
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SCENE III. Cymbeline’s Palace. 


Enter Queen, Ladies, and Cornelius with a Viol, 


Queen, While yet the Dew’s on Ground gather thole 
Flowers, 
Make hafte. Who has the Note of them ? 
Ladies..I, Madam. 
Queen. Difpatch, [Exennt Ladies, 
Now Matter Doctor, have you brought thofe Drugs ? 
Cor. Pleafeth your Highnefs, Ay; here th: y are, Madam ; 
But I befeech your Grace, without Offence 
My, Confcience bids me ask, wherefore you haye 
Commanded of me thefe moft poifonous Compounds, 
Which are the movers of a languifhing Death; 
Burthough flow, deadly. 
Queen. I wonder, Door, 
Thou ask’ft me fuch a Queftion ; have I not been 
Thy Pupil long? haft thou not learn’d me how 
To.make Perfumes? Diftil? Preferve? Yea fo, 
That our great King himfelf doth woe me oft 
For my Confe@ions? Having thus far proceeded, 
Unlefs thou think’ft me devilith, is it not meet 
ThatI did amplifie my Judgment in 
Other Conclufions 2 [I will try the Forces 
Of thefe thy Compounds, on {uch Creatures as 
We count.not worth the hanging, but none human, 
Totry the Vigor of them, and apply 
Allayments to their A@, and by them gather 
Theirfeveral Virtues, and effets, 
Gor. Your Highnels 
Shallfrom this Practice, but make hard your Heart; 
Behides, the, feeing thefe Effeés will be 
Both noyfome and infe@ious, 
Queens O content thee. 
P Enter Pifanio. 
Here comes a flittering Rafcal, upon him { Aide. 
Will I firft work she’s for his Matter, 
And Enemy to my Sen. How now, Pifanio 2 
Door, your Service for this time is ended, 
Take your own way. 
Vore VI. H Cor. 
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Cor. L. do fufpe& ‘you, Madam. [ fide. 
Bat you fhall do no harm. ; 
Queen, Fark thee a word. [To Pifanio, 


Gor. 1 do not like'her. She doth think. the has 
Strange ling’ring’ Poifons ; I do know her Spirit, 
Aod will not truft one of ‘her Malice, with 
A drug of fuch damo'd Nattire. Thofe: fhe -has, 
Will ftupifie and cull the Senfe a while, 

Which firft perchance’ fite’ll prove on-Cats and Dogs, 
Then afterward up higher ; but-there is 
No Danger in what fhew of Death it makes, 
More than the locking up the Spirits times: 
To be more frefh, reviving. Sheis fool’d 
With a moft falfe effe&; and I'the truer; 
So to be falle with her. 
Oucen. No further Service, Door; 


won) £13. ( 


Until I fend for thee. ig} 
Cor. 1 humbly take my leave, [ Exit. 
Queen. Weeps the fill, fayeft thou? Doft ‘thou, think dn 

time z ¥ aif 

She will not quench, and let Inftru€ions enter PS | 

Where folly now peffeffes ¢ do thou works ad T 

When thou fhalt bring me word fhe loves my Son, .\a4 

T'll tell’ thee on. the inftant, thouarethen dw sof 

As great as is thy Mafter; greater s:for «| do itd 


His Fortunes all lye fpeechlefs, and his‘Name 
Is at laft Gafp. ‘Return he cannot,.nor 





Continue where he is; to fhift his being; HiootaA 
Is to exchange one ‘Mifery with another, od daedsett 
And every Day that comes, comes to decay julyM 
A Day’s Work in him. What thale thou expedon yay? 
To be depender on a°thing thatleans¢>: wt vor eA 
Who cannot be new built, nor has noe Briends | sda 2k 
S» much, as but to prop him 2 thoutakeftup oat we 


. | Pifanio: ooking ow rheiVibl. 
Thou know’ft not whats but take it for thy Labour, 
It is a thing Imake, which*hath the King mseheM 2% 
Five times redeem’d from Dedth Ido notiknow o>:109 
Whar is more Cordial. Nay I*pretheetakeis, 
It is an earneft of a farther good smog 


That 
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That I mean to thee. Tell thy Miftrefs how 
The Cafe ftands with her ; do’t, as from thy felf: 
Think what a chance thou chanceft on, but chink 
Thou haft thy Miftcefs till; to boot, my Son, 
Who hall take Notice of thee. I'll move the King 
To any fhapeof thy Preferment, fuch 
As thou'lt defire ;: and ithen my {elf I chiefly 
That fet thee on to this Defert, am bound 
To loadthy Merit richly. Call my Women, [Exit Pifanio, 
Think on my words =«-- A flye, and conftant Knave, 
Not to be fhak’d ;: the Agent for his Mafter, 
And the Remembrancer of her, to hold 
The Hand_-faft to her Lord. I have given him thar, 
Which if he take, thall quite unpeople her 
Of Leidgers for her Sweet ; and which fhe after, 
Except fhe bend her humor, fhall-be affur’d 
To tafte of too. 
Enter Pifanio, and Ladies, 
So,: fo ; well done,’ well done ; 
The Violets, Cowflips, and the Prim-Rofes. 
Bear to my Clofer; fare thee well, Pi/axio, 
Think on my words. [Exit Queen and Ladies. 
Pifa. And thall:do : 
But when to my good Lord; I prove untrue, 
I'll choak my felf ; there’s all P’ll do for you, L Exit, 
Enter Imogen alone. 
Imo. A Father cruel, and a Stepdame falfe, 
A foolith Suiter to'a wedded Lady, 
That hath her Husband banifh’d--- O,that Husband ! 
My fupream Crown of Grief, and thofe repeated 
Vexations of it ---- had I been Thief-ftoln, 
As my two Brothers, happy ; but moft miferable 
Is the Defire that’s Glorious, Bieffed be thofe 
How mean fo e’er, that have their honeft Wills, 
Which Seafons comfort. Who may this be @ Fie! 
Enter Pifanio, aud lachimo. 
Pif: Madam, a noble Gentleman of Rome, 
Comes from my Lord with Letters. 
Lach, Change you, Madam ? 
The worthy Leonatus is in fafety, 
And greets your Highnefs dearly. 
Ha 
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Imo. Thanks, good Sir, 
You're pine! welcome. : 

Iach. All of her; that is out of door, moft'rich? 1 
If {lie be furnith’d with a mind fo -rare, : 
She is alone th’ Arabian Bird ; and‘ ‘ 
Have loft the W ager. 30ldnefs be my Friend ; 
Arm me Audacicy from Head to'Foor. 
Or like the Parthian I fhall flying Fight, 

Rather directly flye. 

Imogen! reads. 

He is oneof the Nobleft Note, to whofe kindnelfes die! 
moft infinitely tyed. Reflect upon him accordingly, as, yowualne 
your traf. Leonatus.. 
So far J read aloud. ; 
But even the very middle of ny Heart 
Ts warmed by th'reft, and take it thankfully-——— 

You are as welcome, worthy Sir, as I 
Have words to bid'you, and fhall find it fo 
In all that I can'do, 

Tach, Thanks, faireft Lady ; a 

What, are-Men'mad? hath Narure giventhem Lyés 


To fee this vaulted Arch, and the rich Crop Loy 
OF Sea and Land, which can diftinguifh *twixts:) yor ne0 
The fiery Orbs above, and the ‘twinn’d Stones itd ya 
Upon the number’d ‘Beach ? and can. we not’ sic) san 
Partition make with’ SpeGtacles fo precious mn dud 


*T wixt fair, and foul ¢ 

Imo. What makes your Admiration ? 

Tachs Ar‘cannot'be ?th’ Eye ; forApes, ahd Men, 
*Twixttwo fuch She’s, would chatter this way, °and% i 
Contemn with mowesthe other. Nori’th’ judpmentyeo0 | 
For Ideotsinithis'‘Cafe of Favour, would ET au 
Be wifely definit. Nor in the Appetite, VA aah 
Sluttery tovfuch'neat excellence oppos’d, . op 
Should make Defire vomit emptinefs, Agim 
Not fo allur’d toifeed. som bia 9G 











Imo. What isthe matter trow? roy nbs 
Iach. The cloyed Will, Se Tey 


That fatiate yet unfatisty'd Defire, that Tab ‘i i oT 
Both fill’d and running : Ravening firft the Lamb, 

Longs after for the Garbage ——___+ 

Ima 
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Imo. What, dear Sir; 
Thus raps you? are you well 2 
Zach, Thanks, Madam, well; befeech yau,. Sir, 
Defire my) Man’s: abode, \where.I did leave him; 
He’s ftrange and peevith. {Te Pifanio; 
Pif. I was going, Sir, 
To give him wélcome, 
Imo. Continues well my Lord ? 
His Health, befeech you ¢ 
Lach. Well, Madam. 
Imo. Is be difpos’d to Mirth? I hope he is, 
Zach. Exceeding pleafant;, none a ftranger there, 
So merry, and fo. gamefome ; he is call’d 
The: Britain Reveller. 
Imo. When he was here 
He did incline to fadnefs, and oft times 
Not knowing. why. 
Tach. T never faw him fad. 
There is a Frenchman-his Companion, one . 
An eminent Monfieur, that it feems much loves 
A Gallian-Gitl at home. He Furnaces 
The thick fidesfrom him ;. whiles the jolly Britain, 
Your Lord I mean; laughs froin’s fiee Lungs, cries oh! —~» 
Can my fides hold, to think, that Man, who,knows 
By Hitltory, Report, of his own proof 
What Woman:is, yea,what fhe cannot chufe 
But muft be, will’s free Hours lavguith, 
For affur’d Bondage 2 
Tio. Will my Lordfay fol? 
Tachi Ay, Madam, with his Eyes in food with laughter, 
It is a Recreation to be by 
And hear -him mock the Frenchman : 
But Heav’ns know. fome Men are much to: blame. 
Imo. Not he, I hope, 
Zach. Not he. But yet Heav’ns Bounty towatds him; 
might 
Be us'd more thankfully. In himfelf ‘tis much ; 
In you, which I account his:\beyond all Talents, 
Whilft I am bound to wonder, I am bound 
To pity too. 
H3 ” 
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Imo. What do you pity, Sir ? 

Tach: Two Creatures. heartily. 

Imo. Am I one, Sir ? F 
You look on me; what wrack difcern you in me 
Deferves your Pi ity ? 

Tach. Lamentable ! what 
To hide me from the radiant Sun, aod folace 
n by a Snuff ? 

Imo. r p ray YOu, Sir, 

Deliver with more opennefS your Anfwers 
To my Demands. Why do you, pity me ? 
lach, That others do, 
I was about to fay, enjoy your ————— but 
Ic-is an Office of the Gods to venge it, 
Not mine to {peak on’t, 
Imo. You do feem to know 











sting this gs go ill, ofren hurts more; 
ian to be fure they do ; For certainties 
Either are paft Reniedies; or timely knowing, 
‘The Remedy then born,; "Pifcover to meé 
Whats both you {pur an af {top. 

Tach. Had TY this Check 
To bath my Lips upon ; this Hand, . whofe touch, 
Wh fe very touch would force the feelér’s Soul 
To ch’ Oath of Loyalt (ys this objet, which 
Takes Prifoner, the wi! os Motion of mine Eye 
Fixing it only here; fhould I, damh’d ‘then, 
Slaver. with Lips as common as the Stairs 


That mount the Capitol? join Gripes, ‘witl Hands™ 


Made hard with Hourly | Falthood a5 wich Labour ? 
Then glad my felf by. peeping in an Eye 
Bafe and unttiftrions as the ete Light 
That’s fd with ftinking Tallow ?‘it'wére fit” 
That ail che Plagties of Hell fhould ‘at one time 
Encounter fuch. Revolr. 

imo. My Lord, T fear, 
Has forgot Britain. 

Tach. A: d himfel€; not I 
Inclin’d to this Intelligence, pronounce 


of me, or what concérns'me 3, pray you 





The Beggary of his Change ; but *tis‘your‘Graces* “ 


Thit 
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That from my muteft Confcience, to my Tongue, 
Charms this report out. 
Imo. Let me hear no more. 
Lach... deareft Soul! your Caufe doth ftrike my Heart 

With Pity, that doth make me fick. A Lady 

So fair, aod faftoed to an Empery, 

Would makethe grear’[t King double, to bé partner’d 

With Tomboys hir’d, with that felf Exhibition 

Which your own Coffers yield! withdifecs d ventures 

That play with all,infirmiries for Gold, 

Which rottennefs can lend Nature! Such boyld tuff 

As well might poifon Poilon'! Be reyeng’d, 

Or fhe that bore you was no Queen, and you 

Recoil from your. great Stock. 

Imo. Reveng'd ! 

How fhould I be reveng’d if this be truce," 

As I have fuch a Heart, that both mine Ears 

Matt not in -hafte abufe, if it be true, 

How fhall I be reyeng’d 2 
Tach. Shou'd he make me 

Live like Diana’s Prieft, betwixt cold Sheets ; 

Whiles he is Vaulting variable Ramps 

In your Defpight, upon your, Pu fe ; revenge, ite 

I dedicate my {elf to your {weer Pleafure, 

More Noble than that Runagate to your Bed, 

And will continue faft to your Affcction, 

Still clofe, as fure, 
Jmo. What :ho,. Pifanio. ! 
Zach, Let me my Service tender on your. Lips, 
Jmg. kway, 1 do condemn mite Ears, that bave 

So long attended thee. If thou wert honourable 

Thou wouldft have told this Tale for Virtue, not 

For fuch an end thon feek’ft, as bafe, as ftrange : 

Thou wrong’ft a Gentleman, who is as far 

From thy Report, as thou from Honour ;. and 

Solicit’ft here a Lady, that.difdains 

Thee, and the Devil alike. What, ho, Pifania| <0 

The King my Father fhall be made acquainted 

Of thy Affaule ; if he thall think.it fe, 

A fawcy Stranger in his Court, to Mart 

As in.a Lomi fb. Stew, and to Expound 

: H 4% by 
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His beaftly Mind-to.us ;. he hath a Court \ 

He little cares for, and a Daughter, whom . 

He not refpets at all. What ho, Pifanio! 
Tach. © happy Leonatus, I may fay, at 

The Credit that thy,Lady hath of thee yer A 

Deferves thy truft,and.thy moft. perfe& goodnefs Mi 

Her affur’d Credit ; bleffed live you longs 

A Lady to the worthieft Sir, that“ever 

Country call’d his ; and you his Miftrefs, only 

For the moft worthieft: Fit. Give: me your -pardony 

I have {poke this, to know if your, Affiance at 

Were deeply rooted, and fhall make your,Lord, ve 

Thet which he is, new o’er; and he is-one : 





The trueft manner’d ;. fuch a holy. Witch, anol ya 

That he inchants. Societies into him; ‘Non I 

Half all Mens Hearts are his, aah an 
Imo. You make amends. ot 
Tach. He fits among {t Men, like adefcended Gods Fits 


He hath a kind of Honour fets him’ off 
More than a mortal feeming. Be.not.angry, 


Mott mighty, Princefs, that I have adventur’d s 2 ‘of 
To try your taking of a falfe Report, which hath, y.d 1 
Honour’d with Confirmation your great Judgment, oT 


In the Election of a Sir, fo rare, wk 
Which you ksow cannoterr,. The Love I bear himyoy feo? 
Made.me tofan you thus, bur the Gods made. you, boa 
Unlike-all others, chafflefs.- Pray, your Pardon. 

Imo. All’s well, Sir 5 take my~Power-i’th’-Court-for 
yours. 


Tach. My humble Thanks 3-1 had ‘almoft forgot * 
T’intreat your Grace, but in a {mall requeft, 
And yet of Momenttoo;\for it concerns 
Your Lord ; my felf, and other Noble Friends 
Are Partners in the *Bufinefe, ee 
imo. Pay what is’ ? o¥s ot CA Y Fahd 
Lach.. Some dozen Romans of usy.and your Lordy ‘ 
The beft Feather of our)Wing, have mingled Sunts ne bed” 
To.buy a Prefent for the Empérori: ¢.: soy odes Hum esqh 
Which I,, the, Faétur for the refts have idanersisi to 24200 
In, France; “tis Plare of rare Device, ands Jewels «0 
OF rich and exquifite Form, their Values great s2u0y 


And 
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And I am fomething curious, ‘being ftrange; 
To have them in fafe Rtowage : May it pleafe you 
To take them in Prote@tion, 
Imo. Willingly ; 
And pawn mine Honotf for their Safety,’ fince 
My Lord ‘hath Tntereft in them, I will keep them 
In my Bed-chambéef: 
_ . fach, They are in’a Trank Soh 
Attended by my Met:''T will make bold 
To fend them to you, only for this Night; 
T muft aboard to Morrow. 
Imo. O 10," hoi 
fach. Yes, I befeeck you: OrT fhall-fhort my word 
By length’ning my return. From Gallia, 
I croft the Seas on putpéfe, ahd on promufe 
To fee your Grace. 
Imo, {1 thank you for your Pains: 
But not away to Morrow,’ 
Tach. ©, T muft Madam, eee 
Therefore I thal’ befeech you, if you ‘pleafe. * 
To greet your Lord’ with writing) 'do’t't Night, 
I have outftood my time, which is material 
To th’ render of! dit Prefent, 
Imo. I will write: 
Send youtTrank to°me, it thall bé fife kept, 
And truly yielded ‘yous ‘You're very welcome, [ Exeunt. 





AnSer Toatdbet 19 de Dhak id, 
SCENE The Palace: 


Enter Cloten, and two, Lerds. 


mia 9,7 Ss there ever Man had fuch lick? when I'kifs'd 
the: Fack upon an Upecatt; to be'hit away! I 
had an Hundted:pound oh’rs” anid'then whorfon Jack-an- 
Apes muift take me up for Sweating, asif T borrow’d mine 
Oaths of him, arid omight! nottpend them at my Pleafure. 
1 Lords What got he'by thar? you have’ broke his Pate 
with your Bow],231)!s\ Btw As 
bss r 2 Lorde 
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+ Lord. Uf his Wit had beentlike him that broke its, it would 
have run allcout. of 

Clot. When a Gentleman is difpofed to fwears it is, not 
for any ftanders by:to:curtail his Oaths... Hat 

2 Lord, No, my: Lords nor crop the Ears of them. 

Clot. Whotfon Dog! I give him fatisfaétion? , Would 
he had been one'of my Rank. 

2 Lord. To have {melt like'a Fool, 


Cor. I am not vext more at any thing. in the Earth,--ra * 


Pox on’t. [had rather not be fo Nobleas Lam; they dare 
not Fight with me; becaufe of the Queén my Mother; every 
Jack-flave hath his Belly full of Fighting, and I.muft: go 
up and down like:a Cocks: that no body. :can match 

2 Lord. You are a Cock and a Capon too, and you crow 
Cock, with your Comb on, [ Afide. 

Clot. Say ft thou ? . 

2 Lord, It is not fit your Lordfhip fhould undertake every 
Companion, that you give offence to. F 

Clot. No, I know that: But it is fic I fhould commit 
Offence to my Inferiors; 

2 Lord. Ay, it isfit for your Lordfhip only. 

Clr. Why fo I fay. j ¢ 

1 Lord. Did you heat of a Stranger that’s come to Court to 
Night? 

Clot. A Stranger, and I not know*on’t? oh blot 

2 Lord. He’s a ftiange Pellow-himfclf, and knows it.nibt. 

1 Lord. There’s ani Italian come, and’’cis thought one*of 
Leonatus’s Friends. rgd 

Clot. Leonatws! A banith’d ‘Rafeals and he’s: anothiér, 
wherefoever hébe, ° Who told you of this: Strangef?no17 

1 Lord. One of your Lordthip’s- Pages. :-bigub 

Clot. Is it fit’ E) Wet to look upon him? Is there no de- 
rogation int? HS te or 

2 Lord. You eannoedérogate, ‘my Lord.: A 

Clot. Not eafibys ‘I think. ear od BiG 

2 Lord. You are*a Fool’ granted, ‘therefore your Iffues 
being Foolithy do‘ rot deragate. ) aid woR 

Clots Come, I'l go fee this’ Ptalians What I have loft,to 
day at Bowls, Pibwitt to: Night of him. Come; goo 4 

z Lord. VM attend your Lordthip. - 2 9 [Bxit-Clot. 
That fuch a crafty Devil’as is his Mother, © wih iad, 
Should 


« 


Cymbeline. 2774 


Should yield the World this AfZ: A Woman, that 
Bears all down with her Brain, and this her Son, 
Cannot take Two from: Twenty for his Heart, 

And leave Eighteen, Alas poor Princefs, 

Thou divine Jogex, what thou endur’ft, 
Betwixta Father by thy Srep-dame govern’d, 

A Mother hourly coining Plots;/a\Wooer, 

More hateful than the fou! Expulfion is 

Of thy dear Husband, than that horrid AG 

Of the divorce——he’ll make the Heav'ns hold firm 
The Wallsof thy dear Honour; Keep unthak’d 
That Temple thy fair Mind, that thou may’ft ftand 
T’ enjoy thy banifh’d Lord: And this great Land. [Exewnt. 


SCENE IL. A magnificent Bedchamber, in 
one part of it a large Trunk. 


Imogen is difcover'd reading in her Bed; a Lady attending. 


Imo. Who’s there? My Woman, Helen? 
Lady. Pleafe you, Madam 
Imo, What Hour is it? 
Lady. Almoft Midnight; Madam. 
Imo, have read three Hours then, mine Eyes are weak, 
Fold down the Leaf-where Ihave left; to Bed-— 
Take notaway the Taper, leave it burning: 
And if thou’ canft-awake by four o’th’ Clock, 
I prithee call me-——Sleep hath feiz’d me wholly. [Exit Lady, 
To-your prote@ion I commend. me, Gods, 
From Fairies,’ and the Tempters of the Night, 
Guard me, befeech ye. [ Sleeps. 
. [lachimo rifes from the Trunk, 
Jach. The Crickets fing; and Man’so’er-labour’d Senfe, 
Repairs it felf by reft: Our 7arguix thus 
Did foftly prefs the Rufhes, e’er he waken’d 
The Chaftiry he wounded... Cyrberea, 
How bravely thou _becom’ft thy Bed! Freth Lilly, 
And whiter chan the Sheets! That L might touch, 
But kifs, one. kifs Rubies unparagon’d, 
How dearly they do’tes+—’Tis her Breathing that 
Perfumes the Chamiberithus:. the Flame o’th’ Taper 
Bows 
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Bows toward her, and would under-peep her Lids, 
To fee th’ inclofed’ Lights, now Canopy’d 
Under the Windows, White and Azure, lac’d 
With Blue of Heav’ns own tina——but my Defign’s 
To Noté the Chamber I will write-all downs 
Such, and fuch Pictures there the: Window, fuck 
Th’ Adornment of her Bed the Arras, Figures 
Why tuch, and fuch and the Contents. o’ch’ Story —— 
Ah, biit fome natural Notes about her Body, 
Above ter thoufand meaner Moveables 
Would teftifie, t° enrichymine Inventory. 
O Sleep, thou Apevof Death, lye dull upon her, 
And be her Senfe but asa Monument, 
Thus in a Chappel lying. » Come off, ‘come off, 
(Taking off ber Bracelets 

As flippery as the Gordian-knot was hard. y 
Tis mine, and this will witnefs outwardly, se) 
As ftrongly as the Confcience:do’s within, 
To th’ madding of her Lord. On her left Breaft 
A Mole Cinque-fpotted---Like the Crimfon Drops 
Y’ th’ bottom of a Cowflip.Here’s'a Voucher; 
Stronger than ever Law could make: ‘This Secret 
Will force him think I have pick’d the Lock, and ta’en 
The Treafare of her Honour. No more---to what end? 
Why fhouldI write this down, that’s rivetted, 
Screw’d'to my Metory.° She hath been'reading late, 
Phe Tale of Terews,* here the Leafs turn’d: down 
Where Philomele gave up ---I have enough, 
To th’ Trunk again, and fhut the Springof its 
Swift, fwift, you Dragons of the Nights that dawning 
May bear the Raven's Eye: I lodge in fear, ofk 
Though this 4 heav’nly Avpel, Helles here. [Clock ftrikes, 
Ont; two, threes’ Time, time. 1. 28H 

[ Hegoes into the Trunk, the Scene clofess: 


'§ C-E.NiBou Ih. .. The Palace. a 
Enter Cloten, and Lords. Ww 























1 Lord. Your Lordfhip is the moft patient Man ‘in Jofsy 
the moft coldeft*that€ver turn’d ‘up ie { x rs s 
Clot. Tt would: make“any*Man coldccodofesy son sogel ond 
a Lord. 


Hi tel 
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t Lord. But not every Man patient, after the noble Tens 
per of your Lordfhip;. You are moft hot and furious, when 
you win. 

Clot. Winning will putiany Man into Courage: If I could 
get this. foolith Zmogen, .I fhould haye Gold enough: Ive 
almoft-Morning, .is’t not? 

1-Lord. Day, my Lord, 

Clot. 1 would this Mufick wouldscome:. I am advifed 
to give her Mufick a Mornings, they fay jit will penetrate, 

Enter Mujicians, 
Come on, Tune; if you can penetrate here with your Fins 
gering, fo; we'll try with Tongue too;. if none will do, let 
her remain: But I'll never give o'er. Firft, a very excels 
lent good conceited thing; after a wonderful {weet Air, 
with admirable rich. Words to it,» and then let her cons 
fider. 
Song, 
Hark, hark, theLark at Hedv’'n’s Gate Sings, 
And Phoebus *gins arise, 
His Steeds to Water at thofe Springs 
On chalic’d Flow’rs thar Lyes: 
And winking Matry~-buds begin to ope their, Golden Eyes 
With every thing that pretty is; my Liddy. [weet arife: 
rife, arife, 
So, get you gone-rsif. this penetrate, I. will: confider your 
Mufick the betters .If-it do ‘not, it-is a Vice-in her Ears; 
which Horfe-hairssi-and-Cat’s-Guts,..nor the. Voice of unpay’d 
Eunuch to boot, can never amend. 
Enter Queen and Cymbeline, 

2 Lord. Here comes the King. 

Clot. I am glad I was up fo late, for that’s the reafon.E 
was up fo early: He cannot chufe bur’ take this Service E 
have done, Fatherly. - Good Morrow. to your Majefty, and 
gracious Mother. 

Cym. Attend you here the Door'of our fern Daughter? 
Will the not forth? 

Clot. I have affail’d her with Muficks;*but the vouchfafes 
no. Notice, 

Gym. The Exile of her:Minion is too.new, 
She hath not yet forgot him, fome. more time 


Mutt 
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Mutt wear the print of his Remembrance out; 
And'then fhe’s yours. 

Queen, You are moft bound to th’ King; 
Who lets go by no Vantages, that may 
Prefer you to his Daughter: frame your felf 
To orderly Solicits, and be friended 
With aptnefs of the Seafon; make Denials 
Encreafe your Services; fo feem, as.if 
You were infpird to do thofe Duties which 
You tender to her: That you in all obey her, 
Save when Command to your Difmiffion tends, 
And therein you are fenfelefs. 

Clet. Senfelefs? not fo. 

Enver a Meffenger. 

Mef. So like you, Sir, Ambafladors from Rome 3 
The one is Caius Lucius. 

Cym. A worthy Fellow, 
Albeit he comes on angry purpofe now; 
But that’s no Fault of hiss We muftwreceive him 
According to the Honour of his Sender, 
And towards himfelf, his Goodnefs fore-{pent on tis 
We muft extend our Notice: Our dear Son, 
When you have given good Morning to your Miftrefs, \. 
Attend the Queen, and us, we fhall have.need Is 
T’ employ you towards this Roman. Come, our Queer.” 
[ Exemt, 
Clot. Tf the be up, I'll {peak with her, if not, Ww 
Let her lye ftill, and-dream: By yourleave ho! iy Thi | 
I know her Women are about her-———what 104 
If I do line one of their Hands-——'tis Gold 
Which buys Admittance, oft itdoth, yea; and makes 
Diana’s Rangers falfe themfelves, and yield up 
Their Deer to th’ ftand o’th’ Stealer: And *tis Gold ‘ 
Which makes the True-man kill’d, and faves the Thief} ” 
Nay, fometimes hangs both Thief, oand True-man: Wit 
Can it not do, and undo? I will make 1 
One of her Women Lawyer to me, for 
I yet not underftand the Cafe my felf. 


By your leave. { Knoikgs 


Ener 
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Rater a Lady. 

Lady. Who’s there that knocks? 

Clor. A Gentleman 

Lady. No more. 

Clor. Yes, anda Gentlewoman’s Son, 

Lady. That's more 
Than fome whofe Tailors are as dear as yours, 
Canjuftly boaft of: What's your Lord{hip’s Pleafure? 

Clot. Your Lady’sPerfon; is the ready? 

Lady, Ay, tokeep her Chamber. 

Clot, Thereis:Gold for you, 
Sell me your good Report. 

Lady. How, my good Name? or toreport of you 
What I fhall think is good. . The Princels. 

Enter Imogen, 

Clot.Good Morrow Faireft, Sifter yourfweet Hand. 

mo. Good Morrow, Sir, you lay Out too:much'Pgins 
For purchafing but trouble: the Thanks I give, 
Is telling youthat Iam poor of Thanks, 
And fcarce can {pare them. 

Clot. Still L fweat I-love you. 

‘mo. If you'd but faid fo,.twere.as deep with me: 
If you {wear ftill, your Recompence is: ftill 
That I-regard it nor, 

Clots: This iis novanfwer. 

4mo.: But that you fhall not fay, I yield being filent, 
T would not fpeak. I pray you {pare me, Faith 
I hall unfold equal: Difcourtefie 
To your beft Kindnefs: -Oneof yourgreat knowing 
Should learn, being taught, Forbearance, 

Clot. Toleave you in your Madnef&s, *twere my Sin, 
I will nor. 

Ime. Fools.ate not mad Folks, 

Clot. Do you call me Fool? 

4mo, As Iam. mad I do: 
If you'll be patient, Pllonormore be mad, 
That cures us both. dbam=much forry, Sir, 
You put me to forget a Lady’s: Manners 
By. being fo verbal: And learn now, for all, 
That I which know my Heart, do here pronounce 
By.th':very truth of it, I.care not for you, ' 

An 
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And am fo near the lack of Charity 
To accufe my felf, I hate you: which I had rather 
You felt, than make’t my boaft. 

Clot. You fin againft 
Obedience, which you owe your Father? for 
The Contract, you pretend with that bafe Wretch, 
One, bred of Alms, and fofter’d with cold Difhes, 
With {craps o’th’ Court, it is no Contract, none $ 
And though it be allow’d in meaner Parties, 

Yet who than he more mean, to knit their Souls 
On whom there:is no more dependancy . 
But Brats and Beggary, in felf-figur’d knot, 

Yet you are curb'd from that Enlargément, by 
The confequence o’th’ Crown, and muft not foil 
The precious Note of. it; with a bafe Slave, . 
A Hilding for a Livery, 2 Squire’s Cloth, 

A Pantler; not. fo eminent. 

Imo. Prophane Fellow: 

Wert thou the Son of Fupiter, and no more, 
But what thou.art, befides, thou wert too bafe; 
To be his Groom: thou wert dignify’d enough 
Ev’n to the point of Envy, if *twere made 
Comparative for your Virtues, to be ftil'd 

The under Hangman of his Kingdom ; and hated 
For being preferr’d fo well. 

Clot. The South-fog rot him. 

Imo. He never can meet more Mifchance, than come 
To be but nam’d of thee. His meaneft Garment 
That ever hath but clipt his Body, is dearer 
In my refpeét, than all the Hairs above thee, 


Were they all made fuch Men. How now, Pifaniog? 8% 

aie “ cod dull 

5 HW 
Imo. To Dorothy, my Woman, hye thee prefently.**"% q 

: ’ 7 doat a 

; soy ef 


Enter Pifanio. 
Clot. His Garment? Now the Devil. 


Clot. His Garment ? 
Imo. 1 am fprighted with a Fool, et 


a, 


4, 


“9 
ed 


Frighted, and angred worfe-——Go bid my" Woman eh 


Search for a Jewel," that too cafually 
Hath left miné Arm---it was thy Mafter’s. Shrew me 
If I would lofe it for a Revenue 

Of any Kings in Ewrope.” I do think, 
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T faw’t this morning ; confident I am, 
Laft Night ‘ewas on my Arm ; I kifs'd jt, 
I hope it be not gone, to tell my Lord 
That I kifs ought but him, 
Pif. *T will not be loft, 
Imo. I hope fo; go and fearch. 
Clor. You have abus'd me~--- His meaneft Garment? aes 
Imo. Ay, 1 faid fo, Sir, 
If you will make’t an AGion, call Witnefto't. 
Clot. I will inform your Father, 
Imo. Your Mother too ; 
She’s my good Lady ; and will conceive, I hope, 
But the worft of me. So I leave you, Sir, 


To th’ worft:of Difcontent. [ Exit, 


Clot. V'll be reveng'd ; 
His meaneft Garment 2 





Well. [ Exit. 
S CEN E Iv, "Rone: 


Enter Pofthumus, and Philatio. 


Poft. Fear it: not, Siry I.would I were fo. {ure 
To win the King, .as.J.am.bold, her honour 
Will remain hers, 

Phi. What.means.do. you.make to him ? 

Poft. Not any, but abide the change of Time, 
Quake in the prefent Winters {tate, and with 
That warmer Days would come; in thefe fear'd hopes 
I barely gratifie-your love ; they failing 
I muft die much your Debtor 

Phi. Your very Goodnefs, and your Company, 
O’erpays:all.Ican do. By this your King 
Hath heard of great Auguftus; Caius Lucius, 
Will do’s Commiffion throughly, And.I think 
He'll grant-the» Tribute ;.fend th’ Arrearages, 

Or look upon our Romans, whofe remembrance 
Is yet frefh in their Grief, 
Poft. Ldo believe, 
Statilt though I am none, nor like to be, 
That this,will proves War and you thall hear 
The Legion now in Gallia, fooner landed 
Vou, VI. 7 ee 
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In our not-fearing Britain, than have tidings 
Of any penny Tribute paid. Our Countrymen 
Are Men more order’d than when ‘falins Cafar 
Smil'd at their lack of Skill, but found cheir Courage 
Worthy his frowning at. Their Difcipline; 
Now mingled with their Courages, will make known 
To their Approvers, they are People, fuch 
That mend upon the World. 

Enter Yachimo. 

Phil. See Iachimo. 

Pof. The fwifteft Harts have poftedyou by Land; 
And Winds of all the Corners kifs'd your Sails, 

To make your Veffel:nimble. 

Phil. Welcome, ‘Sir. 

Poff. I hope the briefnefs of your anfwer, made 
The fpeedinefs of your return. 

lach. Your Lady; 

Is one of the faireft that I have look’d upon. 

Poft. And therewithal the beft, or let her Beauty 
Look thorough a Cafement to allure: falfe Hearts, 
And be falfé with them. 

Tach. Here are Letters for you. 

Poft. Their Tenure good, I truft. 

Lach. ’Tis very like. 

Poff. Was Cains Lucius in the Britain Court, 
When you were there @ 

ach, He was expected then, 

But not approach’ds 
Poft, All is well yets 
Sparkles this’ Stone as it was wont, Of is’¢ ‘not 
Too dull for your good wearing ? ; 1@; OF 
lach. Tf 1 have toft it, 
I fhould have loft the worth of it'in Gold ; 
Vil make a Journey twice as far, t? enjoy 
A fecond Night of fuch fweet fhortnefs, which 
Was mine in Britain, for the Rifg*is-won. 

Poft. The.Stone’s too hard to come by. 

Tach. Not a whit, 
Your Lady being fo eafie. 

Poft. Make not, Sir, 


Your lofs, your Sport ; I hope you know that we « “ F 
Mu 
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Muft not continue Friends, 
lach. Good Sir,.we mult, 
If you keep Covenant had» I not brought 
The Knowledge of your ‘Miftrefs home, I grant 
We were to Qiieftion farther; but I now 
Profefs my felf the winner of her ‘Honour, 
Together with your Ring; and. not the wroner 
Of her, or you, having proceeded but 
By both your Wills. 
Poff. If you can make’t apparent 
That you have tafted her in Bed ; my. Hand, 
And Ring is yours, If not, the foul Opinion 
You had of her poor Honour, gains, or lofes , 
Your Sword or mine, or mafterlels Jeaves both 
To who fhall find them. 
Lach. Sir, my Circumftances 
Being fo near the Truth, asi: will make them, 
Mutt firft induce you to ‘believe 3. whofe Strength 
I will confirm with Oath, which Edoube pot 
You'll give me leave to {pare, whea you iball find 
You need it not, 
Poff. Proceed. 
Lach. Firft, her Bedschambér 
Where I confels I flept not, but profefs 
Had that was well worth Watching, it was hang’d 
With Tapeftry of Silk, and Silver, the Story 
Proud Cleopatra, when thé met her Rowan, 
And Cidnus {well’d above the Banks, or for 
The Prefs of Boars, ot Pride + A piece of Work 
So bravely done, fo rich, that it did fttive 
In Workmanthip, and Value, which I wondér’d 
Could be fo rarely, and exa@ly wrought, 
Since the true Life on’t was 
Poft. This is true: 
And this you might have heard of here, by me, 
Or by fome other. 
Lach, Wore particulars 
Mott juftifie my Knowledge. 
Poft. So they muft, 
Or do your Honour Injury. 





Lach 
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Iach. The Chimney 
Is South the Chamber, ‘and: the Chimney-piece 
Chaft Dian, bathing ; never faw I Figures 
So likely to report themfelves 3 the Cutter 
Was as another Nature dumb, out-went her; 
Motion and Breath left out. 
Poff. This is a thing 
Which you might from Relation likewife reads 
Being, as it is, much {poke of. 
lach. The Roof o’th® Chamber, 
With golden Cherubins is fretted. "Her Andironss 
1 had forgor then, were two winking Gupids 
Of Silver, each on one Foot ftanding,’ nicely 
Depending’ on their Brands. 
Poft. This is her Honour ; 
Let it be granted you have feen all this, and«praife 
Be given to“'your Remembrance, the Defcription 
Of what is in her Chamber, nothing faves 
The Wager you have laid. 
Lach. Then if you can (Pulling out the Bracelet, 
Be Pale, I beg but leave to airthis Jewel : See! ««» , 
And now ’tis up again; it muft be Married 
To that your Diamond. I'll keep’ them, 
Poff... Fove ! 
Once more let me behold it: Is it that 
Which I left with her ¢ 
Tach. Sit thank her, that 
She ftrip’d it from her Arm, I fee her'yets 
Her pretty Action did out-fell her Gift, 
And yet enrich’d it too; fhe gave it me; 
And faid fhe priz’d it once, eid 
Poft. May be, the pluck’d it off A Ad 
To fend it me. dion 
Tach. She writes fo to you 2 doth fhe? 
Poft. O.no, no, no, ’tis true. Here take this tooy® 
It is a Bafilisk unto mine Lye, 
Kills me to look on’t : Let there be no Honour, 
Wherethereis Beauty, T ruth; where Semblance, Love 
Wherethere’s another Man. The Vowsof Women, 
Of no more Bondage be, to-where they areamades » 
Than they are to their Virtues, which is nothing ; 
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O, above Meafure falfe ! 
Phi, Have Patience, Sir; 

And take your Ring agains. "tis not yet.won ; 

It may be probable the loft,it ; or 

Who knows if one of her Women, being corrupted, 

Hath ftoln it from her, 

Poff. Very true, 

And fo I hope he came by't ; back my Ring, 

Render to me:fome corporal fign about her 

More evident than this; for this'was {tole. 

Lach. By Fupiter, I had it from:her Arm. 
Poft, Hark:you, he fwearss by Fupiter he {wears. 

Tis true ---- nay keep the Ring =--"tis true;,.Lam fure 

She could not fofe it ; her Attendants are 

All{worn, and honourable; they induc’d to ftealit! 

And by a Stranger / ---- no, he hath enjoy’d her, 

The Cognizance of her Incontinency 

Isthis; the hath bought the Nameof Whore, thus dearly, 

There, take thy hire, andisil:the Piends of Hell ale! 

Divide-themfelves between you. 

Phi. Sir; be. patient ; 
This is not ftrong énough:to be. beliey’d,'., 
Of one perfwaded well of +—— 

Poff. Never talk on’t:; 

She hath been colted by him. 5 
Lach, If you feek 

For further fatisfying ; under her Breaft, 

Worthy the preffing, lyes a Mole,.right proud 

Of that moft delicate Lodging, By my. Life 

I kift it, and it gave me: prefent hunger 

To feed again, though full, - You do remember 

This ftain upon her ? 

Poff. Ay, and it doth confirm 
Another ftain, as big as Hell can hold, 
Were there no more but jit. 

Jach. Will you:hear more 2 

Poft. Spare your Arithmetick, 

Never count the’Turnsz{ Once, anda Million: 
lache Vil be fworh +. 
Poft. (No {wearing : 

If you will fwear you have.not done’r, you lie, 
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And I will kill chee if thou dof deny 
Thou’ft made me Cuckold. 

Lach. Vil ‘deny nothing, 

Pot. Orchatt had her here, to tear her Limb-meal; 
I will go there and do’t 1th’ Court, before 








Her Father Tl! do fomething [Ex 
Phil, Quite befides 

The Government of Patience. You haye won; 

Let’s foliow him, and pervert the»prefent W rath 

He hath againft himfelf. 
Jach. With all my Heart. [ Exem 


Enter Pofthumus. 

Poff. Is there, no way,for Mento be, but. Women 
Muft beshalf-workas¢ Weare all Baftards, 
And that moft yencrable Man, which I 
Did call my Father, was, J-know not where, 
When'd- was fampt« Some Coyner with his Tools 
Made mea Counterfeit; yet my *Methersfeem'd 
The Dian of that time; fo dothmy Wate 
The Non-pareil of this---Oh Vengeance, Vengeance ! 
Me of my lawful pleafure fhe reftrain’d, 
And pray’d me oft Forbearance; did atewith 
A pudency. fo Rofic, the fweet view,on’t 
Might well have ‘warm’d old Saturn 
That I thought her 
As Chafte, as unfys’d Snow: Ob, all the Devils 
This yellow Jachimo in an Hour was'rnove 
Or lefs ; at firft ? Perchance fpoke not, but 
Like a full Acorn’d-Boar;.\a.German. one 
Cry’d oh, and mouared ;,found no oppofition 
But what he Jook’d for, fhould oppofe, and the 
Should from Encounter guard... Could I find out: 
The Woman’s part in me,’ for there’s.no Motion 
That tends to Vice in Man, bur Dafirm 
Tt is the Woman’s part ; be it tying, nore it, 
The Woman's; Flattering, hers; deceiving, hers; 
Luft, andrank Thoughts, hers, hers; Rcvenges, hers; 
Ambitions, Covetings, change of Pridesy. Duldain, 
Nice-longing; Slanders, Mutabilicy : 


a“ 








All Faules thae may be named, nay, tharlell.knowss: 
Why hers, in part, or ally butratherall, For evento Vice 


They 


s 
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They are not conftant, but are changing ftill ; 

One Vice, but of ‘a minute old, for one 

Not half fo old as.that. Tl write againit them, 

Deteft them, curfe them —— yet,*tis greater Skil 

In a true Hate, to pray they haye their Will ; 
The very Devils cannot plague them, better. [ Exit. 
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SCENE 4 Palace. 


Enter in State, Cymbeline, Queen, Cloten, and Lords a 
one Door; and at another, Caius Lucius, and Attendavts. 


Cym. OW fay; what would Auguftus Cefar with us? 
Luc. When Fulins Cefar, whofe remembrance y¢t 
Lives in Mens E’yes, and will to Ears and Tongues 
Be Theam, and hearing ever, was in this Britain, 
And conquer’d it, Cefibelan thine Unele, 
Famous in Ce/ar’s Praifes, no whit lefs 
Than in his Feats deferving it for him 
And his Succeffion, .granted Rome a Tribute, 
Yearly three thoufand Pounds; which by thee lately 
Is left untender’d, 
Queen: Andoro kill the marvail, 
Shall be fo-evers 
Clot. There bemany Ce/ars, 
Ever fuch another Fulins: Britain's ‘a World 
By it felf, and we will nothing pay 
For wearing our own Nofes. 
Queen. ‘That opportunity 
Which then they had to take from’s; to refume 
We have agains rémember, Sir, my -Liege, 
The Kings your Anceftors, together with 
The natural Bravery of your Ifle, which ftands 
As Neptune’s Park ribb’d, and. pal’d in 
With Oaks tnskaleable, and roaring Waters, 
With Sand that will not’ bear your Encmies Boats, 
But fuck theniiup'to’ch’ Fop-maft. A kind of Conqueft 
Cefar made here, but made not-here his braz 
I 4 of 
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Of, came, and faw, and overcame ; with Thame, 
The firft that-evér touch’d him, he was carried 
From off our Coaft, twice beaten; and his Shipping ; 
Poor ignorant Baubles, on our terrible Seas, 
Like Egg-fhells, mov’d upon their Surges, érack’d 
As eafily ’gainftour Rocks. For Joy’ whereof, 
The fam’d Cafibelan, whowas once at-poitt, > 
Oh giglet Fortune ! to mafter Cefars Swords 
Made Lud’s-Town with rejoicing Firés bright, 
And Britains {trut with Courage: ' hs 

Clot. Come, there’s no more “Tributé to’ be paid. 1 Our 
Kingdom is ftronger than it was ‘xt that time y andy os 
faid, there is no more fuch Ce/#rs, orher of them: may-have 
crook’d Nofes, but to owe fuch ftrait’ Arnis} none. 

Cym. Son, let your Mother end. sell 

Clots We have yet many amon? us, can’gripe aschard 24 
Caffibelan, 1do'not fay I am one; but T have aciand. Why 
Tribute? Why fiould we pay Tribute 2? If Cefarcean Hide 
the Sun from us witha Blanket, or put’ the Moon im Wis 
Pocket, we will pay him ‘Tribute for Light; elfe, SiR fe 
more Tribute, pray you now. 

Cym. Youmultkoow, 
"Till the injurious Romans did extort 1 
This Tribure from us,° we were free. “Cafa’s Ambition, 
Which fwell’d fo much, that it did 'almoft ftretch . 
The fides o’th’ World; againit all Colour here, 
Did put the Yoak upon’s ; which to fhake off 
Becomes a warlike People, whom we reckon 
Our felves tobe ; we do, Say then to Ca/ar, 
Our Anceftor was that AZ¢lmurins, which 
Ordain’d our Laws, whofe ufe the’ Sword of Cajar 
Hath too much mangled; whofe repair and franchife, 
Shall by the Power we hold be our good deed; 
Though Rome be thereforeanery. “A/ulmutins made our Laws, 
Who was the firft of Britain, which did put 
His Brows within'a’ golden Crown, and call'd 
Himfelf a King. f 

Luc. I am forry,’ Cymbeline, 
That I am to pronownee Auguftus Cafar; 
Czfar that hath more Kips his Servants, thah 
Thy felf Domeftick-Officers, thine Enemy. 


Receive 
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Receive it from me then. ..War, and-Confufion 
In Cefar’s Name. pronounce.I *gainft thee: . Look i 


For Fury,, not.to»be refitted... Thus defy’d, ¥ 


I thank thee for.my felf. 

Cym. Thou art welcome, ‘Cains, 

Thy Ce/ar Knighted me; my Youth:I {pent 
Much under him:,,Of him, I gather’d Honour, 
Which he, to:feck of. me.again, perforce, 
Behooves me keep,at.utterance. 1 am perfec, 
That the Pannonians and Dalmatians, for 

Wheir Liberties are.now in Arms:. A Precedent. 
Which, not to read,, would thew the Britains cold: 
So.Cefar, fhall not find, them. 

Luc. Let Proof fpeak. 

Clot, His Majefty bids you, Welcome.,.Make Paftime with 
us a, Day, .or two, or.lenger: If you feek us afterwards in 
other terms, you fhall find usin our. Sale-water Girdle: If 
you beat ts outof it, it isyours: If yourfalliin the Adven- 
ture, our Crows. fhall fare the better. for yous, And there's 
an end. Sy ; 

Luc. So, Sir. 

Cym. Uknow your Mafter’s Pleafure, and he mine : 

All the Remain, is welcome. | Exernt. 
Exzer Pilanio reading of a’ Letter. 
Pif How.? of Adultery? Wherefore write you not 
What Monfters her.accufe? Leonatus! 
Oh Matter, ‘what a{trange Infe&ion 
Ts fall’n into thy, Ear ?.. What falfe: Ztalian, 
As poifonous tongu’d, as handed,. hath prevail’d 
On thy too ready hearing? Difloyal?, No, 
She’s punith’d for,her ‘Truth; and undergoes 
More Goddefslike, than Wife-like;, fuch Aflaults 
As would take in fome. Virtue. . Oh.my Matter, 
Thy Mind.to her, .is.now as low, .as were 
Thy Fortunes,,How.2) That 1 thould: Murther her, 
Upon the Love, :and Truth, and. Vows,’ which I 
Have made to thy Command !---I her!---Her Blood!) * 
If it be fo, to do good Service,. never 
Let me be counted ferviceable... How.look I, 
That I fhould: feem. to lack Humanity, 
So much as this FaGt comesto?..De'tenethe Letter [ Reading. 
S¥I593 2 That 
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That I have fenther, by her own Command, 
Shall give the Opportunity, Oh damn’d Paper ! 
Black as the Ink that’s on thee: Senfelefs. Bauble / 
Art thou a Feedarie for this a&@; thou look’ft 
So Virgin-like without?’ Lo here fhe comes, 
Enter Imogen, 
Tam ignorant in what I am commanded. 
lmo. How now, Pifanio? 
Pif? Madam, here isa Letter from my Lord. 
Imo. Who! thy Lord? that ismy Lord Leonatus ? 
Oh, learn’d indeed were that Aftronomer 
That knew the Stars, as I his CharaGers; 
He'd lay the Futureopen.” You good Gods, 
Let whatis here contain’d,. relifh of Love, 
Of my Lord’s Health, of his Content, yet not 
That we two are afunder, let that grieve him; 
Some Griefs are medicinable, that is one of them, 
For it doth phyfick Love, of his Content, 
All but in that. Good Wax, thy leave: bleft be 
You Bees that make thefe Locks of Counfel. Lovers, 
And Men in dangerous Bonds pray not alike. 
Though Forfeirures you caft in Prifon, yet 
You clafp young Cupid’s Tables: good News, Gods. 
Reading. 
Uftice, and your Father’s Wrath; fhould be take mein his 
Dominion, could not be fo crael to me, as you, oh'the dear- 
oft of Creatures, would even renew me with your Eyes, - Take 
notice that I am in Cambria at Milford-Haven: What your 
own, Love, will out of this advife you, follow. —So he wifhes 
you all Hrappine/s, that remains Loyal to his Vow, and your ine 
creajing in Love, Leonatus Pofthumus, 
Oh fora Horfe with Wings! Hear'ftthou, Pi/anio 2 
He is at Adilford-Haven: Read, and tell me 
How far ’tis thither. If one of mean Affairs 
May plod it ina Week, why may not I 
Glide thither in a day?. then, true Pi/anio, 
Who long’ft like me, to fee thy Lord, who lone’ft, 
Oh let me bate,, but not like me, yet long’ft 
But in a fainter kind----Oh not like me; 
For mine’s beyond, beyond----fay, and {peak thick 
Love's Counfellor fhould fillthe Bores of Hearing 
To 
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To th’ {mothering of the Senfe, how far it is 

To this fame blefled Adi/ford. . And by th’ way 
Tell me how Wales was made fo Happy, as 

T’ inherit fuch a Haven, But firft of all, 

How may we fteal from hence: And for the Gap 
That we fhall make in time, from,our hence-going, 
And our return, to excufe----but firft, how get hence. 
Why fhould Excufe be born or e’er begot? 

We'll talk of that hereafter. Prithee fpeak, 

How many Score of Miles may we well ride 
*Twixt Hour and Hour? 

Pif. One Score ’twixt Sun, and. Sun, 

Madam’s enough for you: And too much too. 

Imo. Why, one. that rede to’s Execution, Man, 
Could never:go fo flow: I have heard of riding Wagers, 
Where Horfes:have been nimbler than the Sands 
That ruo i’ th’ Clocks behalf. But this is Foolery, 
Go, bid my Woman. feign a Sicknefs, fay 
She'll home to her Father, and: provide me prefently 
A riding Suit: No coftlier than would fit 
A Franklin's Houfwife. 

Pif. Madam, you're belt confider. 

Imo. I fee before me, Man, nor here, nor. here, 
Nor what enfues but havea Fog in them, 

That Fcannot look through. Away, I prithee, 
Do: as I bid» thee; there’s no more to fay; 
Acceflible is none but Adilford way. [Exeunt. 


S.C.E N.E MN. A Foreft with a Cave. 


Enter Bellarius, Guiderius, aad Arviragus. 

Bel, A goodly Day, not to keep Houfe with fuch, 
Whofe Roof’s as low as ours: Sce, Boys! this Gate 
Inftrué&s you how t’ adore the Heav’ns; and bows you 
To a Morning’s holy Office. The Gates of Monarchs 
Are Arch’d fo high, that Giants may jét through 
And keep their impious Turbands on, without 
Good Morrow, to the Sun. “Hail, thou fair Heav’p, 
We houfe i’th’ Rock, ‘yet ufé thee nor fo hardly, 
As prouder Livers do. 

Guid, Hail, Heav’n} 

Ary, 
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Arv. Hail, Heav’n! 

Bel. Now for our Mountain fport, up to yond Hills 
Your Legs are young : Piltread thefe Flats. Confider, 
When you above perceive me likea Crow, 
That it is Place, which’ leffens and fets off; 

And you may then revolve what Tales Lhave'told you; 
Of Courts of Princes, of the Tricks’ in War; 
This Service, is not Service, fo being done, 

But being foallow’d. To apprehend thts, 
Draws us a Profit from all things we fee: 

And often to our Comfort, fhall we find 

The tharded Beetle, in a fafer hold 

Than is the full-wing’d Eagle. Oh 'this Life, 

Is nobler than attenditg for a Check; 

Richer, than doing nothing for a Bauble; 
Prouder, than ruftling in unpaid-for Silk: 

Such gain the Cap of him, that makes them fine; 
Yer keeps his Book uncrofs'd; no Life to ours: 

Guid. Out of your Proof you fpeak: we poor unflede’d 
Have never wing'd from view o* th’ Neft; ‘nor know not 
What Air’s from Home. “Hap’ly this Life is beft; : 
If quiet Life is beft, f{weeter to you 
That have a fhatper known: Well correfponding 
With your ftiff Age; but unto us, it is 
A Cell of Ignorance; travelling a Bed; 

A Prifon, or a Debtor, that nor dares 
To ftride a limit. 

Arv. What fhould we fpeak of 
When weare old as you? when we fhall hear 
The Rain and Wind beat dark December? How 
In this our pinching Cave, fhall we difcourfe 
The freezing Hours away? We have feen nothing, 

We are-beaftly; fubtleas the Fox for Prey,’ L 
Like warlike as the Wolf, for what we eat: 
Our Valour is to chafe' what flies,’ otir Cage 
We make a Quire, as*doth the prifon’d Bird, 
And fing our Bondage freely. ¥ 
Bel. How you fpeak? 
Did you but know the City’s Ufuries, 
And felt them knowingly; the art o’ th” Court; 
As-hard to leave, as keep, whofe top to climb ; 
Is certain falling, or fo flipp’ry, that ie The 
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The Fear’s as bad as Falling. The Toil 0’ th’ War, 
A Pain, that only feems to feek out Danger 
I’th’ name of Fame,,and Honour; which dies i’th’ fearch; 
And hath as oft a fland’rous Epitaph, 
As Record of fair a; nay, many times 
Doth ill deferve, by doing well: what’s worfe 
Mutt curt’fieat the Cenfure. Oh Boys, this Story 
The World may read in me: My Body’s mark’d 
With Roman Swords; .and my report was once 
Firft with the beft of Note. Cymzbeline lov’d me, 
And when a Soldier wasthe Theme, my Name 
Was not far off: Then was I as a Tree 
Whofe Boughsdid bend with Fruit. But in one Night, 
A Storm, or Robbery, call it what you will, 
Shook down my mellow Hangings, nay my Leaves, 
And left me bare to Weather. 

Guid. Uncertain Favour! 

Bel. My Fault being nothing, as I have told you oft, 
But that two. Villains, whofe falfe Oaths prevail’d 
Before my perfect, Honour, {wore to Cymbeline, 
I was Confederate with the Romans:, So 
Follow'd my Banifhment, and this Twenty years, 
This Rock, and thefe Demefnes, have been my World, 
Where I have liv’d at honeft freedom, pay’d 
More pious Debts to Heav’a, than in all 
Thefore-endof my time. But, up to th’ Mountains, 
This is not Hunters Language; he that ftrikes 
The Venifon firft, hall. be the Lord o’th’ Feaft, 
To him the other two fhall minifter, 
And we will fear.no Poifon, which. attends 
In place of greater. State: 
I'll meet you in the Valleys. 
How hard it is to hide the {parks of Nature2 
Thefe Boys know, little they are Sons to th’ King, 
Nor Cymbeline dreams that they are alive, 
They think they are mine, and though train’d up thus meanly 
I’th’Cave, where, onthe Bow, their Thoughtsdo hit 
The Roofs of Palaces, and Nature prompts them 
In fimple and. low things, to Prince it, much 
Beyond the trick of others... ‘This Polydor, 
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The Heir of Cymbeline and Britain, whom 

The King his Father call’d Guiderius, Fove! 

When on my Three-foot Stool I fit, and tell 

The warlike Feats I have done, his Spirits ly out 

Into my Story: Say, thus mine Enemy fell, 

And thus ¥ fer my Foot on’s Neck, even then 

The Princely Blood flows in his.Cheeks he fweats; 

Strains his young Nerves, and puts himfelf in pofture 

That a@smy Words, The younger Brother Cadwall, 

Once Arviragus, in as like a Figure 

Strikes Life inco my Speech, and thews mucly more 

His own conceiving, Hark, the Game is rouz'd-+s 

Oh Cymbeline! Heav'n and my Confcience knows 

Thou didft unjuftly banith me: whereon 

At three, andtwo Years old, I ftole thefe Babes, 

Thinking to bar thee of Succeffion, as 

Thou reft’ft meof my Lands. Earipbile, 

Thou waft their Nurfe,they took thee for theirMother, 

And every day do Honour to her Grave; 

My {elf Belarias, that am Adzorgan call’d, 

They take for natural Father. The Game is up. f Exit. 

Enter Pifanio and Imogen. ; 

Imo, Thott told’ft me when we came from Horfe, the Place 

Was near at hand: Ne’er long’d my Mother fo 

To fee me firft, as [have now----Pifanio!: Man! 

Where is Pofhwmus ? What is inthy Mind 

That makes thee ftare thus?: Wherefore breaks that Sigh 

From th’inward of thee? One, One, but painted thus 

Would be interpreted a thing perplex’d 

Beyond Self-explication. Put thy felf 

Ento a *haviour of lefs Fear, e’er Wildnefs 

Vanquith my ftaieder Senfes. What's the Matter? 

Why tender’ft thou that Paper to me, with 

A Look untender? If't be Summer News, 

Smile to’t before, if, Winterly, thou need’ 

But keepthat Count’nance till. My Husband's Hand 2 

That Drug-damn’d /ra/y,. hath out-craftied him, 

And he’s at fomehard point. Speak, Man, thy Tongue 

May take off fome Exti emity, whichto read 

Would be even Mortal to me. 


Pif 
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Pi/. Pleafe you read, 
And you fhall find me, wretched Man, a thing 
The moft difdain’d of Fortune, 


Imogen reads. 

HY Miftre/s, Pilanio, bath play'd the Strumpet in’ my 
Bed: The Teftimonies whereof lye bleeding in me. Tf 

Speak not out. of weak Surmifes, but from Proof as ftrangias my 
Grief, andas certain as I expett my Revenge. That parr, thou 
Pifanio, muft act for me, if thy Faith be nortainted with the 
breach of hers; let thine oun Hands take away her Life: I fhall 
Sive thee opportunity at Milford-Haven. — She hath my Letrer 
for the Purpofe; where, if thou fear to trike, and to make me 
certain it is done, thow art.the Pander to ber Dj ifbononr, and 


equally to me Difloyal, 


Pif. What fhall I need to draw my Sword, the Paper 
Hath cut her Throat already. No, ’tis Slander, 
Whofe Edge is tharpér than the Sword, whofe Tongue 
Out-venoms all the Worms of Nile, whofe Breath 
Rides on the pofting Winds, and doth belye 
All Corners of the World: Kings, Queens, and States, 
Maids, Matrons, nay the Secrets of the Grave 
This viperous Slander enters. What chear,, Madam 2 
4mm, Falfe to his Bed! What is it to be fal(e? 
To lye in watch there, and to think on him? 
To-weep ’twixt Clock and Clock? If fleep. charge Nature, 
To break it with a fearful Dream of him, 
And cry my felf awake? that’s f4lfe to’s Bed sis it ? 
Pif? Alas, good ‘Lady |! 
mo. I falfe! thy Confcience witnets, Lachimo, 
Thou didft accufe him of Incontinency, 
Thou then look’dft like a Villain: Now,, methinks, 
Thy Favous’s good enough. Some Jay of Lraly, 
Whofe Wother was her Painting, hath betray’d him: 
Poor I am ftale, 2 Garment out of Fafhion, 
And for T am richer than to hang by th’ Walls, 
I muft be ript;\To Pieces with me: Oh! 
Mens Vows are Womens Traitors. Ali good feeming 
By thy Revolt, oh Husband,.fhall be thought 
Put on for Villany?aotborn where’ grows, 
But worn a Bait for Ladies, 
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Pif. Good Madam, hear me——~—~ 
Tmo. Truehoneft Men being heards like falfeeEneass 
Were in his timethought falfe: and Synon's weeping 
Did {candal many @ holy Tear; took pity 
From mof true Wretchednefs. So thou Pofthumus, 
Wilt lay the leven to all proper Mens 
Goodly, and Gallant, thall be Falfe‘and’ Perjur’d; 
From thy great fail: Come, Fellow, be thou honeft, 
Do thou thy Mafter’s bidding. When thou feeft him 
A little witnefs my Obedience. Look, 
I draw the Sword my felf, take it, and hit 
The innocent Manfion of my Love, my Heart, 
Fear not, ’tis empty of all things, but Grief 5 
Thy Matter is not there, who was indeed 
The Riches of its Do his bidding, ftrike; 
Thou may’ft be valiant ina better Caufe s 
But now thou feem’ft a Coward. 
Pif; Hence, vile Inftrument, 
Thou fhall not damn my Hand. 
Imo. Why» 1 mutt dies 
And if I do not by thy Hand, thou art 
No Servant of thy Mafter’s. Againft Self-flaughter; 
There is a Prohibition fo divine 
That cravens my weak Hand: Come, here’s my Heart——~ 
Something’s afore’t-—-Soft, fofr, we'll no defence , 
5 Opening hi - 
Obedient as the Scabbard. What's hae Sails 
The Scriptures of the Loyal Leonatus, 
Allturn’d to Herefie? Away, away, 
[ Pulling his Letter owt of her Bofom, 
Corrupters of my Faith, you fhallno more . 
Be Stomachers to my Heart: Thus may poor Fools 
Believe falfe Teachers: T hough thofe that are betray’d 
Do feel the Treafon fharply, yet the Traitor 
Stands in worfe cafeof Woe. And thou Pofthumus, 
That didft fer up my Difobedience *gainft the King 
My Father, and mad’ft me put into contempt the Suits 
Of Princely Fellows; fhalt hereafter find 
It is no a& of common paffage, but 
A ftrain of Rarenefs:’ And I grieve my felf, 
To think, when thou hale be difede’d by hers 
That now thoutiteft-on, how thy Memory” - Will 
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Will then, be: pang’d» by: me, Prethee difpatch, 
The Lambentreatsthe Butcher. Where's the Knife ? 
Thou art too flow toado thy Mafter’s bidding, 
When I defire it too. 
Pif: O gracious Lady | 
Since I receiv’d Command to do this Bufinefs, 
T have not-flept one. wink, 
Imo..Da°t, and.to bed then, 
Pift V'll break mine Eye-balls firft, 
Imo, Wheretore ‘then 
Didft undertake-it 2. Why hat thou abus’d 
So many Miles, with a prerence 2 this Place ? 
Mine action? and-thineown ? Our Horfes Labour 2 
The time inviting thee 2..the perturb’d Court 
For my being abfent;. whereunto I never 
Parpofe return? why haft thou gone fo far 
To be unbent? when thou hat ta’en thy ftand, 
Th’ eleéted Deer before thee 2 
Pif- But to win time 
To lofe fo bad employment, in the which 
I have confider’d of a Courfe 3 good Lady, 
Fear me with Patience. 
,4mo.. Talk thy Tongue weary, {peak ; 
T have heard I.am 2 Strumpet, and mine ear 
Therein, falfe ftraok, can take no greater Wound, 
Nor tent, to bottom. that... But {peak, 
Pif. Then, Madam, 
I thought you would not back again, 
_dmo Moft like,.. 
Bringing me here to kill me, 
Pif- Not fo neither ; 
But if I were as wife, as honeit, then 
My purpofe would Prove well; it cannot. be, 
But that my. Mafter is abus’d, fome Villain, 
Ay, and fingularin his Art, hath done you both 
This curfed Injury, 
‘mo. Some Roman Curtezan 2 
Pif. No, on my Life; 
Vil give him Notice you,are dead, and fend him 
Some bloody Sign of it. . For “tis Commanded 
Tfhrould do fo; you thall be mife’d at Court, 
Kk 
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And that will well confirm it. 

Imo. Why, good Fellow 5 
W hat thall i do the while 2: Where bide? How live? 
Or in my Life, what Comfort, when I am 
Dead to my Husband ? 

Pif. Uf you'll back to th’ Court. 

Imo. No Court, no Father; nor ho more ado 
With that harfh, noble, fimple novhing, 
That Cloten ; whofe Love-fuir hath been to me 
As fearful as a Siege. 

Pif. If not at Court, 
Then not in Britain‘muft you bide. 

Imo. Where then ? 

Hath Britain all the Sun'that thines? Day ? Night? 
Are they not but inBrirzin? Yih’ World’s Volume 
Our Britain feemsas. of it, but not i’t 5 : 
Ina great Pool’a Swan’s Neft, prethce think 

There’s Livers ‘out of Britain. 

Pif; 1am moft glad >> 
You think of other Place: Th’? Ambaffedor a 
Lucius the Roman, comes to Ailford- Haven 
To morrow. ‘Now, if you could wear a mind 
Dark as your Fortune is, and but Difguife 
That which t’appear it {cif, muft nov yerbe, 
But by felf-danger, you fhould tread'a Courfe 
Pretty, and full of view; yea, happily, near 
The Refidenceof Pofthwmus ; fo nigb,iat lealt, 
That though his AGtion were not vifible,. yet ‘ot 
Report fhould render him hourly to’ your Bary 1s/ 10! 
As truly as he moves, 

Imo, Ol for'duch means, 

Though Peril to my: Modefty, not: Death on’r, --: 
T would adventure. ny ‘ 

Pif. Well then, there's the Point § ba 
You muft forget to be a Woman, change : 
Command into Obedience. Fear! and: Nicenefs, 
The Handmaids of all Women, or more. truly 
Woman it’s pretty felf, into a wageifh Courage, 

Ready in Gybes,: guicksanfwer'd, faweys.-aad : 
As quarrellous as the Wéazel : Nays-you muft 
Forget that rafeft Treafure of your Cheek, 
Expofing it (but oh the harder Heart, A 
_ Alack no remedy) to the greedy Touch tage 2) | 
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Of common-kiffing Titan ; and forget 
Your labourfome and dainty trims, wherein 
You made great. Fano angry. 

Imo. Nay, be brief : 
I fee into thy end, and am almoft 
A Man already. 

Pifs Firft, make your. felf. but like one, 
Fore-thinking thiss I have already fit, 
(Tis in my Cloak-bag) Doublet, Har, Hofe, all 
That anfwer to them. Would you in their ferving, 
And with what imitation you can borrow 
From Youth of fuch a Seafon, *fore Noble Lucius 
Prefent ‘your felf, defire his Service y tell iim 
Wherein :you’re happy, which will make him koow, 
If that his Head: have ear in Mufick, doubtlefs 
With Joy he will émbrace you; for he’s honourable, 
And doubling thar, moft holy, Youy means abroad ; 
You have me rich, and I will never fail 
Beginning, nor fupplyment, 

4mo.. Thou artall the Comfort 
The Gods will dict me with. Pyethee away. 
There’s more to’ be confider’d; but we'lleven 
All that good»time. will give us. This attempt 
I am Soldier tao, and-will abide it. with 
A Prince’s Courage, Away, I prethee, 

Pif! Well, Madam, we mutt take a fhort farewel; 
Left being mifs'd, I be fufpeGed of | - 
Your Carriageifrom the Court, My noble Miftrefs, 
Here is a Box, I had it from the Queen, 
What's in’t is precious: If you are fick at Sea, 
Or Stomach qualm’d at Land, a ‘dram of this 
Will drive away Diftemper. “To fome fhade; 
And fit you to your Manhood ; may the Gods 
Direc you to the-beft. 

Imo, Amem2% thabk thee, [Exesur, 


SC WE TL The Palace. 


Enter Cymbeline, Odeen, Cloten,. Lucius, and Lords. 
Gym. Ths fay candi faréwel, 
Luc. Thanks, Royal Sir; 

My Emperor hath wrote, oI mutt ‘from hence; 
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And am rightyforry, that 1 muit report ye 
My Mafter’s Enemys 
Cym, Our Subjects, Sir, 
Will not endure his Yoak.; and. for our felf 
To thew lefs Soveraignty, than they, mutt. needs 
Appear un-King like. 

Luc. $o, Sir: I defire of you 
A Condud& over, Landyto Milford-Havene 
Madam, all Joy, befal your Grace, and you. 

Cym. My Lords, youare appointed for tat Office 3 
The due of Honour inno point omit: 
So farewel, noble Laci#s. hs 

Luc. Your Hand, my Lord. 

Clot. Receive it friendly; ‘bat from this time foith 
I wear it.as your Enemy, 

Luc. Sir, the Event 
Is yet to name the Winner. Fare you well. 

Cym. Leave not the worthy Lucius, good my Lotds, _ 
Till he have croft Severm. Happinels. [Exit Luci, OG 

Queen. He goes hence frowning ;. but it honours Ft 
That we have given him Caufe. pe 

Glor. *Vis all the better, 

Your valiant Britains have their withesin it. 

Cym. Lucins hath wrote already to the Eniperof, ~ 
How it goés, here, Ic fits.us therefore ripely, ye 


Aé 


eV 


Our Chariotss-and qur, Horfemen be in readinels ; oH 
‘The Powers that healready. hath in Gala phrase 
Will foon. be drawato Head, from whence hemoves. * .. ie 
His War for Britaiz. Sa es “4 


Queen. *Tis not, fleepy Bufiaefs, 
But mutt be look'd.to, {peedily. and ftrongly.. eee 
Cym. Ourexpecation that it. fhould be thus “°°” 
Hach made us forwards But, my gentle Queen, 
Where is our Daughter ¢. She hath:not appear'd : 
Before the Roman, nor to us hath tender’d 
The Duty of the Duy. She looks. as like cee 
A thing more made of, Malice, than.of Duty 
We have noted its Cail her before us, for : 
We have been too light in fufferance. 
Queen. Royal Sir, 
Since the Exile of Pofthumus, moft retir’d 


Hath 
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Hath her Life been ;.the Cure whereof, my Lord, 
’Tis time mult do, Befeech your Majefty, 
Forbear fharp Speeches to her. She’s a Lady 
So tender of Rebukes, that Words are Strokes, 
And Strokes Death to her. 
Enter a’ Meffenger. 

Cym. Where is fhe,’ Sir ? How 
Can her Contempt be anfwer’d ? 

Mef: Pleafe you, Sir, 
Her Chambers ate all lock’d, and there’s noécanfwer 
That will be given to th’ loudeft 'Noife we make. 

Queen. My Cord, when laft I went to vific her} 
She pray’d me to excufe her keeping ‘clof, 
Whereto conftrain’d by her infirmity; 
She fhould that Duty leave unpaid'to you 
Which daily fhe ‘was bound to proffer’; ‘this 
She with’d me to make known; but ow great Court 
Made me to blame in Memory. 

Cym,. Her Doors lock'd ? 
Not {een of late? Grant’ Heav'ns, that Which fear, 
Prove falfe. RExir. 

Queen. Son, I fay; follow the Kine. 

Clot. That Man of hers,° Pi/anio, her old: Servant, 
I have not feen thefe two Days; Exit, 

Oueen, Go, look after —— 
Pifanio, thou that f{tand’ft fo for PofPhamus tm 
He hath a Drug of mine; T pray; his abfence 
Proceed by {wallowing thit ; for he believes 
It is a thing moft precions. But for her; 
Where is fhe gone ?° Haply D:fpair hath feiz’d hers 
Or wing’d with Fervour of her Love, fhe’s flown 
To her defired Pofthumus; gone fhe is; 
To death, orto difhonour, and my end 
Can make good ufe of either. She being down, 
I have the placing of the Briti/b Crown. 

Enter Cloten. 

How now, my Son ? 

Clot. ’ Tis certain fhe is fled, 
Go in and cheer the King, ‘he rages, none 
Dare come about him, ** . 

K3 Queen 
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Queen. All the better ; may J 

This Night fore-ftall him of the coming:Day.: | Exit Om 
Clot. L loveand hate her3 for fhe's fair and Royal, 

And that fhe hath all courtly Parts more exquifite 

That Lady, Ladies, Woman, from every one 

The beft fhe bath, and fhe of all Compounded 

Out-fells them ali; I love her therefore; but 

Difdaining me, and throwing Favours.on 

To low Pofthumus, {landers io her Judgment, 

That what's elfe rare; is“choak’ds and:ih thatpoint 

I will conclude to hate her} noy indeed, 

To be reveng’d upon her. For, when Foals 

Enter Pifanio. 

Who is here’? What, are you packing, Sirah? 

Come hither’ Ah°you precious Pander, Villain, 

Where is thy Lady ? Ina word,;‘or elfe 

Thou art ftraightway with the Fiends, 

Pif. Oh, good my°Lord. 
lor. Where is thy' Lady? Or, by Fupiter, 

T will not ask’again.’ Clofe Villain, 

Il) have this fecret from thy Heart, or rip 

Thy. Heart to fidd it: Is the with Pofthamas ? 

From whofe fo: many weights of bafenefs, cannot 

A’dram of Worth be drawn. 

Pif. Alas,’ my Lord, 
How'can fie be with him? When was'fhe mift'd! ? 
He is in Rome. 

Clot. Where is fhe, Sir 2 Come neater 3 

No farther halting ; fatisfie’ me home, 

Whar is become of her. fo 
Pif. Oh, my'all-worthy Lord Pf 
Clot. All-worthy Villain / 09 

Difcover where thy Mitrefs is, at onee; aes 

At 'the next word 3 no more of worthy “Lord, : 

Speak, Or thy Silence on’ the inftanr, ‘is 

Thy Condemnation,’ and thy Death. iW 
Pif? Then, ’ Sit; ft 

This Paper is the hiftory of my knowledge 

Pouthing her flight. 

Clot. Let's fee't;’ F will’ purfite hier > has 

Even to 4ugujins Throne. 





Pi: 
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Pif. Or this, or perifh. | Afide. 
She's far ‘enough, Jandiwhat he learns by this, 

May prove'his travel; not her danger. 

Clot. Humh, 

Pif. Vil write tomy Lord the is dead. Ob, Jamogen, 
Safe may ft thou wander, fafe return agen. 

Clot. Sirrah, is this Letter true ¢ 

Pif. Sir, as I think. i 

Clor. It is Poffhumus’s Wand, 1 know’t... Sirah; if, thou 
would’ft not be a Villain, but to dome true Service; undergo 
thofe employments wherein I fhould have Caufe to ufe,thee 
with a ferious iaduftry, that is, what, Villany, foc’er I bid 
thee do to perform it, dire@tly and truly, I would think 
thee an honeft: Man; thou fhouldft ncither want my Means 
for thy Relief nor my Voice for. thy, Preferment, 

Pif. Well, my good Lord. 

Clot, Wilt thou ferve»me'? For fince patiently, and con- 
ftantly thou haft ftuck to the bare Fortune.of. that Beggar 
Pofthumus, thowcan'tt notin the,Courfe/of Gratitude, but 
be a diligent follower of mine, Wilt thou ferve me? 

Pif. Sir, T wills 

Clot. Give me thy. Hand, here’s my, Purfe. Haft any of 
thy late Mafter’s Garments in thy Pofleffion 2 

Pif. I have, my Lord, at the Lodging, the fame Suit he 
wore, when he took leave of my Lady. and, Miftrefs. 

Clot. The. firlt Service thou doft.me, fetch that Suit hi- 
ther ; let it be thy firft Service, go. 

Pif. I thall, my Lord. L Exit. 

Clot. Mect thee at Adilford-Haven 2 I forgot to ask him 
one thing, I'll remember’t anon ; even there,.thou -Villain, 
Pofthumus, will I kill thee, I. would thefe Garments were 
come. She faid upon atime, the. bitternefs of it, I now 
Belch from my. Heart, that the held. the very Garment, of 
Pofthumus, in more refpe?, than my Noble. and Natural 
Perfon ; together with the. adornment of my. Qualities. 
With that Suit upon my back will I ravith her; fart kil 
him, and in her Eyes----there fhall the fee my.Valoury. which 
will then be a torment to her Contempts He on, the ground, 
my {peech of infultment ended on his dead. Body, and when 
myLuit hath dined, which as I fay, ta vex her, . I »will. ex- 
ecute in the Cloaths that fhe fo prais’d ; oto the Conre 
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I'll knock her back, foot her home again, (She hath defpistd 

me rejoycingly, and Pll be merry in my Revenge. : 
Enter Pifanio, with a fvit,of Cloaths. AG 

Be thofe .the ‘Garments 2 > 


Pif. Ay, my Noble Lord. 8 ih 
Clot. How long:is’t fince fhe went.to Milford-Haven 2.) 
Pif. She“ean f{carce be there yet. b sa 
Clot. Bring this Appanel, to my -Chamber, that 3S) the 
fecond thing that I haye commanded thee, The thirdaisy 
that thou wilt be a voluntary Mute. to my Defign« Be but 
duteous, and true. Preferment fhall tender ir felf to thee. 
My Revenge is now at Milford, would) I, had, Wings 516 


follow it. Come and be true. {| Exit! 
Pif? Thou bidd’ft me to my lofs ;.for true to thee, iT 
Were to prove falfe, which L'will never.be | 
To him that is moft tric. To Milford, poy W 
And find not her, whom thou purfuetts; Plow, flowy.) acd 
You Heav’nly Bleffings on -her:. This Fool's {peed bai 
Be-croft with flownefs; Labour behis meed. [Eons 

S CLE N Buty ape Foreft. and. Cave. 
Enter Imogen in Boy's Cloaths. r ee y 


Imo. I {ee a Man’s Life is 4 tedious.ane,... Tae 
Phave tited my felf ; and for two Nights together sods 38 


Have made the Ground my Bed. I fhould-berfickysw sot 


But that my Refolution helps me 5, Adilfordy yA) sew 

When from the Mountain top Pifanio thew’d thee, \oi 
hou waft within a Ken, Oh; Feve, L.thiok vided, oA 

Foundations fly the wretched, fuch I MEAD s¢ nels asbla oA 


Where they thould be reliev'd, Two Beggars told me, 

I could not mif my way. Will poor Eolks.tie, OW 201 
That have AffliGtions on them, knowing stishsescs 7 

Punithment, dr Trial? Yes: no wonder,’ cod sis 

Whien rich ones Tearce tell true, T lapfe in Fulnefs,(; sve 
Is forer, than to tie for’ Need ; and Falthood: ys: b 
Is worfe in Kings, “than Beggars. My, dear:Lordy:,) biuow 
Thou art one o’th’ file ones}: now: think.on.thee,)s: 1 
My henger’s gone: bit even before L was; sasyverd dtiW 
At point tofink for Food. But what is this? | Seeing rheGdoe. 
Here is a Path to’'t ——— *tis fome favage hold ; 
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Dowere bef not call °F Gare tot call: yet Famine 
E’er it clean 6’ér-thray Nature, makes it valiant, 
Plenty and Peace bréeds'Cowards, Hatdnefs ever 
Of Hardinefs is Mother. Ho! who's hete? 
If any thing that’s civil, fpeak, if favage, 
Takes or fend=2Ho f'n anfwer? then 1°ll enter, 
Beft draw my Sword; and if mine Enem 
But fear'the Sword like ime, he'll {earcely look on’. 
Such'a Foe; 200d "Heav7is, [ She goes into the Cave. 
Emer Bellatius; Guiderius; and Arviragus, 
Bel. You Polidove have ptov'd belt Woodman, and 
Ate Maftér ofthe Feaft;’ Cadwall and I 
Will play the Cook, and Servant, "cis our match + 
The iweat of Taduftry would dry, and die 
But for the end it work'to, Come, ‘our Stomachs 
Will make what’s hortiely; favoury; Wearinefs 
Can {noreeupon ‘the Flint, when refty Sloth 
Finds the ‘Down‘pillow hard, Now peace be here, 
Poor Houfe, that keep’ thy felf. « 
Guid. I am throughly weary. 
Aros Lam weak with Toil, yet ftrong in Appetite. 


2801 


Guid. There is. cold Meat I'th*Cave, we'll: brouze on that 


Whilft what we have kill’d be Cook’d, 


Bel. Stay, come*for in 2 [Looking ix: 


But that it eats Our Vi@uals I fhould think 
Here were @ airy. 

Guid. What’s the matter, Sir 2 

Bel. By Fupiteran Adigel! or if Not, 
An Earthly Paragon. Behold Divinene(s 
No elder than a-Boy, 

IA Enter Imogen. 

4mo, Good Matter, ‘harm me not ; 

Before I enter’d’heré, I call’'d, and thought 


To have bege’d, or bought, whatI have took: good Troth 
I have ftolanoughe, hor would not, though I had found 


Gold ftrew’d i’th? Floor. » Here's Mony for my Meat, 
{would haveleft'it on the Board fo foon 
As I had. made*my Meal ¥ and parted 
With Prayers fot*the Provider, 
Guid: Mony, Youth? 


Arv. 
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Arv. All Goldand Silver rather turn to:Dirt,’ 
As’tis no better reckon’d, but of thofe 
Who worfhip dirty Gods. 

Imo. I fee you're angry: 
Know, if you kill me for my Fault, I fhould 
Have dy’d, had fy not made it. 

Bel. Whither bound? 

Imo. To Milford-Haven. 

Bel. What’s your Name? 

Imo. Fidele, Sir; 1 have a Kinfman, who 
Is bound for Jtaly: He embark’d at Aéilford, 
To whom being going, almoft {pent wita' Hunger, 
I am faln in this offence, 

Bel. Prithee, fair Youth, 
Think us no'Churls; nor meafure our good Minds 
By this rude Place we live in. Well-encounter'd, 
’Tis almoft Night, you fhall have better Cheer 
E’er you depart, and thanks ta ftay and eit 1: 
Boys, bid him welcome. 

Guid. Were you aWoman, Youth, 
I fhould woe hard, but be your Groom in honefty; 
I bid for you, as I do buy. 

Ary. Vil make’t my Comfort 
He isa Man, I'll love him as my Brother: 
And fuch a welcome as I’d give to him, 
After long abfence, fach is youts. Moft welcome’ : 
Be fprightly, for ‘you fall ‘mongft Friends. na SES 

Imo. ’Mongft Friends, ' Ht At [ Afide. 
If Brothers: would it had been fo, that they oY 
Had been my Father’s Sons, then had ‘ty Prize’ 
Been lefs, and fo more equal ballafting 
To thee, Pofthumus. 

Bel. He writigs at fome Diftrefs, a 

Guid, Would T'could free’t. uy ot ee 


N 


Ary. Ort, what e’er it be, Pays 
What Pain it coft, what Danger; Gods! : 
Bel, Hark, Boys. ~ | Whifperings 


Imo. Great Men 
That had a Court no bigger than this Cave, 
That did attend themfelves, and had the Virtue 
Which their own Confcience feal’d them; laying by 
That Nothing-gift of differing Multituces 
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Could not out-piecethefe twain. Pardon nie Gods, 
I'd change my Sex to be Companion with them, 
Since Leonatus’s falfe. 

Bel. It fhall be fo: ; 
Boys, we'll go drefs our Hunt. Fair, you come in; 
Difcourfe is heavy, fafting; when we have fupp’d 
We'll mannerly demand thee of thy Story. 

Sofar as thou wilt {peak it. 
Guid. Pray draw near. 
Ary. The Nightto th’ Owl, 
And Morn to th’ Lark lefs welcome. 
Imo. Thanks, Sir, 
Ary, I pray draw near. [Exeunt. 


SCE N-E V.. Rome. 


Enter two Roman Senators, and Tribunes, 

t Sea, This is the Tenor of the Emperor's Writs 
That fince the common Men are now in AGtion 
*Gainkt the Pannonians, and Dalmatians, _ 
And that the Legions now in Gallia, are 
Full weak to undertake our Wars againft 
The faln-off Britains, that we. do incite 
The Gentry to this Bufinefs._ He. creates 
Lucius Pro-Conful: and to you the Tribunes 
For this immediate Levy, he commands 
His abfolute Commifiion, Long live Ce/ar, 

Tri. Is Lucins General of the Forces? 

2 Sen. Ay. 

Tri. Remaining now in Gallia? 

t Sen. With thofe Legions 
Which I have {poke of, whereunto your Levy 
Muft be fuppliant: the words of your Commiffion 
Will tie you to the Numbers and the Time 
Of their difpatch. 


Tri. We will dilcharge our Duty. [ Exennt. 
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Ach i8y SII Sei B Nek oD GB 
SCENE The Foref. « 


Exter Cloten alone. 


Clot. ¥ Am near to th’ Place where they fhould meet, af 
Pifaniohave map’d it truly.’ How fit: his Garments 
ferve me! Why thould his Miftrefs, who was made by him, 
that made the Tailor, “not be fit too? ‘The rather, faving 
reverence of the Word, for’tis faid, 2 Woman's fitnefscomes 
by fits: Therein I muft play the Workman, I dare peak 
it to my felf, for it is not Vain-glory for a Man and his 
Glafs, to confer in his own Chamber; Imean, the Lines of 
my Body ate as well drawn as his; no Jefs young, ‘more 
ftrong, not beneath him ‘in Fortunes, beyond*him in the*ad- 
vantage of the time, above him in Birth, alike converfant 
in general Services, and» more remarkable in fingle Oppofitit 
ons; yet this imperfeverant Thing loves himin my-defpight, 
What Mortality is! Pofthumus, thy Head, which now is grows 
ing upon thy Shoulders, fhall within this Hour. be off, thy 
Miftrefs enfore’d, thy Garments cut*to pieces ‘before thy 
Faces and all this'done, {purn-her home to her Father; who 
may; ‘happily, bea little angry for my fo rough wages -but 
my Mother having power of his Teftinefs, fhall tarnialliine - 
to my Commendations.’ My Horfe is ty’d sup: fafes out 
Sword, and to a fore purpofe; Fortune put themiinto imy 
Hand; this is the very defcription of their: meeting” place, 


and the Fellow dares not deceive me: fBwit. 
Enter Bellarius, Guiderius, Arviragus, and Imogen ftons 
the Gave. : 


Bel. You are not wells Remain‘here in the Cave, 
We'll come to you’after Hunting. ‘ae 
Aru, Brothers ftay heres” 
Are we not Brothers? 
Imo. So Man and Man fhould “be, 
But Clay and Clay differs in Dignity, 
Whofe Duftiis both alike. Iam very fick 
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Guid. Go you to Hunting, I'll abide with him. 
Imo. So fick I am not, yet I am not well, 
But not fo Citizen, a)wanton,. as 
To feem to die, ¢’er fick: So pleafe you, leave me, 
Stick to your Journal courfe; the breach of Cuftom, 
Is breach of all. Iam ill, but yourbeing by me 
Cannot amend me. Society is no. Comfort 
Forone not fociables| I am not very. fick, 
Since I can reafon.of it, Pray you truft me here, 
T'llrob none but my felf, and let me die 
Stealing fo poorly. 
Guid. I love thee: I have {poke it, 
How. -muchythe quantity, the weight as much, 
As Edo love my» Father. 

Bel. What? how? how? 

Aru, If it be fin toi fay fo, Sir, I yoak me 
In: my Brother's Paule: Lknow not-why 
I love this Youth, -and'I have heard you fay, 

Love's teafon’s without reafon. The Bier.at Door; , 
And a:demand. who is’tthall die, I’d fay 
My Father, not this, Youth, 
Bel: Qh noble Strain! 
O worthinefs of Nature; breed of Greatnef! 
**) Cowards, | Father Cowards,-and bafe things, Sire -bafes 
*f.| Nature hath’ Meal and: Bran; Contempt and Grace, 
I'm not their Father, -yet' who this fhould,be, 
Doth miracle it,felflov'’d before me! 
- Fis the-ninth hour o’th’ Morn. 

Arv. Brother, farewel. 
mosh with. ye {port. 

4Arv. You health———So pleafe you, Sir. 

Imo. Thefeare kind Creatures. Godsy.what lies I have heard ! 
Our Courtiers fay, all’s fayage,, but at Court : 
Experience, oh how thou difprov’ft Report. 

Th’ imperious Seas breed Monfters; for-the Dith, 

Poor Tributary Rivers,, as {weet Fitts 

Tam fick ftill, heart-fick Pifanio, 

Pil now taft of thy: Drug, Drinks out of the iol. 

Guid. 1 could not fir hima; : . sae 
Fe faid he was gentle, but unfortunate; 
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Difhoneftly afflicted, but yet honeft. 
Ary. Thus didhe anfwer me; yet faid, hereafter 
I might know more, 
Bel. To th’ Field, to th’ Field: 
We'llleave you for this time, go in, and reft. 
Ary. We'll not be long away. 
Bel. Pray be not fick, 
For you muft be our Houfwife. 
Limo. Well or ill, 
IT am bound to you. Exit. 
Bel. And fhalt be ever. . 
This Youth, how e’er diftrefs’d, appearshe hath had 
Good Anceftors. 
Arv. How Angel-like he fings? 
Guid. But his neat Cookery? 
Arv. He cut our Roots in Chara@ers, 
And fauc’d our Broths, as Funo had been fick, 
And he her Dieter. 
Arv. Nobly he yoaks 
A fmiling with a figh: as if the figh 
Was that it was, for not being fuch a fmile: 
The {mile mocking the figh, that it would fly AT 
From fo divine a Temple, to commix 
With Winds that Sailors rail at. Aste 
Guid. I do note, tid ear 
That Grief and Patience rooted in them both, 
Mingle their fpurs together, 
Ary. Grow Patience, 
And let the ftinking Elder, Grief, untwine 
His perifhing Root, with the encreafing Vine. 
Bel. It is great Morning. Comeaway: who’sthere? 
Enter Cloten. 
Clot. I cannot find thofe Runagates, that Vilhin 
Hath mock’d mes I am faint. 
Bel. Thofe Runagates! 
Means he not us? I partly know him, tis 
Cloten, the Sono’ th’ Queen; I fear fome Ambufh-- 
I faw him not thefe many Years, and yer 
I know ’tis he: we are held as Out-laws; hence. 
Guid. He isbutone; you, and my Brother {earch 
What Companies are near: pray you away, 


Let, 
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Let me alone with him. { Exeunt Bellarius and Arviragus. 
Clot. Soft, what are you 
That fly me thus ?° Some Villain: Mounttainers—— 
I have heard of fuch. What Slave art thou2 
Guid. A. thing 
More flavith did T ne'er, than anfwering 
A Slave without a knock, 
Clot. Thou art a Robber, 
A Law-Bréaker, a Villain; yield thee, Thief, 
Guid. Towhom? to thee? what art thou? Have notT 
An Arm as big as thine ? a Heart as big? 
Thy Words I grant are bigger: for I wear not 
My Dagger ii my Mouth. Say what thow art, 
Why I fhould yield to thee? 
Clot. Thou Villain bafe, 
Know’ft me not by my Cloaths? 
Guid. No, nor thy Tailor, Rafcal, 
Who is thy Grandfather, he made thofe Cloaths, 
Which, as it feems, make thee. 
Clot. Thou precious Varlet ! 
My Tailor made them ‘fot, 
Guid. Hence then, and thank 
The Man thatgave them thee. Thowart fomeé Fool, 
I am loth to beat thee. 
Clot. Thou injurious Thief, 
Hear but my Name, and tremble. 
Guid. Whit’s thy Name? 
Clot. Cloten, thou Villain. 
Guid. Clotes, thou double Villain be thy Name, 


T cannot tremble atit’s were it Toad, or Adder, Spider, 
°*T would mové fooner. 


Clot. To thy further fear, 
Nay, to'thy meer Confufioh, thow fhalt know 
I am Son toth’ Quien, 
Gaid. 1 ath forry for’t; not feeming 
So worthy as thy Birth, 
Cyot. Art nor afraid 2 
G uid. Thole chat’ reverence, thofeT fear, the Wife: 
At Fools [ laugh, not fear'them. 
Clot. Die the Death’ 
When I haverflain ‘thee with my proper Hand, , 
. I'l 
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L'll follow thofe that ev'n now fled hencey ..., 

And on the Gates of Lud’s Town fet your Heads: 

Yield Ruftick Mountaineer. [ Fight and Extunt, 
Enter Bellarius and Arviragus. 

Bel. No Company’s abroad. 

Ary. None in the World; you did miftake him fure, 

Bel. I cannot tell; long isit fince I faw him, 

But Time hath nothing blurr’d thofe Lines of Favour 
Which then he wore; the fnatches in his Voice, 
And burft of {peaking were as his: I am abfolute 
"Twas very Cloten. 

Arv. In this place we left them; 

1 with my Brother make good time with him, 
You fay he is fo fell. 
Bel. Being fearce made up, 
I mean to Man; he had not apprehenfion 
Of roaring Terrors: For defe& of Judgment 
Is oft the caufe of Fear. Butfee thy Brother. 
Enter Guiderius. 

Guid. ThisCloten was a Fool, an empty Purfe, 
There was no Mony in’t; Not Hercules 
Could have knock’d out his Brains, for he had none; 
Yet I not doing this, the Fool had born 
My Head, as I do his. 

Bel. Whathaft thou done? 

Guid. Lam perfe@ what ; cut off one Cloten's Head, 
Son to the Queen, after his own report, 

Who call’d me Traitor, Mountaineer, and {wore 

With his own Hand he’d take us in, 

Difplace our Heads, where, thanks to th’ Gods, they.grow, 
And fet them on Lad’s Town, 

Bel, We are all undone. . 

Guid. Why, worthy Father, what have we to lofe, 

But that he fwore to take, our Lives? the Law 
Prote@s not us, then why fhould we be tender, 
To let an arrogant piece of Flefh threat us? 
Play Judge, and Executioner, all himfelf ? 
For we do fear ro Law. What Company 
Difcover you abroad? 


Bel. No fingle Soul 
Can 





Cymbeline. 2809 


Can we fet Eye on; but in all fafe reafon 
He muft have fome Attétidants. Though: his Honour 
Was nothing but mutation)» ay and that 
From One bad thing to worfe; Not Frenzy, 
Not abfolute MadnefS Could:fo far have rav’d 
To bring him here alone, although perhaps 
Itmay be heard at’Court, that fuch as we 
Cave here, haunt Here, are Our-laws, and. in.time 
May make fome ftronger head, the which he hearing, 
Asit is like him, might break out, and {wear 
He'd fetch us in; *yet'is’t not probable 
To come alone, either fo undertaking, 
Or they fo fuffering; then on good ground we fear, 
If we do fear this Body hath a ‘Tail 
More perilous than the Head. 
Ary, Let Ord’nance 
Come, as the Gods foréfay ity howfoe’er 
My Brother hath done well. 
Bel, 1 had no mind 
To hunt this day: The Boy Fidele’s ficknefs 
Did make my way long forth, 
Guid. With his own Sword, 
Which he did wave’apainft my Throat, I haveta’ea 
His Head from him: YV'll throw’t into the Creek 
Behind our Rock, and let it to the Sea, ; 
And tell the Fifhes, he’s the Queen's Son, Cloten, 
That's all freak. | Exit. 
Bel. I fear “twill be‘reveng’ds 
Would, Polidore, cou had not done’t:;-though Valour 
Becomes thee well enought 
Ard. NGA d'T had done’r, 
So the Revenge alone purfu’d me+ Polidore, 
I love thee Brotherly, but envy much 
Thou haft tobb’d'me 6f this deed; P would Revenges 
That poffible Strength might meet,.would feek. us through, 
And put us to our anfwer) 
Bel. Well, ’tis done* 
We'll hunt no more'te'day,’ nor feck for-danger 
Where there’sno prdftiP pritheée to our Rock, 
You and Fidele play the Cooks: I'll ftay 
’Till hafty Potidore return, and bring him 
"Hor. VI. L 
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To Dinner prefently. 
Arv. Poor fick Fidele! 
T'll willingly to him; to gain his colours 
Vd let a Parifh of fuch Clotens blood, < 
And praife my felf for Charity. LExit. 
Bel. O thou Goddefs, 
Thou divine Nature! thy felf thou blazon’ft 
In thefe two Princely Boys: they are as gentle 
As Zephyrs blowing below the Violet, 
Not wagging his fweet Head; and yer, as rough, 
Their Royal Blood enchaf'd, as the rud’ft Wind, 
That by the top doth take the Mountain Pine, 
And make him ftoop to th’ Vail. *Tis wonder 
That an invifible inftin@ fhould frame them 
To Royalty unlearn’d,, Honour untaught, 
Civility not feen from other; Valour, 
That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop 
As if it had been fow’d: yet ftill it’s ftrange 
What Cloren’s being. here to us_portends, 
Or what his. death will bring us. 
Enter Guiderius, 
Guid, Where’s my Brother? 
I have fent Cloten’s Clot-pole down the ftream, 
In Embaffie to his Mother; his Body’s hoftage 
For his Return, [Solemn Ad upick. 
Bel. My ingenious Inftrument, 
Hark Polidore, it founds: But what occafion 
Hath Cadwall now to give it motion? Hark. 
Guid. 1s he at Home? 
Bel. He went hence even now. 
Guid. What does he mean ? 
Since death of my dear'ft Mother 
It did not fpeak before. All folemn_things 
Should anfwer folemn Accident. The matter? 
Triumphs for nothing, and lamenting Toys, 
Is Jollity for Apes, and Grief for Boys. 
Is Cadwall mad é WY 5. 
Enter Arviragus, with Imogen dead, bearing her, im his 
Arms. 
Bel, Look, here he comes, 
And brings the dire oceafion in his Arms, be 
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OF what we blame him for. 

4rv. The Bird is dead 
That we have made fo much on. I had rather 
Have skipt from fixteen Years of Age, to fixty: 
To have turn’d my Jeaping time into a Crutch, 
Than have feen this. 

Guid. Oh {weereft, faireft Lilly! 
My Brother wears thee not the one half fo well, 
As when thou grew’ft thy felf. 

Bel, Oh Melancholly, 
Who ever yet could found thy bottom? Find 
The Ooze, to thew what Coaft thy fluggith care 
Might cafilieft harbour in? Thou bleffed thing, 
Feveknows what Man thou might’ft have made: but T, 
Thou dy’dft, a more rare Boy, of Melancholly. 
How found you him 2 

rv. Stark, as you fee: 

Thus fmiling as fome Fly had tickled Slumber, 
Not as Death’s Dart being laugh’dat: his right Cheek 
Repofing on a Cufhion, 

Guid. Where? 

Arv, O'th’ Floor: 
His Arms thus leagu’d, I thought he flept, and put 
My. clouted Brogues from off my Feet, whofe rudenefs 
Anfwer’d my Steps too loud, 

Guid. Why, he but fleeps ; 

If he be gone he'll make his Grave a Bed ; 
With Female Fairies will his Tomb be haunted, 
And Worms will not come to thee. 

Arv. With faireit Flow’rs 

Whilft Summer lafts, and I live here, Fidele, 

I'll fweeten thy fad Grave: thou thalt not lack 

The Flow’r that’s like thy Face, pale Primrofe ; nor 
The azur’d Hare-Bell, like thy Veins; no nor 

The Leaf of Eglantine, whom not'to flander, 
Out-fweetn’d not thy Breath: the Raddock would 
With charitable Bill (Oh Bill fore fhaming 

Thofe rich-lefe Heits, that let their Pathers lye 
Without a Monument) bring thee all this, 

Yea, and furr’d Mofshefides; When Flow’rs.are none 


To Winter-ground thy coarfea——— 


| Guid. 
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Guid. Prithee have done, 
And do not play in Wench-like words with that 
Which is fo ferious. Let us bury him; 
And not protra& with admiration, ‘what 
Is now due Debt. To th’ Grave. 
Ary. Say, where fhall’s lay him? 
Guid. By good Exuriphile, our Mother. 
Arv. Be't fo: ) 
And let us, Polidore, though now our Voices 
Have got the mannifh crack, fing him to th’Ground 
As once to our Mother? “ufe like note, and words, 
Save that Exriphile mutt be'Fidele, 
Guid. Cadwall, 
I cannot fing: I'll weep, and word it with thee, 
For Notes of Sorrow, out of tune, are worfe 
Than Priefts, and Vanes than lie. 
Arv. We'll fpeak it then. 
Bel. Great Griefs I fee Med’cine thelefs, For Cloten 
Is quite forgot. He was'a Queen's Son, Boys, 
And though he came our Enemy, remember 
He was paid for, that : The Mean, and Mighty,rotting 
Together, have one Duft, yet Reverence, 
That Angel of the World, doth make diftin@ion 
Of place ’twixt high and lows Our Foe was’ Princely; 
And though you took ‘his Life, as being’ out Foe, 
Yet bury him, as a Prince. 
Guid. Pray thee fetch him hither, 
Therfites Body is as good as Ajax, 
When neither are alive. 
Arv. If you'll go fetch him, 
We'll fay our Song the whilft: Brother begin. 
Guid. Nay Cadwall,we maftlay his Head to th’Eaft, 
My Father hath a’reafon'for’e. 
Ary. >Tis true. 
Guid. Come on then, and remove’ him: 
Ary. So, begin. 
SON G. 
Guid, Fear no more the Heat o' th’ Sun; 
Nor the furious Winters rages, 
Thouthy worldly task haft done; 
Home art gone; and. take thy Wages, 
Golden 
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Golden Lads and Girls all muft, 
4s Chimney-Sweepers come to.Duft, 
Arv. Fear no more the Frown? th’ Great, 
Thou art paft the Tyrant's ftroke, 
Care no more to, Cloath and, Eat, 
To thee the Reed 1s as the Oak: 
The Scepier, Learnings Phyfick). muff, 
All follow this, and come to Duff. 
Guid. Fear no more the Lightning flafb. 
Arv. Nor th’all-dreaded Thunder-ftone. 
Guid. Fear no Slander, Cenfure, rafh, 
Arv. Thowhaft fini fh'd Foy and. Moan 
Both. Ai] Lovers. young, all Lovers muft, 
Confign to thee, and come to Duft. 
Guid. No Exoreifer harm thee. 
Arv. Nor no Witcheraft. charm thee. 
Guid. Ghoft unlaid forbear thee 
Ary. Nothing ill come near thee. 
Both. Quier confummation haves) 
And renowned be thy Grave, 
Enter Bellarius with the} Body of .Cloten, 
Guid, We have done our Obfequies: 
Come lay him downy 
Bel. Here’sa few Blow’rs, butabout Midnight more; 
The Herbs.that have on’them cold Dew o'th’ Night 
Are ftrewings fite:ft-for Graves: upon their Facess== 
You were as Flow’rs, now wither’d;, even fo 
Thefe Herbelets thall, which weupon you ftrew, 
Come on, away, ‘apart upon our Knees—-——- 
The Ground that gave them firft, has them again t 
Their Pleafures here are paft, fo are their Pain. [Exeunt. 
[Imogen awakes. 
Yes, Sir, to Adilford-Haven,. which is the way.2 
I think you----by yond Buth?=--pray how far thither 2—— 
‘Ods pittikins----can it be fix Mile yet? 
T have gone all Night----"faithy Ul lye down and fleep, 
But foft! no Bedfellow !---Oh Gods, and Goddeffes 
| Seeing the Body. 
Thefe Flow’rs are like the Pleafures.of the World; 
This bloody Man the ¢are.on’t... Ishope I.dream; 
For fo I thought I was.a Cave-keeper, 
And Cook to honeft: Creatures. . But.’tis not fo: 
Ly *T wa 
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*Twas but a bolt of nothing, thot at nothing, 
Which the Brain makes of Fames. Our very Eyes, 
Are fometimes like our Judgments, blinds. Good Faith 
I tremble ftill with fears’ but if there be 
Yet left in Heav’n, as {mall a drop of pity 
As a Wren’s Eye :fear'd Gods, a part,of it. 
The Dream’s here ftill;.even when I wake, it is 
Without me, as within me; not imagin’d, felt. 
A headlefs Man! The Garments of Pafthumus ? 
I know the thape of's Leg, this is his Hand, 
tis Foot Mercurialy his*Martial Thigh, 
The Brawns of Herewles x but his. Jovial. Face-—- 
Murther in Heav’nd How | ‘tis gone =++» Pifanio!---< 
All curfes madded Hecuba gave the Greeks, 
And mine to boot, be. darted on thee! thou 
Confpir'd with that irregulous Devil, Clotens 
Have here cut off my Lordy To write, and read, 
Be henceforth treacherous,» Damn’d Pifanio 
Hath with his forg’d: etters-~damn'd Pifanio | ++ 
From this moft:-braveft: Veffel of the World 
Struck the main top! Oh Pefthumus, alas, 
Where is thy Head@-where’s that? Ay me, ay, where’s’ that’ 
Pifanio might have kill’d thee at the Heart, 
‘And lefthis Head on. How fhould this be, Pifanio}—— 
‘Tis he-and: Cloten. Malice'and Lucre in them 
Have laid this woe here, Oh ‘tis pregnant, pregnant ! 
The Drug he gave me, which he faid was precious 
And Cordial to me;{-have 1 not found it 
Murdrous to th’ Senfes? that confirms it home: 
This is Pifanio’s deeds and: Cloten : Oh! 
Give'colour to my. pale Cheek with thy Blood, 
That we the horrider may feem to thole 
Which chace to findus, Oh,. my Lord! my Lord! 
_ Enver Lucius, Caprains, and a Soothfayer. 
Cap; To them, the Legions garrifon’d in Gallia 
After your will, have crofs’d the Sea, attending 
You here at A4ilford-Haven, with your Ships : 
They are in readinels, 
Luc. Bat what from Kome ? 
Cap. The Senate hath ftirr’d up the Confiners, 
And Gentlemen of Ztaly, moft willing Spirits, 








That 
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That promife Noble Service: and they come 
Under the Condé of bold Zachimo, 
Syenna’s Brother. 
Luc, When expect you them @ 
Cap. With the next benefit o’th’ Wind. 
Lac. This forwardnefs 
Make our hopes fair. Command'our prefent numbers, 
Be muttered, bid.the Caprains look to’t.: Now, Sir, 
What have you dream’d of face of this War'spurpofe? 
Sooth, Laft Night the very gods fhéew’d-mera Vifion 
(I feaft, and pray’d for their Intelligence) thus: 
I faw Fove’s Bird, the Roman Eagle wing'd 
From the Spungy South, to this part of the Weft, 
There vanifh’d in the Sun-beams, whiclr portends, 
Unlefs my Sins abufe my Divination, 
Succefs to th’ Roman Holt. 
Luc, Dream often fo, 
And never falfe. Soft ho, what Trunk isthere? 
Without his top? the ruin fpeaks, thatfomerime 
Tt was a worthy building. How! a Page} ie 
Or dead, or fleeping on him? but’dead rather : 
For. Nature doth abhor to make his bed 
With the defun@, or fleep upon the*dead, 
Let’s fee the Boy’s Face. 
Cap. He’s alive, my Lord. 
Luc, He'll then inftraG us of his'Body, © Youngionés 
Inform us of the Fortunes, for iv feems 
They crave to be dematided: who is this 
Thou mak’ft thy bloody Pillow? @rwhowas he 
That, otherwife than. noble Nature did, 
Hath alter’d that good Picture? What’s thy Intereft 
Inthis fad wrack? How came’t?: Who ie? 
What art thou? 
Ime. Y am nothing; or if not, 
Nothing to be, were better: This'was my Maiter, 
A very valiant Britain, and a good, 
That here by Mountainers yes flain: “Alas! 
There are no more fuch Matters : I thay wander 
From Eaft to Occident, cry out for Service 
Try many, all. good, ferve truly, never 
Find fuch another. Matter. 
Ea Lue. 
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Luc. ‘Lack, good Youth! ‘ 

Thou mov'ft nolefs with thy complaining,: ‘than — 
Thy Matter in bleeding: Say his name, good Friend. 

Imo. Richard duCamp : I ido lye, and do 
No harm by ‘it, ‘though the Gods hear,vDhope [ Afide 
They'll pardonsit. Say you, Sir? 

Luc. "Fhy name? 

Imo. Fidele, Sir. 

Luc. Thow dott approve thy fel theivery fame 
Thy Name well fits thy Faith, thy: Faith, thy Name. 
Wilt take thy change with me? 1 will-norjfay 
Thou fhalt be fo well mafter’d,:but:be fure 
No lefs belov’d. The Roman Emperot’s Letters 
Sent by a Conful:to me; fhould ‘notfooner 
Than thine own worth prefer thee: Gowith me. 

Lmo. Vil follows Sirs But firft an’t pleafe the Gods, 
Pill hide my Matter from'the Flies as deep 
As thefe poor Pickaxes can dig: and when 
With wild Wood-leaves and: Weeds Icha? ftrew’d ‘his Gfave, 
And on it faida Century, of Pray’rs, 

Such as I can, twice o’er, I’ll weep, and figh, 
And leaving fo his fervice, follow! you; 
So pleafe you entertain'me. 

Luc. Ay, good:Youth, 
And rather Father thee, than Mafter thee. My Priends, 
The Boy-hath taughttis manly Duties: Lerius 
Find out the prettieft Dazied-plot we ean, 
And make him with our Pikes and Partizans 
A Grave; come, Arm him: Boyy-he ispreferid 
By thee, to us, and he fhall be interr’d 
As Soldiers can. Be chearful, wipe thine Byes, 
Some falls are msats:theshappier to: arife. [Exennt, 


S CE NEW +The Palace: 


Enter Cymbeline, Lords, add Pifanio; 
Cym. Again; and bring me word how’tis with her; 
A’ Fever with the abfence of her Son: 
A Madnefs, of which'her Life’s in danger; Heav’ns! 
How deeply you at'orice do touch me.’ “Zmogen, 
The great part of my Comfort, ‘gone! "My Queen 
Upon 
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Upon a defperate Bed, and in atime 
When fearful Wars. point’at me ! Her Songone, 
So needful for, this prefent:t: It ftrikes me, paft 
The hope of Comfort, But for thee,: Fellow, 
Who needs muft know of. her Departure, «and 
Doft feem fo ignorant, we'll inforce itfrom. thee 
By « harp torture. 
Pif. Sir, my Life is yours, 
I humbly fet it at your Will :. But for my: Miftrefs, 
I nothing know where fhe remains ; why gone, 
Nor when fhe purpofesireturn, Befeech your Highnefs, 
Hold me your Loyal Servant, 
Lord, Good, my Liege, 
The Day that the-was mifling, he was here ; 
I dare be bound he’s; trite, and: fhall perform 
All parts of his Subjection loyally.: For \Cloren, 
There wants no dilizence in feeking-him, 
And will no doubt be found. 
Gym. The time is troublefome ; 
We'll flip you for a Seafon, but with Jealonfie 
Do’s yet depend. 
Lord. So pleafe your Majefty, 
The Roman Legions all from Gallia drawn, 
Are landed on your Coaft, with large fupply 
Of Roman Gentleman, by the Senate fent, 
QGym. Now for the Counfel of my Son and Queen. 
T am amaz’d with matters 
Lord. Good my Liege, 
Your Preparation can affront no lefs 
Than what you hear of, 
Come more, for more you're ready ; 
The.want is, but to put thefe Powers in Motion, 
That long to move, 
Cm. V thank you? Jét’s withdraw 
And meet the time, as it feeks us. We fear not 
What can from Ztaly annoy us, but 
We grieve at Chances here. Away, 
Pif I heard no Letter from my. .Mafter,. fince 
I wrote him Imogen was flain. *Tis Rrange 5 
Nor hear I from my Miftrefs, who did. promife 
To yield me often tidings. Neither know I 


[Exeunt, 
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What is betide to Cleten, but remain 

Perplext in all. The Heav'ns ftill muft work ; 

Wherein I am falfe, [am honeft; not true, to betrue. 

Thefe prefent Wars: fhall find I love. my Country, 

Even to the Note o’th’ King, or I'll fall in thetn 3 

All other* Doubts, by time let them be clear’d, 

Fortune brings in fome Boats, that are not fteer’d. | Exit, 


§S C E.N E III. he Street: 


Enter Bellarius, Guiderius, avd Arviragus 
Gui. The Noife is round about us. 
Bel. Let us from it. 
Ary. What Pleafure, Sir, find we in Life, tolock it 
From A@tion, and Adventure 2? 
Guid. Nay, what hope 
Have we in hiding us? this way the Romans 
Muft, or for Britains flay us, or receive us 
For barbarous and unnatural Revolts 
During their ufe, and flay us after. 
Bel. Sons, 
We'll higher to the Mountains, there fecure us. 
To the King’s Party there’s no going ; newnefs 
OF Coten’s Death, webeing not known, not mufter'd 
Among the Bands; may drive us toa render 
Where we have liv’d; and fo extort from’s that 
Which we have done, whofe anfwer would be Death 
Drawn on with Torture, 
Guid. This is, Sir, a doubt 
In fuch a time, nothing becoming you; ¥ 
Nor fatisfying us. 
Arv. It is not likely, 
That when they hear the Roman Horfes neigh, 
Behold their quarter’d Fires, have both their Eyes 
And Ears fo cloy’d importantly as now, 
That they will wafte their time upon our Note, 
To know from whence we are. 
Bel, Oh, Tam known . 
Of many in the Army; maby Years, 
Though Cltexthen but young, you fee, not wore him 
From my remembrances And befidesy the King 
Hath not deferv’d’ my Service, nor your Loves 
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Who find in my Exile, the want of Breeding; 
The certainty of this hard Life, ay hopelefs 
To have the Courtefie your Cradle promis’d, 
But to be ftill hot Summer’s tanlings, ‘and 
The fhrinking Slaves of Winter. 

Guid. Than be-fo; 
Better to ceafe to be; pray, Sir, to th Army; 
I, and my. Brother arenot known; yourfelf 
So out of Thought, and thereto fo o’er-grown, 
Cannot be queftion’d, 

4rv. By this Sun that fhines 
I'll thither ;: what thing is it, that Inever 
Did fee Man die, fearce ever look’d on Blood; 
But that of coward Hares, hot Goats,-and Venifon? 
Never beftrid a Horfe fave one, that had 
A Rider like my-felf, who ne’er'wore Rowel, 
Nor Iron on his:heel 2: I iamafham’d 
To look upon the holy Sun; to: have 
The Benefit of his bleft Beamis, remaining 
So long a poor unknown. 

Guid, By Heav’ns Vibogo, 
If you will blefs.me, Sir, and-give me leave, 
[ll take the betcer cares but if you. will noty 
The hazard therefore due fall-on me, by. 
The Hands of Romans. 

Ary. 80 fay I, mens 

Bel. Mo reafon I, fince of ‘your Lives you fet 
So flight a valuation, fhould ‘réfetve 
My crack'd oneto more cares: Have with you, Boys, 
If in your Country Wars you chance to-die, 
That ismy Bed too, Lads, and there I'll lye. 
Lead, lead; the time feems long, their Blood thinks Scorn 
’Till it fieout, and fhew them Princes born. [ Exeant, 





ACT Vo “SSB aiid 
SCENE 4 Field between thé Britith and Ro- 
man Camps. 


Enter Pofthumus swith ‘a bloody Handkerchief. 
oy EA bloody Cloth, Pi keep thees for I am witht 
Thou fhould’ft be colour’d thus. You married ones, 
a If 
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If each of you would take this Courfe, how many 
Mutt murther, Wives much betrer than themfelves 
For wrying but a little ?; Oh Pifanio! 
Every good Servant does not all Commands 
No Bond, but to do juft ones. .Gods ! if you 

Should have ta’en. Vengeance on my Faults, I never 
Hadiliv’d to pution this; fo had you faved 

The noble /wegen to repent, and ftrook 

Me, wretch, more worth your Vengeance. But alack 

You fnatch from hence for little Faults ; that’s love 

To have them-fall.no more ; you fome permit 

To fecond ils with ills, each: worfe than, other, 

And make them dread it, to the doers thrift 5! 

But Jmogen is your own, do your beft., Wills, 
And-make®me bleft to obey. Lam brought hither 
Among th’ /ralian Gentry, and to. fight 

Againit my Lady's. Kingdom 5) *tis enough 

That, Britain, L have kil’d thy Miftrefs : Peace, 

I'll give no wound to thee; therefore, good Heav’ns, 

Hear patiently my purpofe. I'll difrobe,me 

Of thefe Ztalian Weeds, and {uit my.felf 

As do’s a Britain Peazant ? fo T’ll fight 

Againft the part I come with ; fo I'll die 

For thee, O Jmogen, even for whom my Life 

Is every Breath, .a Death; and thus unknown, 

Pitied, nor hated, to the Face of Peril 

My felf I'll dedicate. . Let me make, Men know 

More Valour in me, than my Habit’s fhow; 

Gods, put the Strength o’th’ Leonati in me; 

To fhame the guife.o’th’ World, I will begin, : 
The Fafhion lefs without, and more within. [ Exit. 
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Enter Lucius, Tachimo, and the Roman Army at one Doors 
and the Britain’ Army at another’ > Leonatus Pofthumus 
following like’'a poor Soldier. They march over, and go 
out. Then enter again in Skirmifh Yachimo, and Pott- 
humus ; he'vanguifheth and difarmeth lachimo, and then 
leaves him. ‘ 

Tach. The heavinefs and guilt within my Bofom, 

Takes off my Manheod; I fide bely’d a Lady, 

The Princefs,of this Country ; andthe Air on’t 

Revengingly enfecbles me: Or could this Carle,’ 
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A very drudge of Nature’s, have fubdu’d me 

In my profeflion? Knighthoods, and Honours born, 

As I wear mine, aré Titles but of Scorn; 

If that thy Gentry, Britain,’ go before 

This Lowt, as he exceeds our Lords; the odds 

Is, that we fcarce are Men, and you'are Gods, [ Exit. 

The Battel continues, the Britains fly, Cymbeline is taken; 
then enter to his Refcwe, Bellarius, Guiderius, and Arvi- 
ragus. 

Bil Stand, ftand,° we have the Advantage of the Ground, 
The Lane is Guarded: Nothing routs us, but 
The Villany of our Fears. 

Guid. Arv. Standy ftand and fight: 

Enter Polthumus, “and "Seconds the Britains. They Refene 
Cymbeline; and Excunt, 
Then enter Lucius, Tachimo; and Imogen. 

Inc. Away; Boys ‘from the Troops; and fave thy felf 3 
For Friends kill Friends, ‘atid:the Diforder’s fach 
As War were hoodwink’d. 

Lach. ’Tis their frefti Supplies, 

Luc. It isa Day tirn’d itrangely ; or betimes 
Let’s re-inforce, or fly. 

Enter Potthumus, | and a Britain Lord. 

Lord. Cam’ft thou from where'they made the ftand’? 

Poft. I did, 

Though yow dt feems came from ‘the Fliers; 

Lord, 1 did. 

Poft. No blame tO you, Sir, for all was loft, 

Bur that the Heay’ns fought; the King himfelf 

Ofhis Wings-deftitute; the Army broken, 

And bur the backs of Britains feen; 2] flying 

Through a ftraight Lane, the Enemy fuil-hearted, 
Tolling the Tongue with flaught’ring, having work 
More plentiful; than Tools to do’t, ftrook down 

Some mortally, fome. flightly touch’d, fome fallin 
Meerly through Fear, that the ftraight pafs was damm'd 
With dead Men, hurt behind, and Cowards living 
To die with length’ned fhame, 

Lord. Where was this Lane ? 

Poft, Clofe by the Battel, ditch’d, and’ wall’d with Turf, 
Which gave Advantage to an ancient Soldier, 


[ Exeunt. 
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An honeft one I warrant, who deferv’d 
So long a breeding, as his white Beard came to, 
In doing this’ for’s Country. Athwart the Lane, 
He, with two Striplings, Lads more like to'run 
The Country bafe, than to commit fuch Slaughter, 
With Faces fit for Masks, or rather fairer 
Than thofe for Preferyation cas’d, or fhame, _. 
Made good the Paffage, cry’d to thofe that fled, 
Our Britain’s Hearts die flying, not our Men, 
To darknefs fleet Souls that fly backward 3 ftand, 
Or we are Romans, and will give you that 
Like Beafts, which you fhun beaftly, and may faye 
But to look back infront: ‘Stand, ftand. Thefe three; 
Three thoufand confident, in act as many ; 
For three Performers are the File, when all 
The reft do nothing. With this word ftand, ffand, 
Accommodated by the place; more Charming 
With their own Noblenefs, which could have turn’d 
A Diftaff to a Lance, gilded pale Looks ; 
Part fhame,partSpirit renew’d,that fome turn’dCoward 
But by Example (Oh a Sin in War, 
Damn‘d in the firft Beginners) ’gan to look 
The way that they did, and to grin like Lions 
Upon the P.kes o’th’ Hunters, Then began 
A ftop i’th’ Chafer, a Retire; anon 
A Rout, confufion thick. Forthwith they flie 
Chickens, the way which thty ftoopt Eagles; Slaves 
The ftrides the Vidtorsmade ; and now our Cowards 
Like Fragments in hard Voyages became 
The Life o’th’ need; having found the back dooropen 
Of the unguarded Hearts, Heav’ns, how they wound, 
Some {lain before, fome dying; fome their Friends 
O’er-born i’th’ former wave, ten chac’d by one; 
Are now each one the Slaughter-man of twenty ; 
Thofe that would die, or e’er refift, are grown 
The mortal Bugs o’th’. Field, 

Lord. This was 4 ftrange chance; 
A narrow Lane, an old Man, and two. Boys. 

Poff, Nay, do not wonder at it ; you are madé 
Rather to wonder at the things you hear, 
Than to work any. Will you Rhime upon’r, 


And 
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And vent it for a Mock’ny 2 Here is one + 
“ Two Boys, an old Man twice a Boy, a Lane, 
“ Preferu-d the Britains, vas the Romans bane. 
Lord. Nay, be not angry, Sir. 
Poff. Lack, to what end ? 
Who dares not ftand his Foe, I’ll be his Friend ; 
For if he'll do, as he is made to do, 
I know he'll quickly fly my Friendfhip too, 
You have put me into Rhyme. 
Lord. Farewel, you're angry. Exit. 
Poff. Still going? this isaLord; oh noble Mifery 
To be i'th’ Field, and ask what News of me ; 
Today, how many would haye given their Henours 
To have fav’d their Carkaffes 2 took heel to do’t, 
And yet died to, I,,in mine own woe charm’d, 
Could not find Death, where I did hear him groan, 
Nor feel him where he ftrook. Being an ugly Montter, 
"Tis ftrange he hides him in freth Cups, foft.Beds, 
Sweet Words ; or hath more Minifters than we 
Thatdraw his Knivesi’th’ War. Well] willfind him; 
For being now a Favourer to the Britain, 
No more a Britain, U have refum’d again 
The part I came in. Fight I will no more, 
But yield me to the verieft Hind, that fhall 
Once touch my Shoulder, Great the Slaughter. is 
Here made by th’ Romay ; great the anfwer be, 
Britains mult, take, For mes, my, Ranfom’s Death, 
On either fide I come to {pend my. Breath,; 
Which neither here I'll keep, nor bear agen, 
But end it by fome means.for Zesogen. 
Enter two Captains, and Soldiers... 
1 Cap, Great Fupiter be prais'd, Lucins is taken, 
*Tis thought the old Man, and his Sons, were Angels, 
2 Cap. There was a fourth Man, in a filly Habit, 
That gave th’ Affront with them. 
1 Cap. So ’tis reported ; 
But none of ’em can be found. Stand, who's there 2 
Poft. A Romans 
Who had not now. been. drooping here, if Seconds 
Had anfwer’d him, / 
2 Cap, Lay Hands on him ; a Dog, 
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A Leg of Rome fhall not return to tell 
What Crows have peckt them here; he brags his Service 


As if he were of Note; bring him to th’ King. 


Enter Cymbeline, Bellarius, Guiderius, Arviragus, Pifae 
nio, and Roman Captives: The Captains prefent Polthu- 
mus te Cymbeline, who delivers him over to a Gaoler. 


Ss CEN Ew 4 Prifon. 


Enter Pofthumus, and two Gaolers. 


1 Gaol. You fhall notnow be ftoln, you have locks upon you; 
So graze, as you find Pafture. 
2 Gaol. Ay, or a Stomach, [ Exeunt Gaolers. 
Poft. Moft welcome Bondage 5 for thouart a way, 
I think, to Liberty; yet am I better 
Than one that’s fick o’th’ Gout, fince he had rather 
Groan fo in perpetuity, than be cur’d 
By th’ fure Phyfician, Death ; who is the Key 
T’ unbar thefe Locks. My Confcience, thou art fetter’d 
More than my Shanks, and Wrifts; you good Gods give me 
The penitent Inftrument to pick that Bolt, 
Then free for ever. Ist enough I am forry ¢ 
So Children temporal Fathers do appeafe; 
Gods are more full of Mercy. Muft I repent, 
I cannot do it better:than in Gyves, 
Defir’d, more than conftrain’d ; to {atisfie 
If of my Freedom ’tis the main part, take 
No ftri@er render of me, than my. All. 
I know you are more clement than vile Men, 
Who of their broken Debtors take a third, 
A fixth, a tenth, letting them thrive again 
On their abatement ; that’s not my Defire, 
For Imsogen’s dear Life, take mine, and though 
Tis not fo dear, yet ’tis a Life ; you coin’d its 
*Tween Man, and Man, they weigh not every ftamp ; 
Though light, take Pieces for the Figure’s fake, 
You rather, mine being yours ; and fo great Powers, 
If you will take this Audit, take this. Life, 
And cancel thofe old Bonds. Oh Jmogen ! 
I'll fpeak to thee in Silence. errr [ He flecpss 


Solemn 
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Solemn Mujick, Enter, as inn Apparition, Sicilius Leonatus, 
Father to Pofthumus, an old Adan, attired like a Warrior, 
leading in his Hand an ancient Matron, his Wife, and Ado~ 
ther to Pofthamu:, with Adufick: before them. Then after 
ether Mufich, follows the tivo. young Leonati, Brothers ro 
Pofthumus, with wounds as they died in the Wars; They 
circle Pofthumus round as he lyes fleeping. 


Sicit, No more thou Thunder-Mafter 
Shew thy fpite, on mortal Flies : . 
With Azars fall out, with Fano chide, that thy Adulteries 
Rates, and Revenges. 
Hath my poor Boy done ought but well; 
Whofe Face I never faw 2 
Idy’d whilft in the Womb he ftay’d, 
Attending Nature’s Law. 
Whofe Father then, (as Men report; 
Thou Orphans Father art ) 
Thou fhouldft have been, and fhielded him 
From his Earth-vexing Smart. 
Moth. Lucina lent not me her aid, 
But took me in my throes; 
That from me was Pofthwmus ript, 
. _ Came crying ’mongft his Foes, 
A thing of pity. 
Sici. Great Nature like his Anceftry, 
Moulded the ftuff fo fair; 
That he deferv’d the praife o’th’ World, 
As great Sicilivs. Heir. 
t Bro, When once he was mature for Man; 
In Britain where was he 
That could ftand up his Parallel, 
Or Rival obje& be, 
In Eye of Imogen, that beft 
Could deem his Dignity ? 
Moth. With Marriage therefore was he miocké 
To be exil’d, and thrown 
From Leonati Seat, and caft 
From her his deareft one: 
Sweet Imogen / 
Sici, Why did you fuffer Lachimo, 
Slight thing of Sraly, 
Vou, V.. M To 
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To taiat his nobler Heart. and Brain, 
With needlefs. jealoutie, 
And to become the-geek and {corn 
O’th’ others vilany ¢ 
2 Bra. For this, from ftiller feats we camé, 
Our Parents, and us twainy 
That ftriking in our Countny’scaule, 
Fell bravely, and were flain, 
Our Fealty, and Tenantins right, 
W ith Honour to maintain. 
1 Bro. Like hardiment Pofhumus hath 
To Cymbeline perform’d; 

Then Jupiter, thou King of gods, 

Why. haft. thou thus adjourn’d, 

The Graces for his Merits due, 

Being all to dolours turn’d2 
Sici. Thy Cry {tal Window ope; look out; 
No longer, exercife 
Upon a valiant Race, thy harfh, 
And potent injuries, 
Moth. Since, Fupiter, our Son is good, 
Take off his miferies. 
Sici. Peep through thy Marble Manfion, help, 
Or.we poor Ghofts will cry 
Fo th’ fhining Syned of the reft, 
Againft thy Deity. 
2 Breth. Help, Fupiter, or we appeal, 
And from thy juftice flie. 

Jupiter de/cends in Thunder and Lightning, fitting wponan Eagles 
he throws aThunder-bolt. The Ghofts fall on their kuecs, 
Supit. No more you petty Spirits of Region low 
ffend our hearing; huth ! How. dare you Ghofts 

Accufe the Thunderer, whofe Bolt, you knows 

Sky-planted, batters, all rebelling Coalts. 

Poor fhadows. of Elizium, hence, and reft 

Upon your never-withering. Banks of Flowers. 

Be not with mortal.accidents oppreft, 

No care of yours it is, you. know ‘tis ours, 

Whom belt. I love,:I crofs;. to make my gift, 

"Fhe more delay’d, delighted. Be content, 

Your low-hid.Son,. our Godhead will uplift: 


His 
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His Comforts thrive, hi$ Trials well are {pent 
Our Fovial Star reign’d at his Birth, and in 
Our Temple was he marriéd? Rife, and fade, 
He fhall be Lord of Lady Imogen, 
And happier much by his Affli@ion made, 
This Tablet lay upon his Breaft, wherein | Tupit: drops a Tables; 
Our pleafure, his full Fortune, doth confine, 
And fo away: no farther with your din 
Exprefs Impatience, left you ftir up mine; 
Mount Eagle, to my Palace Cryftalline: [ Afcends: 
Sict, He came in thunder, his Céleftial breath 
Was fulphurous to fmell; the holy Ezgle 
Stoop’d, as to foot us: his Afcenfion 18 
More {weet than our bkft Fields; his Royal Bird 
Prunes the immortal wing, and cloyes his Beak, 
As when his God is pleas’d. 
All, Thanks, Fupiter. 
Sici, The Marble Pavement clofes, he is enter’d 
His radiant Roof: Away, and to be bleft 
Let us with care perform his great beheft, [ Vani fp; 
Poft. Sleep, thou haft been a Grandfire, and begos 
A Father to me : and thou haft created 
A Mother, and two Brothers, But, oh feorn! 
Gone——they went from hence fo foon as they were born; 
And fo I am awake. Poor wretches that depend 
On Greatnefs Favout, Dream as I have done; 
Wake, and find nothing. But, alas, I fwerve : 
Many Dream not to find, neither deferve; 
And yet are fteep’d in Favours; fo am I 
That have this Golden chance, and know not why 
What Fairies haunt this ground? a Book! Oh rare one! 
Be not, 4s is our fangled World; a Garment 
Nobler than that it coverss Letthy effe@s 
So follow, tobe moft unlike our Courtiers; 
As good, as prothife. 





Reads; 
W as the Lion’s Whelp fall, to himfelf unknown, with 
out fecking find, and be embracd by ui piece-of tender 
Air; And when fron a frately Cedar fhall be lopt brances, 
which being dead many years, fhall after vevive, be jointed 


#6 the old Stock, and frefbly° grow, ‘then foal Pottaumus 
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end bis miferies, Britain be Fortunate, and pourifb in Peace 
and Plenty, 
Tis {till a Dreams or elfe fuch ftuff as Mad-men 
Tongue, and Brain not :.’Tis either both, or nothing ; 
Or fenfelefs {peaking, or a {peaking fuch 
As Senfe cannot untie. But what at is; 
The Action of my Lifeis like it, which I'll keep 
If but for Sympathy. 
Enter Gaoler. 

Gael, Come, Sit, ate you ready for Death? 

Po/f.. Over-roafted rather : ready long ago. 

Gao. Hanging is the word, Sir, if you be ready for that, 
you are well Cookt. 

Poft. So if I prove a good repaft to the Spectators, the 
lifh pays the thot. 

Gao. Aheavy reckoning for you, Sir: but the comfort is, 

you fhall be called to no more payments, fear no more Ta- 
vern Bills, which are often the fadnefs of parting, as the pro- 
curing of mirth; you.came in faint;for want of meat, depart 
reeling with too much drink; forry that you' have paid too 
much, and forry that you are paid too much: Purfe and 
srain, both empty; the’ Brain the heavier, for being too 
light; the Purfe too light, being drawn of heavinels. Oh, 
ofvthis contradi@tion you fhall now be’ quit Oh the charity 
of a penny Cord, it fums up thoufands in a trice’; you have 
no true Debtor, and Creditor, but it; of what’s paft, is, 
and to come, the difcharge; your Neck, Sir, is Pen, Book, 
and Counters; fo the: Acquittance follows. 

Poff. i am merrier-to die, than thou art to-live. 

Gao. Indeed, Sir, he that fleeps, feels not the Tooth-Ache: 
but a Man that wereto fleep your Sleep, and a Hangman, to 
help him to Bed, I think he would’ change places with his 
Officer: for look you, Sir, you know not which way, you 
fhall go. 

Poff. Yes indeed do I, Fellow. 

Gao. Your Death has Eyes in’s Head then; I have not 
feen him fo pi@tur’d: you muft either be direGted by. fome 
that take upon them to know, ot to take upon your felf that 
which ¥ am fure you do not know : or Jump the after-en-* 
quiry on your own peril; and how you ‘fhall {peed in your 


Poft. 


journies end, I think you'll return never to tell one, 


Leo 


Cymbeline. 2829 


Poff. I te thee, Fellow, there® are. none want Eyes, \to 


dire& them'the way I am going, but.fuch as wink, and will 
not’ ufe them, 

Gao. What.an infinite mock is this, that a Man fhould 
have the belt ufe-of Eyes, to feethe way of blindnefs: I am 
fure {uch hanging’s the way of winking. 

Enter a Meffinger. 

Mef. Knock off his Manacles, bring Your Prifoner ‘to the 
King. 

Poft, Thoubring’ft good-News, Tam call’dto be made free! 

Gao. I'll be hang’d then, 

Poft. Thou fhalt be then freerthan aGaoler; ho'bolts for 
the Dead. [ Exegnr, 

Gao, Unlefs a Man would marry a Gallows, and beget 
young Gibbets,. I never faw one fo prone. Yet on my Cons 
{cience, there are verier*Knaves defire to live, for ali he be 
a Reman ; and. there be fome of them tod that die apaintt 
their wills; fo fhould I, if t.werevone!’ 1 would we were 
all of one mind, and one mind goed; © there were defola- 
tion of Gaolers and Gallowfes: T {peak againft my preferit 
Profit, but my with hath a preferment ‘in’r. PER. 


SCENE UL .Cymbeline’s pir 


Enter Cymbeline, Bellarius, Guiderius, Arviragus, Pifanie, 
and. Lords. 


ym. Stand by my fide, you, whom the gods have made 
Pretervers of my. Throne: Wo is my Heart, 
That the poor Soldier that fo richly fought, 
Whole rags fham’d gilded’ Arms, whofe naked breaft 
Stept before Targets of proof, cannot be found * 
He thall be happy that can find Him, if 
Our Grace can make him fo. 
Bel. I never faw 
Such Noble Fury in fo poor a Thing; 
Such precious deeds, in one that promis’d nought 
But beggary and poor looks. 
Cym. No tidings of him? 
Pif’ He hath been fearch’d amonp the dead, and Tivitg, 
But no trace of him. . . 
aN M3 Gym. 
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Cy. To my grief, Lam 
The heir of his reward, which I will add 
To you, the Liver, Heart, and Brain of Britain, 
[Fo Bell. Guid. and Arvirag. 
By whom, I grant, theives. “Lis now, the: time 
To ask of whence you are.» Reportait, 
Bell. Sir, 
In Cambria are we born, and, Gentlemen + 
Further to boaft, were neither true, nor modeft, 
Unlefs I add, we are honeft, 
Cym. Bow your knees, 
Anfe my Knights o’th’ Battel, I create you 
Companions to our Perfon, and will fit you 
With Dignities becoming your Eftatess 
. Enter Cornelius and: Ladies. 
There's bufinefsin thefe Faces.:. why fo. fadly 
Greet you our Victory? you look like the. Romans, 
And not o’th’ Courtsof Britain 
Cor, Hail, great ‘King, 
To four your happinefs, I muft report 
The Queen is dead. 
Cym. Whom) worfe than a Phyfician 
Would this report become; but 1 confider, 
My Med'cine Life may be prolong’d, yet Death 
Will feize the Do@or. too,...How. ended fhe? 
Cor, With horror, madly dying, like her felf, 
Which; being: cruel to the World, concluded 
Mott cruel to her felfs. What fhe confeft, 
I will report fo pleafe-you. © Thefe -her Women 
Can trip me, if ID err; who with wet Cheeks 
Were prefent-when.fhe-finifh’d. 
Cyme Prithee fay 
Cor, Firlt,the confels'd the never lov'd:you; only 
Affc&ted Greatnefs got by you, not you: 
Married your Royalty, was Wife to your place, 
Abhorr’d your Perfons 
Cym. She alone knew this ; 
And but fhe {pdke it dying, I:would nor 
Believe her Lips in opening it. . .Proceed. (J 
Cor. Your Daughters whom. fhe-bore.in. hands, to: love 
Wich fuch integrity, fhe did confefs 
Vas a Sco: pion to her fight, whofe tife, Bue 
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But that her flight prevented it, fhe had 
Ta’en off by Poifon; 

Cym. O moft delicate Fiend’! 
Who is’t ‘can read a Woman? is there more? 

Cor, Mores "Sirs and worfe. She did confefs the hid 
For you a mortal Mineral; whichobeing took, 
Should by the minute feed on life, and lingring, 
By inches wafte you. In which’timey the purpos'd 
By watching, weeping, tendance, kifling, to 
O’ercome you with her fhew : yes, and in time; 
When fhe had fitted you with her craft; tocwork 
Her Son into th’ adoption of the Crown : 
But failing of her‘end)by his ftrange abfence, 
Grew thamelefs defperate, open'd, in defpight 
Of Heav’n, and: Men, her purpofes: repented 
The evils the hateh’d; were not effected : fo 
Defpairing,’ died, 

Cym. Heard. you all this, her Women? 

Lady. We did, fo pkafe your Highnels. 

Cym. Mine Eyes 
Were not in fault, for the was beautiful : 
Mine Ears that heard ‘her flattery, nor ay Heart, 
That thought her like her feeming. It had been vicious 
To have miftraftedsher? yet, O my Daughter! 
That it was folly in me, thou may’ftifay, 
And prove it inithy’ feeling. Heav’n mend all. 
Exter Lucius, lachimo, und other Roman Pri oners, Leonas 

tus behind, and Imogen. 

Thou com’ ft noty ‘Grins; now for Tribute;| that 
The Britains have-rac'd out, though wich the lof 
Of many a bold one; whofe Kinfmen have made fuir 
That their good Souls may be appeas’d, with flaughter 
Of you theinCaptives, which our {elf have granted, 
So think of your Eftate, 

Luc. Confider, Sir, the chance-of War; the day 
Was yours by accident: had jt gone with us, 
We fhould not when the Blood: was cool; have threatned 
Our Prifoners with the Sword. .But fince the gods 
Will have it thus, that nothing -but our lives 
May be call'd-ranfome; Jet: it comes fufticeth, 
A Roman, with a Roman’s Heart can faffer + 
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Angultss lives to think on’t; andfo miith 
For my peculiar’ care.’ This one thing ‘only 
T will entreat, my Boy, a Britain born, 
Let him be.ranfom’d: méver Mafter“had 
A Page fo kind, fo duteous, diligent, 
So tender over his Oceafions, true, 
So feat, fo Nurfé-like ; ler his Virtue join 
With my requeft, which I'll make bold, your Highnefs 
Cannot deny : he hath done no Britain harm, 
Though he hath ferv’d a Roman. Save him, Sir, 
And {pare né Blood befide. 
Cym. I have furely feen him ; 
His favour is familiar to me: Boy, 
Thou haft look’d thy felf into my grace, 
And ait minedwn. Iknow not why, ‘nor wherefore, 
To fay, live Boy : ne’er thank thy Mafter, live} 
And ask of Cymbeline what Boon thou wilty 
Fitting my bounty, andthy ftate, I'll give it: 
Yea, though thou ‘do demand aPrifoner, 
The: Nobleft ta’ers 
Imo. 1 humbly thank’ your Highnefs, 
Luc. 1 do not bid'ithee beg my Life, good Lad; 
And ‘yet I’-know thou wilt. 
Imo. No, no,* alack, 
There’s*other work in “hand; I fee a thing 
Bitter to me as Death; your Life, ‘good Matter; 
Muft thuffle for ic felf. 
Luc, The Boy difdains me, 
He leaves me, fcorns me : briefly die their joys, 
That place:theny‘on the truth of Girls, and Boys. 
Why {f{tands he fo perplext? 
Cyw, What wouldft thou Boy? 
IT love thee more and’ more: think more and more, 
What’s beft.to aski' Know'ft him thow look’ft on? fpeak, 
Wilt have him live? Is he thy Kin?‘ thy Friend@ 
Imo. He isa" Roman, no more Kin to me, 
Than [ to your Highncfs; who’ being born ‘your Vaffal 
Am fome hing nearer, | ui 
Cym. Wherefore ey’ft thou him fo? 
Ime. Vil tell you, Sir, “in private, if “you pleate 
To. give me heating: aK i 
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Cym. Ay, with all my Heart. 
And lend my beft.attenuon... What’sthy Name? 
Imo. Fidele, Sir. 
Cym. Vhou'st my good-Youth, :my Page, 
I'll be thy Mafter: walk withime, {peak fre ely, 
Bel. Is not this Boy’ reviv’d from Death? 
Arv. One Sand another 
Not more refembles that fweet -Rofie Lad, 
Who dy'd, and was Fidele + whatthink you? 
Gui, The fame dead thing alive. 
Bel, Peace, peace, fee further; he Eyes us not, forbear, 
Creatures may be alike + -were’e he; I am fure 
He would have fpoke to us. 
Gui. But we fee him-dead, 
Bel. Bedilent-s lev’s fee further. 
Pif? Ie isomysMiftres:: ! Afide. 
Since fhe is living, let the time-run on, 
To good, or bad, 
Cym. Come,’ {tand- thow-by our fide. 


Make thy demand aloud. ~ Sir, ftep you forths:.[ Te Iachimo 


Give anfwer to this Boy, and do it freely, 
Or by our. Greatnefs, and the grace, of it 
Which is ‘our Honour, bitter Torture hall 
Winnow the truth from falthood. Ons. fpeak- to him. 
Imo. My Boon is, that this Gentleman may tender 
Of whom he had this-Ring. 
Poft. What's that to him? 
Cym. That Diamond upon'your Finger; fay 
How came it yours? ‘ 
Jach, Thow'lt torture me:to leave unfpoken; that 
Which to be fpoke would torture thee, 
Cym, How? me? 
Zach. Y'am-glad to be conftrain’d to utter thar 
Which torments: me¢ to. conceal. By: Villany 
I got this Ring; "twas Leowarns Jewel, 
Whom thou didft banith.; ‘and,, which mor 
As it. doth mé,-a Nobler Sir: ne’er lived 
:T'wixt Sky and Ground. Wilt thou hear more, 
Cym. All that’belongs to this, ' 
Lach. That Paragon, thy. Daughter, ' 
For whom. my Heart drops Blood, -and my falfe Spirits 
ee, Quail 
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Quail to remember. Givemeleave, I faint-——~ . [ Swoonds, 
Cym. My Daughter, what of her ?) Renew thy. firength 
I had rather thou fhouldft live, while Nature wil, 
Than die eer I hear more : ftrive Man, -and:fpeal. 
Tach, Upona time, unhappy wasthe Clock 
That ftruck the: Hour, it was in Rome, ,accurs'd 
The Manfion where, ’twas at a Feafty oh would 
Our Viands had been poifon’dl. or at leaft 
Thofe which I heav’d to head: the good Pafthunus-——— 
What fhould I fay 2? he was too. goodto be 
Where ill Men were, and was the beft of all 
Amonett the rar’ft of good, ones——fitting fadly,| 
Hearing us praife our Loves of /¢aly 
For Beauty, that made barren the fwell’d boaft 
Of him that beft could {peak ;. for Feature, lamng 
The Shrine of Venus, or ftraight-pight Adinervas 
Poftures, beyond brief Nature; for Condition, «4% 
A Shop of all the qualities, that Man 
Loves Woman for, befides that hook of Wiving, 
Fairnefs, which ftrikes the, Eye 
Cym. I ftand on Fire.,Come.to the! matter. 
Tach. All too foon I fhall, 
Unle& thou wouldft grieve quickly. This Poffhumne, 
Molt like a noble Lord; in love, ‘and one 
That had a Royal Lover; took his hint, 
And, not difpraifing whom we prais’d,, therein 
He was as calm-as Virtue, he began 
His Miftrefs Pidture, which by, his Tongue, |beixg: made, 
And then a mind put in’t, either aur brags 
Were crack’d in Kitching-Trulls,: or his Defeription 
Prov’d us unfpeaking Sots. 
Cym. Nay,-nay, to th’ purpofe. 
Tach. Your Daughter’s Chaftitys. there it begus: 
He fpake of her, as Dias had hot Dreams, 
And the alone were cold; whereat, I wretch 
Made {cruple of his.praife, and wag’d with him 
Pieces of Gold, ’gainft this, which then he wore 
Upon his Honour’d Finger 5 to attain 
In fuit the place of’s Bed,-and «win this Ring, 
By hers, and mine .Adultery-;. he, true Knight, 
No leffer of her Honour confident , 
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Than I dd try tind herjsftakes this’ Ring, 
And wovld-ito, had it been a Carbuncle 

Of Phebe Wheel; and mighe fo fafely, had it 
Been «il te worth of’s:Gar. | Away to Britain 
Poft { in this defign :: well may<you, Sir, 
Remembe: me at Courty where: I was.tanght 
Of your chafte Daughter, the wide difference 
"Twixt Anorous, and Villainouse« Being/thus quench’d 
Of hope;:not longings. mine Jralian Brain, 
*Gan in your duller Britain operate 

Mott vilely ; for my Vantage excellent. 

And to be brief, my practice fo prevail’d 
That I retarn’d with fimular proof enough, 
To make the Noble Leonatus mad; 

By wounding” his belief in her Renown, 

With Tok«s thus, andthus; averring notes 
Of Chamber-Hanging, PiGures, this her:Bracelet 
(Qh cunting how I goteit) nay fome marks 
Of fecret on her Perfon, that she couldenot 
But think her bond of Chafticy quite crack’d, 
I having ten the forfeit; whereupon, 
Methinks | fee him now—— 

Poft, Ax, fo thou do’ft, [ Coming forward, 
Mtalian Fiend! Ay me; moft-credulous Fool, 
Egregious Murtherer; ‘Thief, any thing 
That's dueto all the: Villains: paft, in being, 

To come—~Oh give me'Cord, Knife, or Poifon, 
Some upright: Jufticer,’ Thou King, fend out 
For Torturers ingenious ; it isel 

That all chiiabhorred things o’th’ Earth amend 
By being vorfe than they, I am Pofthumus, 
That kill'd thy Daughter :>Villain-like; I lies 
That caus’ a Jeffer Villain than my felf; 

A facrilegicus Thief to dot. The Temple 

Of Virtue was the; yea, and:fhe her felf, 

Spit, and chrow:Stonesy caft myre upon me, fet 
The Dogs o’th’Street:to bait!’mes every Villain 
Be call’d Pithumus Leonarasy and 
Be Villainy lefs than *twas, -@h Tmagen } 

My Queen, my: Life; my Wife: oh Imogen, 
dmogen, Iamgen. : O3q . 
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Imo. Peace, my Lord, hear, hear——= 
Poff. Shall’s have a Play of this? : 
Thou fcornful Page, there lie thy part. [ Striking her, fhe falls. 
Pif: Oh Gentlemen, help, 
Mine and your Miftrets Oh, my Lord Pojthamus } 
You ne’er kill’d Zogen "till now- help, help! 
Mine Honour’d Lady 
Cym. Does the World go round? 
Poft. How come thefe Staggers on me? 
Pif. Wake my Mittrefs. 
Cym. If this be fo, the gods do mean to ftrike me 
To death with mortal joy. 
Pif: How fares my Mittrefs. 
Imo. Oh get thee from my fight, 
Thou gav’ft me Poifon: dangerous Fellow hence, 
Breath not where Princes are. 
Cym. The tune of Zmogen. 
Pif. Lady, the gods throw Stones of Sulphur on me, if 
That Box I gave you, was not thought by me 
A precious thing, I had it from the Queen, 
Cym. New matter ftill, 
Imo. It poifon’d me, 
Corn. Oh gods! 
I left out one thing which the Queen confefs’d, 
Which mutt approve thee honeft. If Pifanio 
Have, faid the, given his Miftrefs that Confection 
Which I gave him for Cordial, the is ferv’d, 
As I would ferve a Rat. 
Cym. What's this, Cornelius? 
Corn. The Queen, Sir, very, oft importun’d me 
To temper Poifons for her; ftill pretending 
The fatisfaction of her Knowledge, only 
In killing Creatures vile, as Cats and Dogs 
Of no efteem; Pdreading, that her purpofe 
Was of more danger, did compound for her 
A certain ftuff, which bemg ta’en,. would feize 
The prefent power of Life, butin fhort time, 
All Offices of Nature fhould again 
Do their due Fun@ions. “ Have you ta’en of it? 
Imo. Moft like I did, for I was dead. 
Bel. My Boys, there was our Error. ol 
a Gaide 
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Guid. This is fure Fidele. 


Imo. Why did you throw your wedded Lady from you? 
Think that you are upon a Rock, and now 
Throw me again. 
Poft. Hang there like Fruit, my Soul, 
°Till the Tree die. 
Cym. How now, my Flefh? my Child? 
What, mak’ft thou me a dullard in this A&2 
Wilt thou not {peak to me? 
Imo. Your Bicfling, Sir. [Kueeling. 
Bel, Though you did love this Youth, I blame you not, 
You had a Motive for’. 
Cym. My tears that fall 
Prove Holy-water on thee; Imogen, 
Thy Mother’s dead. 
Imo. 1 am forry for’t, my Lord, 
Gym, Oh, fhe was naught; and long of her it was 
That we meet here fo ftrangely; but her Son 
Is gone, we know not how, nor where. 
Pif: My Lord, 
Now fear is from me, I’l] {peak truth, Lord Cloten, 
Upon my Lady’s miffing, came to me 
With his Sword drawn, foam’d at the Mouth, and fwore 
If I difcover’d not which way fhe was gone, 
Tt was my inftant death. By accident 
I had a feigned Letter of my Matter’s 
Then in my Pocket, which dire@ed her 
To feek himon the Mountains near to Alford, 
Where in a frenzy, in my Mafter’s Garments, 
Which he infore’d from me, away he pofts 
With unchaft purpofe, and with Oath to violate 
My Lady’s honour; what became of him, 
I further know not, 
Gui. Let me end the Story; I flew kim 
Cym. Marry, the gods forefend, 
I would not thy good deeds thould from my. Lips 
Pluck a hard Sentence: Prithee valiant youth 
Deny’t again. 
Gui. I have {poke it, and I did it, 
Cym, He was a Prince, 
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Gui, A moftincivil one: The wrongs he did me 
Were nothing Prince-like; for he did provoke me 
With Language that would make me {purn the Sea; 
If it could fo roar tome. I cut’ off’s Head, 
And am right glad he is not ftanding here 
Totell this tale of mine. 

Cym. I am forry for thee; 

By thineown Tongue thou art condemn’d, and muft 
Endure our Law; thou’rt dead. 
Imo. That headlefs Man I thought had been my: Lord: 
Cym. Bind the,Offender, 
And take him from our prefence, 
Bel, Stay, Sir King. 
This Man is better than the Man he flew; 
As well defcended as thy felf, and hath 
More of thee merited, than a Band of Clotens 
Had ever fcar for. Let his Arms alone, 
They were not. born for bondage. 

Cym. Why old Soldier, 

Wilt thou undothe worth thow art unpaid for 
3y tafting of our wrath? how of defcent 
As good as we? 

rv. In that he fpake too far. 

Cym. And thou fhalr die for’t. 

Bel, We will die all three, 

Bur I will prove that two on’s are as good 

As I have given out of him. My Sons, I muit 
For mine own part, unfold a dangerous. Speechs 
Though haply well for you. 

4rv. Your danger’s ours. 

Gui. And our good his, 

Bel, Have at it then, by leave 
Thou hadft, great King, a Subje&t, who 
Was call’d Bellarias. 

Cym. What of him? he.is.a'banith’d Traitor 

Bel. He it is that hath 
Affum’d this Age; indeed a banifh’d Man; 

I know not how a Traitor. 

Cym. Take him hence, 

The whole World thall not fave him: 


« 
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Bel. Not too hot; 

Firft pay me for the Nurfing of thy Sons, 
And let it: be confifcate all, fo foon 
As I have receiv'd it. 

Cym. Nurfing of my Sons? 

Bel. T am too blunt, and fawcy ; here’smy Knee: 
E’er I arife, I will prefer my Sons, 

Then {pate not the old Father. . Mighty Sir, 
Thefe two young Gentlemen that call me Fathers 
And think they are: my Sons, are none of mine, 
They are the Iflue of your Loins, my Liege, 
And blood of your begetting. 

Cym. How? my Iffue? 

Bel. So{ureas you, your Father’s; I, old ALorgas, 
Am that Bellarias, whom you fometime banifh’d ; 
Your pleafure was my near Offence, my Punifhment 
It felf, and all my Treafon that I fuffer’d, 

Was all the harm I did. Thefe gentle Princes, 
For fuch, and fo they are, thefs twenty’ Years 
Fave [ train’d up; thofe Arts they have, as I 
Could put into them. My breeding was, Sir, 

As your Highnefs knows, their Nurfe Exripbile, 
Whom for the Theft I wedded, ftole thefe Children 
Upon my Banifhment: I moy’d her to't) 

Having receiv’d the Punifhment before 

For that which I did then, Beaten for Loyalty, 
Excited me to Treafon.. Their dear lofs; 

The more of you “twas felt, the more it fhap’d 
Unto my end of ftealing them, But gracious Sir, 
Here are your Sons again; and I mutt lofe 

Two of the fweet’ft Companions in the World. 
The benediction of thefe covering Heav’ns 

Fall on their Heads like dew, for they are worthy 
To in-lay Heav’ns with Stars, 

Cym. Thou weep’ft, and. {peak’it: 

The Service that you three have done, is more 
Unlike, than this thou tell*ft.. L loft my Children-.- 
If thefe be they, I know not how to with 

A pair of worthier Sons, 

Bel, Be pleas'd a while 
This Gentleman, whom I eall Polidoré, 

" Mok 


= 





a a, a ae a 


Li 
i 
ie 
Y 
Peay 
‘eH 
ge 
; 
t 
y 









































i840 Cymbeline. 


Moft worthy Prince, as yours, is rue Guideriits ¢ 
This Gentleman, my Cadwall, Arviragus, 
Your younger Princely Son; he, Sir, was lapr 
In a moft curious Mantle, wrought by th’ Hand © 
Of his Queen Mother, which for more probation 
I can with eafe produce, 

Cym. C Saiderins had 
Upon his Neck a Mole, a fanguine Star, 
It was a Maik of wonder: 

Bel. This is he; 
Who hath upon him flill that natural ftamp : 
Ir was wife Nature’s end, in the donation, 
To be his Evidence now. 

Cym. Oh, what am I 
A Mother to the birth of three? Ne’er Mother 
Rejoic’d deliverance more; bleft, may you be, 
That after this ftrange ftarting from your Orbs, 
You may reign tn them now: Oh Imogen, ‘ie 
‘Toou hat loft by this a Kingdom. 

imo, No, my Lord: ; 
I have got two Worlds by’t. Oh my gentle Brotherss 
Have we thus met? ph never fay hereafter 
But I am trueft Speaker. You call’d me. Brother 
When I was but your Sifter: I you Brother, 

When we were fo indeed, 

Cym. Did you ¢’er meet? 

rv, Ay, my good Lord. 

Gui, And at firft meeting lov'd, 
Continu’d fo, until we thought he died. 

Corn. By the Queen’s Dram fhe {wallow’d. 

Cym. O rare inftine | 
When fhall [ hear all through? this fierce abridgment 
Harh to it circumftantial Reh which 
Diftinction fhould be rich in. Where? how liv’d yout 
And when came you to ferve our Roman Captive? 
How parted with your Brother? How firft met them? 
Why fled you from the Court?’ And whether thefes 
And your three Motives to the Battel; with: 
I know not how much. more fhould be demanded, 
And all che other by dependances 
From chance to chance? But not the, time, nor place; 
Will 
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Will ferve our long Interrogatories.” ‘See, 
Pofthumus Anchors upon Imogen; 
And the, like harmlefs Lightning, throws her Eye 
On him, her Brothers, Me, her Matter, hitting 
Each obje& with a Joy = the Counter-change 
Is feverally in all. _ Let’s quit this ground, 
And f{moak the Temple with our. Sacrifices. 
Thou art my Brother, fo we’ll hold thee ever. [To Bellarius. 
4mo, You are my Mother too, and did relieve'me: 
To fee this gracious feafon ! 
Gym. All o’er-joy’d 
Save thefe in Bonds, let them be joyful too, 
For they thall-tafte our Comfort. 
4mo. My good Mafter, I will yet do you fervice. 
Luc. Happy be you. 
Cym. The forlorn Soldier that fo nobly fought 
He would have well becom’d this place, and grac’d 
et he thankings of a King, 
Poft. { am, Sir, 
The Soldier that did Company thefe three 
In poor befeeming: “twas a fitment for 
The purpofe I then follow’d. That T was he; 
Speak, Lachimo, I had you down, and might 
Have made your finifh, 
Tach. 1 am down again : 
But now my heavy Confcience finks my Knee, 
As then your Force did. Take that Life, befeech yous 
Which I fo often owe: but your Ring firft, 
And ‘here your Bracelet of the true Princefs 
That ever fwore her Faith, 
Poff, Kaeel not to me: 
The power that I have on you, is'to fpare you: 
The malice towards you,'to forgiveyou. Live, 
And’ deal with others better. 
Cym. Nobly doom’d': 
We'll learn our freenefs of a Son-in-Law ; 
Pardon’s the word to alll: 
Ary. You holp us, Sir, 
As you did mean indeed to beour Brother, 
Joy’d are we, that you are. 
Pef. Your Servant, Princes. Good my Lord of Rame 
Vou. VI. N Call 
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Call forth your Sooth/ayer :, As 1 flept; methought 
Great Fupiter upon his Eagle back’d 
Appear'd to me, with other fprightly, fhews 
Of mine own Kindred. When L wak’d, I found 
This Label on my bofom ;, whofe containing 
Is fo from Senfe in hardnefs,, that I can 
Make no ColleGion of it... Let him thew 
His skill in the conftruction, 
Luc; Philarmouus. 
Sooth, Here, my. good Lord. 
Luc. Read, and declare the meaning. 


Reads. 

\ Hen as a Lion's Whelp fhall, to himfelf unknown, with- 

out fecking find, and be embracd by a piece of tender 
Air; And when from a frately Cedar ball be lopt branches, 
which being dead many years, frall after revive, be jointed 
to the old Stock, and frefbly grow,’ then ball Pofthumu 
end his Miferies, Britain be Fortwnate, and flourifh in Pe 
and Plenty. 


Thou, Leoxatus, art the Lion’s Whelp, 

The fit and apt Conftruétion of thy Name 

Being Leonatus, doth import fo much: 

The piece of tender. Air, thy Virtuous Daughter, 
Which we call: Adollis Aer, and Mollis der 

We term it Afulier: which Afulier I divine 

Is this moft conftant Wife, who even now 
Anfwering the Letter of the Oracle, 

Unknown to you, unfought, were clipt about 
With this moft tender Air. 

Cym. This hath fome feeming. 

Sooth. The lofty Cedar, Royal Cymbeline, 
Perfonates thee; And thy lopt Branches, point 
Thy two Sons forth: who by. Bellarins {toll’n 
For many years thought dead, are now reviv'd, 
Tothe Majeftick Cedar join’d$ whofe Iffue 
Promifes Britaiz, Peace and Plenty. 

Cyn, Well, 

My Peace wewill begin: And Caius Lucius, 
Although the Victor, we fubmit to Ce/ar, 


And to the Reman Empire; promifing 
To 


Cymbeline. 2343 


To pay out wonted Tribute, from the which 
We were diffuaded by our wicked’ Queen, 
Whom Heav’ns in'jultice’ both on her, and hers, 
Have laid moft heavy hand. 

Sooth. The Fingers of the Powers above, do tune 
The Harmony of this’Peace + the Vifion 
Which I made known to Lucius e’er the ftroke 
Of this yet fcarce-cold Battel, at this inftanr 
Is full accomplith’d. For the Roman Eagle 
From South to Weft, on Wing foaring aloft 
Leffen’d her felf, and‘in the Beams oth’ Sun 
So vanith’d; which fore-fhew’d our Princely Eagle 
Th’ Imperial Ce/ar,.. thould again unite 

is favour, with the Radiant Cymbeline, 

Which fhines here in the Weft 
Gm. Laud we the gods; 
And Jet our crooked Smoaks climb. to their Noftrils 

gon our bleft Altars. Publith we this Peace 
o all our Subje&s. Set we forward : let 
A Roman, and a Britifh Enfign wave 
Friendly together; fo through Lyd’s Town march, 
And in the Temple of great Jupiter 
Our Peace we'll ratifie. Seal it with Feafts. 
Set on there: Never was 2 War did ceafe 
Ever bloody hands were wafh’d, with fuch a Peace; 
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Dramatis Perfonze: ~~ 


Ntiochus, ia Tyrant of Greece. 
Pericles, Prince of Tyre: 
Hellicanus, 


7 
Bicones, ; two Lords of Tyre. 





Symonides, King of Pentapolis. 

Cleon, Governor of Tharfus. 

Lyfimachus, Governor of Metalinc. 
Cerimon, 2 Lord of Ephefus. 

Thaliard, Servant to Antiochus. 

Leonine, 2 Murtherer, Servant to Dionyfia. 
Gower. 

Lords, &c 

Knights tilting in. Honour of Thaifa. 

















He(perides;: Daughter to Antiochus. 
Dionyfia, Wife to Cleon. 

_ haifa, Daughter to Symonides. 
Marina, Daughter to Pericles..and Thaifiy.. ‘ sa 
Lychorida, Nurfe to Marina. “4 
Philoten, Daughter to Cleon, 

Diana, @ Goddefs appearing to Pericles. 





by 


Sailors, Pirates, Fifoermeny and Meffengers. ' 


PERL 








PE R.PCLEE SD: 
Prince of YVyre. 
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Enter Gower. 


=a] O fing a Song that old was func, 
From Afhes ancient Gower is come, 
Affuming Man's Infirmities, 
Toglad your Ear, and pleafe yourEyes; 
Lt hath been fang at Feftivals, 
On Ember Eves, and Holj-Days, 
“nd Lerds and Ladies in their lives, 
Have read it for refPoratives, 
The purchace is to make Aden. glorious. 
Et bonum quo Antiquius, eo melius. 
Lf you, born in thefe latter times, 
When Wit's more ripe, accept my Rhimses; 
“ind that to hear an old Man Jings 
May to your wifhes pleafure bring : 
! Life would wi fl, and that I might 
Wajfte ic for you like Taper-light. 
This Antioch, thes, Antiochus the Lreat, 
Buileup this Gity for his chiefeft Sear; 
The Fairefe-in all Syria. 
f tell you what mine Authors fay: 
N 4 This 
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2848 Pericles, Prince of “Tyre. 


This King uato him took a Peer, 
Who died, and left a Female Heir, 
So buck [ome, blithe, andfult of face, 
As Heav’a had leather all bis grate : 
With-whormethe Father liking took, 
And her to Inceft did provoke. 
Bad Child, ‘wor fe Fabled to entice his owns 
To evil foould be done by nones 
But cuftom, what they did begin, 
Was with long ufe, comnted no Sin. 
The beauty of this finful Dame, 
ep many Princes thither frame, 
To feck her as a Bed-fellow, 
In Marriage pleafures, Play-fellow : 
Which to prevent, he made a-Law, 
To keep her fit, and Men in awe, 
That who fo askt her for his Wife, 
His Riddle veld 1 not, loft his Life? 
So for her many a Wight did’ die, 
As yon grim looks do roftifie. 
What enjues tothe iudgment of your Eye, 


I give my caufe, who ‘beft can teftifie. } [rt 


had 


Enter Antiochus, Prince Pericles, and Followersog 72% 


Ant, Young Prince of Tyre, you have at large receiy a 
The danger of the task you undertake. 

Per. I have, Antiochus; and with'a Soul emboldhed ” 
With the glory of her praife, think ‘death no hazard, 
In this enterprize. 

Ant. Mufick, bring in our Datighter, clothed like’ a 
For embracements, even of Fove himfelf; 


att 


seny 


At whofe concéprion, “till Liwtina reign’d, wan Hie 
Nature this: dowry gave, to'glad sher’ prefence, ** °°) 1 
The Senate Houfe of Planets all did fir, a ANS 


To knit in her their beft Perfections. ! [GES saree 

> (ov Enter Hefperides. ; se L. 
Per, See where fhe comes, “apparéll’d’ like the’ springy 

Graces her Subjects, and her Thoughts the King,” 

Of every Virtue gives Renown to ‘Meh: 1 ew, 4 

Her Face the Book’ of praifes, where is ‘read’ QUO 

Nothing but curious Pleafures, as from ieee: 

Sorrow 


Pericles,\\Prince of ‘Tyre. 2849 


Sorrow were ever rackt, and telly wrath 
Could never be her mild Companion, 
You gods that made me Man, and. fway in.love, 
That have inflam’d defire within my. Breaft, 
To tafte the Fruit of yon celeftial. Tree, 
Or die in the adventure, be my helps, 
As I am Son and Servant to your will, 
To compafs fuch a boundlefs happinels. 
Ant, Prince Pericles, 

Per. That would be Son to great. Antiochts. 
nt, Before thee ftands this fair He/perides, 
With golden Fruit, but dangerous to be touch'd: 
For Death like Dragons here affright thee hard: 

Her Face, like Heav’n, enticeth thee to view 

Her countlefs Glory, which defert mutt gain: 

And which without defert, becaufe. thine Eye 

Prefumes to reach, all the whole heap mutt die. 

Yon fometimes famous Princes like thy. felf 

Drawn by report, adventrons by. defire, 

‘Tell thee with fpeechlefs Tongues, and femblance pale, 

That without covering fave. yon field of Stars, 

Here;they ftahd Martyrs flain,in Cupid's Wars: 

And with dead Checks advife thee to defift, 

For going on Death’s. Net; whom none réfift, 
Ler,..Antiochus I thank thee, who hath taught 

My frail mortality to. know it felf, 

And by, thofe fearful obje@s to prepare 

This Body, like to.them, to what.1 mui: 

For Death remembred, ‘fhould be like a Murour, 

Who tells us, Life’s but breath, to truft in error: 

Vil make my Will then,.and as.fick Men do, 

Who know the World, fee Heav’n, but fecling woe, 

Gripe not at earthly Joys, as erft they did. 

So I bequeath a happy Peace to you 

And all good Men, as every Prince fhould do, 

My riches to the Earth.from whence they came: 

But my. unfpotted fire of Love to you. [To Hefperides, 

Thus ready for the way of Life or Death; 

I wait the tharpett blow, dztiochss, 

Scorning advice. ..Read.the conclufion then 


Ant. 
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2850 Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 


Ant. Which read:and not expounded, ‘tis decreed 

As thefe before fo thou thy felf fhalt bleeds 
Hefp, Of all faid yet, may thou prove profperous; 

OF ail faid yer, 1 with thee happinefs. | Ex. Hefperides. 
Per. Like a bold.Champion 1 affume the Lifts, 

Nor ask advice of any other thought, 

Bur faithfulnefs, and courage. 


The Riddle. 

1 am no Vipers yet I feed 

On Mother's flefh which did.me breed: 

I fought a Husband, in which labour, 

1 found that kindne{s.in a Father. 

He's Father, Son, and. Husband.milds 

I Mother, Wife, and yet bis Child. 

Flow they may bey and yet in two, 

As you will live, refolve it yous 
Sharp Phyfick is the laft? bur Ovyouw Powers! 
That gives Heav’n countlefs Eyes'to view Mens acts, 
Why “could they not their fights perpetually? 
If this be true, which*makes me pale to read it, 
Fair Glafs of light, Dlov’d you, and could ftill, 
Were not this glorious Casket ftor’d with ill: 
But I muft tell you, now my thoughts revolt; 
For he’s no Man on whom perfections wait, 
That knowing Sin within, wil! touch the Gate: 
You’re a fair Viol, ‘and your fenfe'the ftrings, 
Who finger’d to make Man his lawful Mufick, 
Wou'd draw Heav’n down, and all the gods‘to sar 
But being plaid upon before your'time, 
Hell only danceth at fo harfh a chime: 
Good footh I care not-for you. 

Ant. Prince Pericles; touch not upon thy ‘Life; 
For that’s an Article within our Law; 
As dangerous’as the reft : Your time’sexpir'd, 
Either expound now, ‘or receive your Sentence: 
Per. Great King, 
Few love to hear the Sins they love to ad, 
eres ld braid your felf toonear for me to tell its 
Whio hath a Book ofall that Monarchs'do, 

He’s more fecure'ta ‘Keep ‘it'thut, than fhewns 
For 


Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 2851 


For Vice repeated, is like the wandring Wind, 

Blows duft in others Eyes, to {pread:it felf; 

And yet the-end of all is bought thus dear, 

The breath is gone, and thefore Eyes fee clear. 

To ftop theair would hurt them, the blind Mole caft 

Copt Hills toward Heav’n, to:tell the Earth is throng’d 

By Man’s oppreffion, and the poor Worm doth die for't. 

Kings are Earth's Gods: In Vice their Law’s their will, 

And if ove ftray, who dares fay, Fove doth ill, 

It is enough you know it, and ’tis fit; : 

What being more known, grows worfe to fmother it. 

All love the Womb that there being bred, 

Then give my Tongue like leave to love my Head. _ 
Ant. Heav’n that I had it; he has found the meaning, 

But I will gloze with him. Young Prince of Tyre, 

Though by the tenour of our ftric&t Edia, 

Your Expofition mifsinterpreting, 

We might proceed to. cancel off your days; 

Yet hope, fucceeding from fo fair a Tree, 

As your fair felf, doth tune us otherwife: 

Forty Days longer we do refpite you, 

If by which time our fecret. be undone, 

This mercy fhews, we'll.joy in fuch a Son: 

And until then, your entertain fhall-be 


As doth befit our honour, and your worth, | Exit. 


Manet Pericles folus. 

Per, How Courtefie. would feem to.cover $in, 
When what.is:done is like an Hypocrite, 
The which is good. in nothing but in fight; 
If it be true that I interpret falfe, 
Then were it certain you were-not fo bad, 
As with foul Inceft to abufe your Soul: 
Where now you're both, a Father and a Son, 
By your untimely clafpings with your Child, 
(Which pleafures fits an Husband, not a Father,) 
And fhe an-eater of her Mother’s ficth, 
By the defiling of her Parents Bed, 
And both like Serpents are, who though they feed 
On fweeteft: Flowers, yet they-Poifon breed. 
Antioch farewel, for, wifdom fees, thofe Men 
Bluth not in ations blacker than. the night, 

Will 


> 


a ae ee 





\ 

7 

: 

e 

hv 

Hy 

iY 

ft 

= 

V 

oF 

v 
e{ 

y 

- 

y 

\ 




















2852 Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 


Will thew no courfe to keep them from. the light: 
One Sin, I know, another doth provoke; 
Murder’s as near to Luft, as flame to fmoak. 
Poifon and Treafon are the Hands of Sin, 
Ay, and the Targets to put off the fhame: 
Then left my Life be cropt to keep you clear, 
By flight Pll thun the danger which I fear. [ Exit, 
Enter Antiochus, 
‘Ant. He hath found the meaning, 
For which we mean to have his Head: 
He mutt not live to trumpet forth my infamy, 
Nor tell the World -dutiochus doth fin 
In fuch a loathed manner, 
And therefore inftantly this Prince mutt die, 
For by his fall my honour muft keep high. 
Who attends us here? 
Enter Thabiard: 
Thal. Doth your Highnefs call? 
Ant. Thaliard, you are of our Chamber, 
And our mind partakes her private AGtions a 
To your fecrefies and for your faithfulnefs 
We will advance you, Thaliard, 
Behold, here’s Poifon and here’s Gold, ‘ 
We hate the Prince of Tyre, and thoumuft kill hims,» , 
It fits thee not to ask the reafon why: bw bid 
Becaufe we bid it: Say, is it done? FL [aes 
Thal. My Lord, ‘tis done. - 


Enter a Adeffenger, ae rar et 

Ant. Enough, Let your breath cool your felf,, telling 
vour hafte. MO 
Mef: My Lord, Prince Pericles is fled. in2 baa 


‘Ant. As thou wilt live, fly after; and_as/an Arrow, {hot 
from a well experient Archer, hits the mark his Eye doth 
level at: So do thou never return, unlefs:thou fays ‘Prince 
Pericles is dead... : ; tnt gdh 

Thal. My Lord, if 1 can’get him, within may Bit 
length, I'll make him {ure enough: So farewel to your High- 


nels. 5, 3 tao. ; i ; [Exit 
Ant. Thaliara adieu, 'till Pericles be dead. 4. | Aso53% 
My Heart..can lend. no fuccour:to, my, Head. | fuBxit. 
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Enter Pericles, Hellicants, with‘orbey Lords. 
Per, Let none difturb us: 
Why fhould this change’ of thoughts, 
The fad Companion'dull-ey’d melancholy, 
By me fo us'd, ‘a Gueft as nor an hour, 
In the days gloriotis walk ‘or peaceful Night, 
The Tomb where grief fhould fleep, can breed me quiet, 
Here pleafures court mine Eyes, and thine Eyes fhun them, 
And danger which I feared, is at Antioch, 
Whofe arm feems far too fhort to hit me hete, 
Yet neither pleafures art can joy my Spirits, 
Nor yet the others diftance comfort me: 
Then it is thus, that paffions of the Mind, 
That have theiy firlt conception by mif-dread, 
Have after nourifhment and Life by care ; 
And what was firft by fear, what might be done, 
Grows elder now, and cares it bé ‘not done, 
And fo *tis with ‘mé; ‘the great Antiochus, 
*Gainft whom I am t00 little’ to contend, 
Since he’s fo great, can make his will hi¢ act, 
Will think me fpeaking, though I fwear to filence, 
Nor boots it me to fay f honour him, 
If he fafpe& I may difhohour him. 
And what may make him blufh in being known; 
He'll ftop the courfe by which i might be known, 
With hoftile Forces he'll o’er-{pread the Land, 
And with the ftint of Wat will look { huge, 
Amazement fhall drive Courage from the State: 
Our Men be vanquith’d, e’er they do refift, 
And Subjects punith’d, that heer thought offence, 
Which care of thems’ not pity of my felf, 
Who once no more but as the tops of Trees, 
Which fetice the Roots they grow by, and defend them, 
Make both my Body pine, ‘and Soul to languifh, 
And punith that before that he would panith, 
1 Lord. Joy and all comfort'in your facred Breaft, 
2 Lord. And keep your mind ‘till ye return to us 
Peaceful and comfortable, 
Hell. Peace, peace, and give experience Tongue : 
They do abufe the King that flatter him, 
For’ flattery is the’ Bellows blows up fin, 
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w85 4 Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 


The thing the which is flatter’d, ‘but'a fpark, 
To which that fpark gives heart and f{tronger glowing ; 
Whereas reproof obedient and im order, 
Fits Kings as they are Men, for they may errs 
When Signior Soorh here doth proclaim: Peace, 
He flatters you, makes War upon your’ Life, 
Prince, pardon me, or ftrike me if you pleafe, 
I cannot be much lower than my Knees. 
Per. All leave us elfe : but let your caresio’er-look 
What Shipping, and what Lading’s in our Haven, 
And then return to us: Hellicanus, thou haft 
Mov’d us: what feeft thou in our Looks 2 
Hell, An angry brow, dread Lord, 
Per. If there be fuch a Dart in Princes frowns, 
How durft thy Tongue move anger to our Face? 
Hell, How dares the Planets look up unto Héav'n; 
From whence they have their nourifhment? 
Per. Thou know ft I have power to take thy Life from thee, 
Hell, 1 have ground the Ax my felf, . 
Do you but ftrike the blows 
Per. Rife, prithee:rife, fit down, thou art no Flatterer, 
I thank thee for it; and Heav’n forbid, 
That Kings fhould let their Ears hear their faules hid. 
Fit Counfellor, and Servant fora Prince, 
Who by thy wifdom makes a Prince thy Servant, 
Whit would’ft thou have me do? 
Heil, To bear with patience fuch  griefs, 
As you your felf do lay upon your felf. 
Per. Thou fpeak’{t like a Phyfician, Hellicanus, 
That minifters a potion unto me, 
That thou wouldft tremble’ to receive thy: felf: 
Attend me then; ‘I went to Astioch, 
Where as thou know’ft, (againft the Face of Death) 
I fought the purchace of a glorious Beatty; 
From whence an Tffue I might propagate, 
Are Arms to Princes, ‘and bring Joys to Subje&s. 
Her Face was to mine’ Eye beyond all wonder, 
The reft (hark inothine’Ear ) as black'as ‘Inceft, 
Which by my knowledge found, the finful Father; 
Seem’d not to ftrike; but fmooth : Bur thou know’ft this, 
*Tis time to fear, when: Tyrants fecny to“ki®, » 5. 
Which 


Yes 
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Which fear fo grew) inome, I hither-fled, 

Under the.covering of .a careful Night, 

Who feem'd my good, Prote@or: and being here, 
Bethought me. what was paft, what might fucceed 5 
I knew him tyrannous, and Tyrants fears 
Decreafe not, but grow fatter, than the years : 
And fhould he think, as no doubt he doth, 

That I fhould open to. the liftening Air, 

How many worthy. Princes Blood were thed, 

To keep his Bed of blacknefs unlaid ope, 

To lop that doubr, he'll fill. this Land with arms, 
And make pretence-of wrong that I have done him, 
When all for mine, if I may call offence, 

Mutt feel Wars. blow, -who fears not innocence : 
Which love to all,.of which thy felf art one, 
Who now reproved’ft-me for it. 

Heil, Alas, Sir, 

Per, Drew Sleep out of my Eyes, Blood from my Cheeks, 
Mufings into my Mind, with athoufand doubts 
How I might ftop their tempeft e’er it came; 

And finding little comfort to relieve them, 
I thought it Princely Charity to grieve for them. 

Hell, Well, my Lord, fince you have givenme leave tofpeak, 
Freely will I fpeak. Antiochus you fear, 

And juftly too, I think, you fear the Tyrant. 
Who either by publick War or private Treafon, 
Will take away your Life, 
Therefore, my Lord,) go.travel for awhile, 

"Till that his rage and anger be forgor; 

Or *till the Deftinies do cut the thread of his Life: 
Your Rule dire& to,any,. if to me, 

Day ferves not Light more. faithful than.I'll be. 

Per, 1 do not doubt thy. Faith, 

But thould he wrong my Liberties in my abfence? 
fell, We'll mingle, our bloods together in.the Earth, 
From whence we had our being and, our birth, 

Per. Tyre, 1 now look. from,thee then; and to Tharfis 
Intend my travel, where I'll hear from. thee-; 
And by whofe Letters I'll difpofe my felf: 
The care:I had and ‘have of Subjeds good, 
On thee I lay, whofe wifdom’s ftrength can bear it. a 
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2856 Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 


I'll take thy Word for Faith, not ask thine Oath, 

Who fhuns not to break one, will fure crack both « 

But in out Orbs we live fo round and, fafe, 

That time of both this truth fhall ne’er convince, 

Thou theweft a Subjeét’s thine, La true Prince.  [Exewut, 
Enter Thaliard folus. 

Thal. So, this is Tyre, and this is the Court, here muft 
kill King Pericles, and if Ido it not, I am fure to be hang’d 
at home: it is dangerous. 

Well, I perceive he was a wife Fellow, and had good dif- 
cretion, that being bid to ask what he would of the King, 
defired he ‘might know none of his Secrets. Now do Lfee 
he had fome reafon for it: For if a King bid a Manbe a Vil- 
lain, he is bound by the Indenture of his Oath to be one. 

Hufht, here come the Lords of Tyre. 

Enter Hellicanus, Efcanes, with other Lords of Tyre. 

Hell, You fhall not need, my Fellow-Peers of Tyre, 
Further to queftion me of your King’s departure. 

His feal’d Commiffion left in truft with me, 
Doth fpeak fufficiently, he’s gone to travel. 
Thal. How, the King gone ? 
Helj. 1f further yet you will be fatisfied, 
Why (as it were unlicens’d of your foves ) 
He would depart? {’ll give fome light unto you. 
Being at Antioch 

Thal, What from Aatioch ? 

Hell. Royal Antiochus (on what caufe I know not) 
Took fome difpleafure at him, at leafthe judg'd fo: 

And doubting that he had erred or finned, 

To thew his forrow, he would corre& ‘himfelf; 
So puts himfelf unto the Shipman’s toy, 

With whom each minute threatens Life or Death. 

Thal. Well, I perceive I fhall not be hang’d now, al- 
though I would; but finee he’s gone, the King’s Seas muft 
pleafe :‘he *fcap’d the Land, to perifhat the Seas, Pill pres 
fent my felf. Peace to the Lords of T)re. 

Hell. Lord Thaliard from Antiochus is welcome. 

Thal. From him I come 
With Meflage unto Princely Pericles; 

But fince my Landing I have underftood, 





Your 
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Your Lord hath betook himfelf to unknown Travels, 
My Meflage muft return from whence it came. 
Hell, We have no reafon to defire it, 
Commended ‘to our Mafter, not to us ; 
Yet e’er you fhall depart, this we defire, 
As'Priends to Antioch, we may Feaft in Tyre. [ Exenns, 
Enter Cleon the Governor of Tharfus, with Dionytfia 
and orhers. 
Cle,» My Dionyfia, tall we reft us here, 
And by relating Tales of others Griefs, 
See if ‘twill teach us to forget our own 2 
Dio. ‘That were to blow at Fire in hopeto quench it, 
For who digs Hills becaufe they do afpire, 
Throws down one Mountain to caft up a higher: 
O my diftreffed Lord} even fuch our Griefs are, 
Here they’re but felt, and feen with Mifchiefs Eyes, 
But like to Groves, being topt, they higher rife. 
Cle. O Dionyfia, : 
Who wanteth Food, and will not fay he wants it, 
~ can conceal his Hunger “till he famith 2 
Our Tongues and Sorrows do found deep : 
Our Woes into the Air, our Eyes to weep, 
"Till Tongues fetch Breath that may preclaim 
Them louder, that if Heav’n flumber, while 
Their Creatures want, they may awake 
Their helpers to comfort them, 
Til then difcourfe our Woes felt feveral Years, 
And wanting Breath to fpeak, help me with ‘Teats. 
Dio. V'll do my bef, Sir, 
Cle. This Thar/us, o’er which Pvethe Government, 
A City, on whom Plenty held full Hand, 
For Riches ftrew’d her felf even in the Streets, 
Whofe Towers bore heads fo high, they kift the Clouds, 
And Strangers ne’er beheld, but wonder’d at; 
Whole Men and Dames fo jetted and adorn’d, 
Like one anothers Glafs to trim them by; 
Their Tables were ftar’d full, to glad the fight, 
And not fo much to feed on, as delight, 
All Poverty was {corn’d, and Pride fo great, 
The Name of Help rew odious to repeat, 
Dio, Oh ’tis true, 
Vou, VI. Qa Cle, 
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Cle. But fee what Heavn can do by this our Change ? 
Thefe Mouths, who bur o! late, Earth, Sea, and Air, 
Were all too little ro content and pleafe, 

Although they gave their Creatures in abundance ; 
As Houfes are defil’d for want of ufe, 
They are now ftarv’d for want of Exercife ; 
Thofe Pallats, who, not yet to favers younger, 
Mutt have Inventions to delight the Tafte, 
Would now be glad of Bread, and beg for it; 
Thefe Mothers who to nouzle up their Babes, 
Thought nought too curious, are ready now, 
To eat thofe little Darlinzs whom they lov’d, 
So tharp are hungers Teeth, that Man and Wife, 
Draw Lots who firft fhalldyeto lengthen Life. 
Here ftands.a Lord, and there a Lady weeping, 
Here many fink, yet thofe which fee them fall, 
Have fcarce Strength leftto give them Burial. 
Is not this true 2 
Dio. Our Cheeks and hollow Eyes do witnefs it. 
Cle. O let thofe Cities that of Plenty’s Cup, 
And her Profperities fo lirgely taft, 
With their fuperfluous Riots hear thefe Tears 5 
The Mifery of Thar/us may be theirs. 
Enter a Lord. 
Lord. Where’s the Lod Governor ? << 
Cle, Here, fpeak out thy Sorrows, which thou bring’ 
in hafte, for Comfort is too far for us to expe. 
Lord. We have deferied, upon our neighbouring Shore, 
A portly fail of Ships make hitherward. ; 
Cle. I thought-as muci. 
One Sorrow never come; but brings, an Herr, 
That may fucceed as his fnheritor : 
And fo in ours? Some neighbouring Nation, 
Taking Advantage of our Mifery, 

That ftuft the hollow Veffels with their Pow’, 

To beat us down, the which are down already, 

And make a Conqueft of unhappy me, 

Whereas no Glory is got to overcome. 

Lord. That’sthe leaft Fear. 
For by the femblance of their Flags difplaid, 


2 They 


Pericles, Prince of Tyre. oes 


They bring us Peace, and come to-us as Fayvourers, 
Not as Foes, 

Cle. Thou fpeak’ft like Hymns untutor’d repeat, 
Who makes the faireft Shew, means moft Deceit. 
But bring they what they will, and whar : °y Cans 
What need we fear, the Ground’s the lowel?, 

And we are half way there: Go tell their General ‘we ate 
tend him here, 

To koow for what-he comes, and whence he comes, 

And what he craves. 

Lord. I go, my Lord. 

Cle. Welcome is Peace, if he on Peace confift 
If Wars, we.are unable to refilt, 

Enter Pericles with Attendants, 

Per. Lord Governor, for fo we hear you are, 
Let not our Ships and number of our Men, 

Be like a Beacon fir'd, to amaze your Eyes, 
We've heard your Miferies as fat as Tyre, 

And feen the Defolation of your Streets: 

Nor come we to add Sorrow to your Tears; 
But to releafe them of their heavy load, 

And thefe our Ships, you happily may: think 
Are like the Trojan Horley was Rute within, 
With bloody Veins expe@ing overthrow, 

Are ftor’d with Corn to make your needy Bread, 
And give them Life, whom hunger ftarv’d half dead, 

Ones. The Gods of Greece Protect yous 
And. we'll. pray for yous 

Per. Arife, £ pray you, arife; 

We do not look for Reverence, but for Love, 
And harbourage for our felf, our Ships, and Men. 
Cle. The which when any thall not gratifie, 
Or pay you with Unthankfulnefs in Thought, 
Bz: it our Wives, our Children, or our felves, 
The Curfe of Heav’n and Men fucceed their Evilss 
Till when, the which, Thope, fhallne’er-be feen, 
Your Grace is welcome to our Town-and us, 
Per, Which welcome we'll accent, Featt here: while, 
Until our Srars that frown, lend.us.4Smile. 
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PO OCT AN SC aR: he 


Enter Gower. 


Gow. FY Ere have you feen a mighty Kings 
His Child, L wis, to Inceft bring : 

A better Prince and benign Lord, 

That will prove awful both in Deedand Words 

Be quiet then, as Men fhould be, 

’Till he hath paft Neceffity : 

I'll foew you thofe in Troubles Reign, 

Lofing a Mite, a Mountain gain: 

The Good in Converfation, 

To whom I give my Benizon, 

ds fill at Tharfus, where each Man 

Thinks all is writ he fpoken can: 

And to remember what he does, 

Build his Statue to make hiws glorious : 

Bat Tydings to the contrary, 

Are brought ¢ your Eyes, what need {peak I. 


Dumb Show. 

Enter at one’ Door Pericles talking with Cleon, ‘all the Train 
with them, Enterat another Door, a Gentleman'witha 
Letter to Pericles; Pericles (hews the Letter to Cleon, Peri- 
cles gives the Meflenger a Reward, and Knights him. 

| Extt Pericles at one Door, and Cleon at another. 


Good Hellican that fiaid at home, 

Not to cat Honey like a Drone, 

From others Labours; for though he frrive 
To killen bad, keep good alive: 

And to fulfil his Prince's Defire, 

Sav'd one of all that haps in Tyres 
How Thaliard came full bent with Sins 
And had intent to murther hims 

And that in Tharfus was not veft, 
Longer for him to make his reft: 

He doing fo, put forth to Seas, 


Where when Men bin, there's feldom Eafe, ‘ 
“Or 
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For now the Wind begins to blow, 
Thunder above, and Deeps below, 
Makes {ach unguiet, that the Ship 
Should Houfé hime fafe, is wrackte and [plits 
And he, good Prince, having all loft, 
By Waves, from Coaft to Coaff is tofb: 
“ill Perifben of Man, of Pelf, 

Ne ought efcapen’d but himfelf ; 

"Till Fortune tir'd with doing bad, 
Threw him albere to give him glad: 
And here he comes; what fhall be next, 
Pardon old Gower, thus long’s the Text. 


Enter Pericles avet. 

Per, Yetceafe yourlIre, youangry Stars of Heav’n, 
Wind, Rain, and Thunder; remember earthly. Mau 
Is but a Subftance that muft yield. to you: 

And I, as fits my Nature, do obey ‘you, 

Alas, the Seas hath caft me on the Rocks, 

Wafht me from Shore to Shore, aad left my Breath 

Nothing to think on, but enfuing Death; 

Let it fufhce the greatnefs of your Powers, 

To have bereft a Prince of all his Fortunes, 

And having thrown him from your watry Grave, 

Here to have Death in Peace, is all he'll crave. 
Enter three Fifbermen. 

1 Fifh, What, to pelch? 

2 Fifh. Ha, come and bring away the Nets. 

1 Fifb, What patch Breech, I fay. 

3 Fifh, What fay you, Matter 2 

t Fifh, Look how thou ftirreft now. 

Come away, or I'll fetch thee with a Wannion, 

3 Fifb, Faith, Mafter, I am thinking of the poor Men 
That were calt away before us, even now. 

1 Fifb, Alas, poor Souls, it griev’d my Heart to hear 
What pitiful Cries they made to us, to help them, 
When, well-a-day, we could {carcely help our felves. 

3 Fifh. Nay, Matter, faid not I as much, 

When I faw the Porpus how he bounc’d and tumbled 2 

They fay, they are half Fith, half Fleth; - 

A Plague on them, they ne'er come but I look to be watht- 
O 3 Mafter, 
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Mafter, I marvel how the Fithes live in the Sea ? 
1. Fifh, Why, as Mendo a Land, 
The great ones eat up the litle ones’: 
I can compare our rich Mfers, to nothing’ fo fitly 
As to a Whale ; he plays ad tumbles; 
Driving the poor Fry before'him, 
And at laft devours them iJI.at a‘ Mouthful. 
Such Whales have I heard on a’th Land, 
Who never leave gaping, ‘till they fwallow’d 
The whole Parifh, Church, Steeple, Bells and all. 
Per. A pretty Moral 
3 Fifb. But, Mafter, i! I had been the Sexton ; 
[ would have been that Day in the Belfrey. 
2 Fifh, Why, Min’? 
3 Fifh. Becaufe he'fhould have fwallow’d me too: 
And when I had been in his rot 
IT would have kept fuch a jangling of the Bells, 
That he fhould never have left, 
°Till he caft Bells, Steep, Church and Parith vp again 
But if the good King Synonides were’ of my mind, 
Per. Symonides ? 
3 Fifh, We would purge the Landof thefe Drones, 
That rob the Bee of her Honey. 
Per, How from the ferny fubje&t of-the Sea 
Thefe Fifhers tell the Inirmities of Mer, 
And from their watry Empire recolle@, 
All that may Men approv?, or Men dete&. 
Peace be at your Labour, honeft Fifhermen, 
2 Fifb, Honeft, good Fellow, what’s that, if it be a Day. 
fits you, 
Search out of the Kalend:r, andno body look after 11? 
Per, Y’may fee the Se: hath caft me upon your Coaft. 
2 Fifh, What a drunken Knave was the Sea, 
To caft thee in out way. 
Per. A Man whom botithe Waters and the Wind, 
In that valt Tennis-Cour,, hath made the Ball 
For them to play upon, ntreats you pity him: 
He asks of you; that never us'd to beg. 
1 Fifo"No, Friend, annot you beg ? 
Here’s them in our Courtry of Greece, 


Get more with Begging, than we can do’ with Working. 
2 Fifhe 
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z Fifb, Canft thou catch any Fithes then 2 

Per. { never praétis’d it. 

2 Fifb. Nay, then thou wile ftarve fure; for here’s no- 
thing to be got now-a-days, unlefs thou canft fith for’r. 

Per. What I have been, I have forgot to know ; 

But what I am, Want teaches me to-think on ; 

A Man throng’d up with Cold, my. Veins are chill, 
And have no more of Life, than may fuffice 

To give my Tongue that heat to ask your help: 
Which if you fhall refufe, when I am dead, 

For that Tam a Man, pray fee me buried. 

1 Fifh, Die ko-tha, now Gods ‘orbid, I have a’Gown here, 
come put it on, keep thee warm; now afore me a handfome 
Fellow: Come, thou fhalt\go home, and we'll have Fleth 
for all Day, Bith for fafting Days and more; or Puddings 
and Flap-jacks, and thou fhalt be welcome, 

Per. I thank you, Sir. 

2 Fifb. Hark you, my Friend, youfaid you could not beg. 

Per, I. did but crave, 

2 Fifb. But crave? then Vil tuin Craver too, * 

And fo I fhall {cape whipping. 

Per. Why, are all -your Beggars. whipt then? oe 

2 Fifb. Oh not all, my Friend, nor all 5 for if all your 
Beggars were whipt, 1 would with no better Office, ‘shan 
to be Beadle, But, Mafter, I'll. go draw the Net." ” 

Per, How well this honeft Mirth becomes their Labour 2 

1 Fifb, Hark you, Sir, do youknow where ye are 2 

Per. Not well, as ing 

1 Fifh, Utell you, this is callec Pantapolis, ‘ 
And our King, the good Symonides, I ore 

Per. The good King Symonides, do you call him? _ 

t\Fifb.. Ay, Sir, and-he deferves fo to be call’d, 
For his peaceable Reign, and good Government. 

Per, He is a happy King, fince he gains from 
His Subjects, the name of good, by his Government; 

How far is his Court diftant from this Shore 2 

1 Fifh, Marry, Sir, halfa Day’s Journey ; and I'll tel} 
you, he hath a fair Daughter, and to morrow is her Birth- 
day, and there are Princes and Knights come from all parts of 
the World, to Juft and. Turney fer her Love. 

Per. Were my Fortunes equal to my. Defires, 
O ae 
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I could with to make one there. 

2 Fifh, Oh Sir, things muft be as they may; and what a 

Man cannot get, he may lawfully dea! for his Wife’s Soul, 
Enter the two Fifber-men drawing up a Net. 

2 Fifh, Help, Mafter, help, here’s a Pith hangsinthe Net, 
like a poor Man’s Rightin the Law, ’twill hardly come out. Ha 
bots on’t, ’tis come at laft, and ’tis turned to a rufly Armor. 

Per. An Armor, Friends! I pray youlet me fee it. 
Thanks, Fortune, yet that after all Croffes, 

Thou giv’ft me fomewhat to repair my felf; 

And though it was mine own, part of mine Heritage, 
Which my dead Father did bequeath to. me, 

With this ftri@ Charge, even as he left his Life: 
Keep it, my Pericles, it hath been a Shield 

*Twixt me and Death; and pointed to this Brayfe; 
For that it fav’d me; keep tt in like neceffiry; 

The which the Gods protect thee, Fame may defend thee; 
Tt kept where I kept, I fo dearly lov’d ir, 

"Till the rough Seas, that {pares not any, Man, 
Took it in rage, though calm’d hath given’t again: 
I thank thee for’t, my Shipwrack now’s no ill, 
Since I have here my. Father’s Gift in’s Will, 

1 Fife, What mean you, Sir? 

Pe. To beg of you, kind Friends, this Coat of Worth; 
For it’ was fometime Target to a King, 

I know it by this Mark; he lov’d me dearly, 
And for his fake, I with the having of ir ; 
And that you’d guide me to your Soveraign’s Court, 
Where with it I may appear a Gentleman; 
And if that ever my low Fortune’s better, 
Vil pay your Bounties; ’till then reft_ your Debror, 
t Fifh, Why, wilt thou turney for the Lady ? 
Per. Wll fhew the veitue I have born in Arms. 
1 Fifh. Why, take it, and the Gods give. thee good on’. 
2 Fifb.. But hark you, my Friend, ’twas we that made up 
this Garment through the rough Seams of thé Waters; there 
are certain Condolements, certain. Vails; I hope, Sir, if,you 
Thrive, you'll remember from whence you had them. 
Per. Believe it I will; 
By your furtherance I am cloath’d in Steel, 
And fpight of all the rupture of the Sea, 
This 
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This Jewel holds his building on my Arm ; 

Unto thy value I will mount my {elf 

Upon a Courfer, whofe delightful Reps, 

Shall make the Gazer joy to fee him tread : i 

Only, my Friend, I yer‘am unprovided of a pair of Bates, 

2 Fifh, We'll fure provide, thou fhalt ‘have 
My beft Gown to make thee a pair ; 

And I'll bring thee to the Court my felf. 

Per. Then Honour be but a Goal to my Will, 

This Day Pll rife, or élfe'add ill to ill. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Symonides with Attendants, and Thaila. 

King. Are the Knights ready to begin the Triumph ? 

1 Lord. They are, my Liege, and ftay your coming, 
To prefent themfelves, 

King. Return them: we are ready, and our Daughter 
In Honour of whofe Birth, thefe Triumphs are, [ here, 
Sits here like Beauty’s Child, whora Nature gat, 

For Men to fee, and feeing wonder at. 

Thai. It pleafeth you, my royal Father, to exprefs 
My Commendations great, whofe Merit’s lefs. 

King. It’s fit it thould be fo; for Princes are 
A Model which Heav’n makes like it felf: 

As Jewels lofe their Glory, if negleed, 

So Princes their Renowns, if not refpeGed, 
"Tis now your Honour, Daughter, to entertain 
The Labour of each Knight, in his Device, 

Thai. W hich to preferve mine Honour, I'll perform, 

The firft Knight pales by. 

King. Who is the firft that doth prefer himfelf2 

Thai. A Knight of Sparta, my renowned Father, 

And the Device he bears upon his Shield 
Is a black Ethiop reaching at the Sun ; 
The word, Lux tua vita mibj, 

King. He loves you well, that holds his Life of you. 

[ The fecond Knight. 


> 


Who is the fecond, that prefents himfelf 2 
Thai. A Prince of Atacedon, my royal Father, 

And the Device he beats upon his Shield, 

Is an arm’d Knight, that’s conquer'd by a Lady. 

The Motto thus in Spanifh, Pue Per dolecra kee per for{a. 


[The third Knight. 
King. And what’s the third 2 Thai. 
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Thai. The third of Axtioch; and his Device 
A wreath of Chivalry; the word, Ae Pompey provexit apex, 
| The fourth Knight. 
King. What is the Fourth ¢ 
Thai. A burning Torch that’s turned upfide down; 
The word, Oni me alit, me extinguit. 
King. Which fhews that Beauty hath his Power and Will, 
Which can as well enflame, as it can kill, 
The fifth Knight. 
Thai. The fifth, an Hand environed wit Cia . 
Holding out Gold, that’s by the Touch-ftone try’d: 
The Motto thus, Sic fpectanda fides, 
[ The fixth Knight. 
King. And.what’s the fixth and laft, the which the 
Knight himfelf with fuch a graceful Courtefie deliver’d ? 
Thai. He feems to bea Stranger; but his Prefent is 
A wither’d Branch, that’s only green at top; 
The Motto, Ju hac /pe vivo. 
King. A pretty Moral; 
From the dejected, State wherein he is, 
He hopes by you his Fortunes yet may flourith. 
x Lord. He had need mean better than his outward Shew 
Can any way fpeak in his juft commend : 
For, by his rufty outfide, he appears 
To’ave practis’d more the Whipftock than the Lance. 
2 Lord. He well may be a Stranger, for he comes 
To an honour’d Triumph ftrangely furnith’d. 
3 Lord. And on fee purpofe let his Armour. ruft 
Until this Day, to fcowre it.in the Duft. 
King, Opivion’s but a Fool, that makes us {ean 
The outward Habit by the inward Man, 
But ftay, the Knights are coming, 

We will withdraw into the Gallery. [Exeunt. 
[Great Shouts, andall cry, The mean Knights 
Enter the King and Knights from Tilting. 

King. Knights, to fay you're welcome, were {uperfluous, 
To place upon the Volumn of -your Deeds, 
As in a Title Page, your worth in Arms, 
Were more than you expect, or more than’s fir, 
Since every worth in fhew commends it felf; 
Prepare 
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Prepare for Mirth, for Mirth comes at a Feat’. 
You are Princes, and my Guefts. 
Thai. But you, my Knight and Gueft, 
To whom this wreath of Victory T give, 
And Crown you King of this Day’s happinels. 
Per. *Tis more by Fortune, Lady, than by Merit. 
King. Call it by what you will, the Day is yours, 
And here, I hope, is none that envies it. 
In'framing ah Artift, Art hath thus decreed, 
To make fome good, but others to exceed, 
And you her labour’d Scholar: Come, Queen o’rh” Feaft, 
For, Daughter, fo you are, here take your Place : 
Martial the reft, as thy deferve their grace. 
Knights. We are honour’d much by good Symonides. 
King. Your Prefence glads our Days, Honout we love, 
For who hates Honour, hates the Gods above. 
Mar fh, Sir, yonder is your Place, 
Per, Some other is more fit 
1 Knight. Contend not, Sir, for we are Getitlemef, 
That neither in our Hearts, nor outward Byes, 
Envy the Great, nor do the Low defpife. 
Per. You are right covrtcous Knights. 
King. Sit, fit, fir. 
By Fove, I wonder, that is King, of Thoughts, 
Thefe Cares refit me, he not thought upon, 
Thai. By Funo, that is Queen of Marriage, 
All Viands that I eat do feem unfavoury, 
Withing him my Meat; fure he’s a gallant Gentleman. 
King. He’s but a Country Gentleman; has done to more 
Than other Knights haye done, has broken a Staff, 
Or fo; let it pafs. 
Thai, To me he feems a Diamond to Glafs. 
Per. Yon King’s to me, like to my Father’s Picture, 
Which tells me in that Glory once he was, 
And Princes fat like Stars about his Throne, 
And he the Sun, for them to reverence; 
None that beheld him, but like leffer Lights, 
Did vail their Crowns to his Supremacy ; 
Where now his Son, like # Glo-worm in the Night, 
The which hath Fife‘in Darknefs, none in Light; 
Whereby I fee that Time’s the King of Men, : 
nt or 
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For he’s their Parents, and he is their Grave, 
And gives them what he will, notiwhat they crave. 
King. What, are you merry, Knights? 
Knights. Who canbe other in this Royal Prefence? 
King. Here, witha Cup that’s ftirr’d unto the brims 
As you do love, filkto your Miftrefs Lips, 
We drink this Health to you, 
Knights. We thank. your Grace. 
King. Yet paufe a while, 
Yon Knight doth fit too melancholy, 
As if the Entertainment in our Court, 
Had not a thew might countervail his worth. 
Note it not you, Thaifa2 
Thai. What is’t.to me, my. Father ? 
King. O, attend, my Daughter, 
Princes, in this, fhould live like Gods above, 
Who freely give tc every ore that come to honour. them: 
And Princes not doing fo, are like to Gnats, 
Which make a found, but kill’d are wondred at.: 
Therefore to make, his entrance now more {weet, 
Here fay we drink this ftanding Bowl of Wine to him. 
Thai. Alas, my Father, it befits not me, 
Unto a ftranger Knight to be fo bold, 
He may my Profter take for an Offence, 
Since Men take Womens Gifts for Impudence, 
King. How ! do as I bid you, or you'll move me elfe, 
Thai. Now, by the Gods, he could not pleafe me better. 
King. And furthermore tell him, 
We defire to know of him, 
OF whence he is, his Name and Parentage, 
Thai. The King my Father, Sir, hath drunk to you. 
Per. I thank him. 
Thai. Withing it fo much Blood unto your Life. 
Per. I thank both him and you, and pledge him freely. 
Thai. And further he defires to know of you, 
Of whence you are, your Name and Parentage. 
Per. A Gentleman of Tyre, my Name Pericles, 
My Education been in Arts and Arms, 
Who looking for Adventures in the World, 
Was by the rough Seas reft.of Ships and Men, 
‘And after Shipwrack, driv’n upon this Shore. Zs 
aie 
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Thai. He thanks your Graces names himfelf Pericles, 
A Gentleman of ‘Tyre, who only by Misfortune of the Seas, 
Bereft of Ships and Meny caft on the’Shore. 

King. Now, by the Gods; I pity hig Misfortune, 

And will awake him from his’ Melancholy. 

Come, Gentlemen, we ‘fit too long on Trifles, 

And watte the time, which looks for other Revels. 

Ev'n in your Armors, as you are addreft, 

Will very we!l become a Soldier’s Dance: 

I will not have excufe, with faying that 

Loud Mufick is too harfh for Ladies Heads, 

Since they love Mth’in Arms, as well'as Beds. 
[They dance. 

So, this was well ask’d, "twas well pérform’d, 

Come, Sir, here's a Lady that wants breathing too : 

And I have heard; you Knights of Tyre, 

Are excellent in making ‘Ladies trip, 

Aod that their Meaftres are as. excellent, 

Per. In thofe that practife them, they are, my Lord. 

King. Obvthat’s as much, as you would be deny’d 
Of your fair Courtefie, unelafp, unclafp. [They dance, 
Thanks, Gentlemen, 'to all; all have done well, 

But you the beft. Pages and’ Lights, to condué& 
Thefe Knights unto their feveral Lodgings: 
Yours, Sir, we have giv’n order to be néxt our own. 

Per Tam at your Grace’s: pleafure. 

King. “Princes, it is too late to talk of Love, 

And that’s the mark'I know’ you level at : 

Therefore each one ‘betake him to his Ref; 

To Morrow, all for {peeding do their bef. 
Enter Hellicanus, and Efeanes. 

Hell. No, Efcanes, know this of me, 

Astiochus from Inceft liv'd not free: 

For which, 'the moft high Gods not minding 
Longer to with-hold the Vengeance that 

They had in ftore, ‘due to his heinous 

Capital Offence ; even in the height and pride 

Of all his Glory, when he was feated in 

A Chariot of an ineftimablé’Value, and his Daughter 
With him; a Fire from Heav'n'came and fhrivel'd 
Up thofe Bodies, even to loathing, for they fo ftunk 
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That all thofe Eyes ador’d them, e’er their fall; 
Scorn now their Hand fhould give them Burial. 
Efca. It was very ftrange. 

Hell, And yet but Juftice 5 

For though this King were great, 
His Greatnefs was no guard,to bare Heav’ns fhaft; 
By Sin had his teward. 
Efca, ’>Vis very true. 
Enter two or.three Lords: 

1 Lord not a Man in pzivate Conference; 
Or Counfel, hath refpe@ with him but. he. 

2 Lord. It thallno longer gcieve without reproof. 

Lord, And curft be he that will not fecond it. 

1 Lord. Follow methen: Lord Héllican, a words 

Hell. With me? and welcome, happy Day, my Lords: 

1 Lord. Know that our Griefs are rifen to the top, 
And now at length they. over-flow their Banks. 

Hell... Your Griefs, for what?, wrong not your Prince you 

10ve. 

1 Lord. Wrong not your felf then, noble Hellican, 

But if the Prince do live, let us falute him, 

Or know what Ground’s made happy by his Breath: 
Tfin the World he live, we'll feek him out: 

If in his Grave he reft, we'll find him there, 

And be refolv’d, he lives to govern us: 

Or. dead, give’s Caufe to mourn his Funeral, 

And leave us to our free Ele&ion. 

2 Lord. Whole death indeed, the ftrongeft in our cenfuret 
And knowing this Kingdom is without a Head, 
Like goodly Buildings left without a Roof, 

Soon fall to ruins, Your noble felf, 
That beft knows how to rule, and how to reigns 
We thus fubmit unto our Soveraign, 

Omn. Live, noble Hellican. 

Hell, Try Honours.Caufe; forbear your Suffrages : 
If that you love Prince Pericles, forbear: 

(Take I your with, [leap into the,Seas, 

Where’s hourly trouble, for a, Minutes eafe,) 

A twelve Moathdonger, Jet me entreat you 

To forbear the abfence of your King; 
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If in which time €xpir’d, he not return, 
I fhall with aged Patience beat your Yoke. 
But if I cannot win you to this Love, 
Go fearch like Nobles, like noble Subje@s; 
And in your fearch, {pend your adventurous worth, 
Whom if you find, and win unto return, 
You fhall like Diamonds fit about his Crown, 
1 Lord. To Wifdom, he’s a Fool that will pot yield, 
And fince Lord Hellican enjoineth us, 
We with our Fravels will endeavour, 

Hell, Then you love us,’ we you, and we'll clafp Hands, 
When Peers’ thus knit, 3 Kingdom ever ftands. Pen 
Enter the King reading of a Letter at one Door, and the 
Knights meet him. 

1 Kxight. Good morrow to the good Symonides. 
Kings Knights, from my Daughter this I’ let: you know, 

That for this twelve Month, fhe’ll not undertake 

A married Life: Her Reafon to her felf is only known, 

Which yet from her by no means can I get. 

2 Knight, May we not get accefs to her, my Lord? 
King. Faith, by no means, the hath fo ftri@ly 

Ty’d her to her Chamber, that ’tis impoffible : 

One twelve Moons mote fhe’ll weat Diana’s Livery: 

This by the Eye of Cynthia hath the vow'd, 

And on her Virgin honour will not break. 
3 Knight. Loth to bid farewel, we take our leaves. [Exes 
King. So, they are well difpatch’d; 

Now to my Danghter’s Letter; fhe tells me here, 

She’ll wed the ftranger Knight, 

Or never more to view nor Day nor Light, 

"Tis well, Miftrefs, your choice agrees with mine, 

I like that well; nay, how abfolute fhe’s in’t, 

Not minding whether I diflike or no. 

Well, I do commend her choice, and will nolonger 

Have it be delay’d: Soft, here he comes, 

I muft diflemble it. 

Enter Pericles. 
Per. All Fortune to the good Symonides, 
King. To you as much: Sir, Tam beholding to. yous 

For your fweet Mufick this laft Night: 
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I do protelt, my Ears were never fed 

With fuch delightful pleafing Harmony. 

Per. It is your Grace’s Pleafure to commend, 

Not my’ Defert. 

King. Sir, you are Mufick’s Mafter, 
Per, The worft of all her Scholars, my good Lord. 
King. Let me ask you one thing, 

What do you think of my Daughter, Sir2 

Per. A mot virtuous Princefs, 

King. And the’s fair too, is fhe not? 

Per. Asa fair Day in Summer: Wondrous Fair? 
King. Sir, my Daughter thinks very well of you, 

I fo well, that you muft be her Matter, 

And fhe will be your Scholar; therefore look to it. 
Per. Lam unworthy to be her School-mafter. 
King. She thinks not fo, perufe this writing elfe. 
Per. What’s here, a Letter, 

That fhe loves the Knight of Tyre? 

’Tis the King’s Subtilty to have my Life: 

Oh feek not to intrap me; gracious Lord, 

A Stranger and diftreffed Gentleman, 

That never aim’d fo high to love your Daughter, 

But bent all Offices to honour her, 

King. Thou haft bewitch'd my Daughter, 

And thou art a Villain. 

Per. By the.Gods I have ‘nor; 

Never did thought of mine levy Offence; 

Nor never did my Actions yet commence 

A Deed might gain her Love, or your Difpleafure: 
King, Traitor, thou lieft. 

Per. Traitor! 
King. Ay, Traitor. 
Per, Even in his Throat, unlef it be a King, 

That calls me Traitor, I return the Lie. 
King. ‘Now bythe Gods I do applaud his Courage: 
Per. My Actions are as noble as my Thoughts, 

That never relith’d of a bafe Defcent: 

T came unto the Court for Honour’s Caufe, 

And not to be a Rebel to her State: 

And-he that otherwife accounts of me, 

This Sword hall prove, he’s Honour’s Enemy. 

King. 
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King. No? here comes my Daughter; fhe’can withefs. it» 
Enter Thaifa. 
Per. Then as you are as Virtuous, as Fair, 
Refolve your angry Father, if my. Tongue 
Did eer follicit, or my Hand fubfcribe 
To any Syllable that made love to-you? 
Thai. Why, Sir, if you had, who takes offence, 
At that would make me glad @ 
King. Yea, Miftrefs, are. you fo peremptory ? 
{ am glad of it with all my Heart. | Afide. 
il tame you, Fil bring you in fubjection. 
Will you, not having my Confents 
Beftow your Love and your Affecions 
Upon a Stranger? who, for ought I knows [, Afides 
May be, nor can Lthink the contrary, 
As great in Blood as I my felf. 
Therefore hear you, Miftrefs, either frame 
Your Will to mine;-and you, Sir, hear you, 
Either be rul’d by me, or I’ll make-you 
Man and Wife; nay, come, your Hands 
And Lips muft feal it roo: And being join'd, 
I'll thus your hopes deftroy, and for further Grief, 
God give you Joy; what, are you both pleas’d? 
Thai, Yes, if you love me, gr, 
Per. Ev'n as my Life, or Blood that fofters it. 
King. What, are you both agreed? 
Amb. Yes, if it pleafe your Majefty. 
King. Xt pleafeth me fo well, that I will fee you wed; 
And then with what hafte you can, get you to Bed. 





Enter Gower, 
Now yfleep flaked hath the-rout, 
No din but fnores about the Hox/e, 
Made louder by the o er-fee Beaft, 
Of this moft pompous Marriage Feaft : 
The Cat with eyne of burning Col, 
Now couches from. the Moufes hale; 
And Cricket Sing at the Ovens Mouths 
Are the blither for their Drouth: 
Hymen hath brought the Bride to Beds 
Where, by the lofi of Maidenhead, 
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A Babe is moulded, by attent, 

And time that is fo briefly /pent, 

Wiih your fine fancies quaintly cach, 

What's dumb in fhew, I'll plain with Speech. 


Enter Pericles and Symoxides at one Door with Attendants, a 
Meffenger meets them, kneels, and gives Pericles a Let- 
ter, Pericles thews it Symonides, the Lords kneel to him 3 
then enter Thaifa with Child, with Lychorida a Nurfe, 
the King fhews her the Letter, the rejoices: She and Pe= 
ricles take leave of her Father, and depart. 


By many a dearn and painful pearch 

Of Pericles, the careful fearch, 

- By the four oppofing Crignes, 

Which the World together foynes, 

Is made with all due diligence, 

That Horfe and Sail, and high Expence, 
Can fteed the queft at laft from Tyre, 
Fame anfivering the moff Strange Enquire, 
To th’ Court of King Symonides, 

Are Letters brought, the tenour thefe. 
Antiochus and his Daughter’s dead, 
The Aden of Tyrus, on the Head 

Of Hellicanus would (et on 

The Crown of Tyre, bat he will none : 
The mutiny he there haftes t’opprei, 
Sayes to them, if King Pericles 

Come not home in twice fix Moons, 

H:, obedient to their dooms, 

Will take the Crown : The fum of this 
Brought hither to Pentapoli:, 

Irmy fled the Regions round, 

And every one with claps can found, 
Oxr Heir apparent is a K ing : 

Who dreamt? who thought of fuch a 143 
Brief, he muft hence depart to Tyre, 
His Queen with Child, makes her défire, 
Which who fball crofi, along to go, 

Omit we all their dole and woe: 
Lychorida her Nurfe fhe takes, 

And fo to Sea; then velfel foakes 
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On Neptune’s billow, half the Flood 
Hath their Keel cut; but Fortune mov'a, 
Varies again, the grifly North 
Difgorges {uch a Tempeft forth, 

That as a Duck for life that dives, 

So up and down the poor Ship drives: 
The Lady Shreeks, and wellea-near, 
Doth fall in travel with her fear: 
«4nd what enfues in this Self form, 
Shall for it felf, it Self performs 

f will relate, A&tion may 

Conveniently the reft convey; 

Which might not? what by me is told, 
dn your imagination hold: 

This Stage, the Ship, upax whofe Deck 
The Seas tof Pericles appears ro Speak. 


Enter Pericles on Shipboard. 

Per. Thou God of this great vaft, rebuke thefe Surges 
Which wafh both Heav'a and Hell; and thou that haft 
Upon the Winds command, bind them .in Brafs, 
Having call’d them from the Deep; -O till 
Thy deafning dreadful Thunders; daily quench 
Thy nimble falphurous Flafhes: O.how, Lychorida? 
How does my Queen? then ftorm venomoufly, 

Wilt thou {pit all thy felf? the Seamans whiftle 

Is a whifper in the Ears of Death, 

Unheard Lychorida? Lacina, oh—— 

Divineft Patronefs, and my Wife,, gentle 

To thofe that cry by Night, convey thy Deity 

Aboard our dancing Boat, make fwift the pangs 

OF my Queen’s Travels, Now, ‘Lychorida. 
Enter Lychorida. 

Lyc. Here is a thing too young for fuch,a place; 
Who if it had conceit, would die, as I am liketo dot 
Take in your Arms this piece of your dead Queen, 

Per. How? how, Lychorida? 

Lye. Patience, good Sir, do not aflift the Storm; 
Here's all that is left living of our Queen; 

A little Daughter, ‘for thefake of it 


Be titanly, and take comfort. 
P a Per. 


> 





oS we OE OS Oreo eS 


Co-SO Ow 


a 


Ses 


A 
a 
A 

















2876 Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 


Per. Oh you Gods! 
Why do you make us love your goodly Gifts, 
And fnatch them ftraight away ¢ 
We here below, recal not what we give, 
And we therein may ufe honour with you. 
Lyc. Patience, good Sir, even for this charge. 
Per. Now mild may be thy Life, 
For a more bluftrous Birth had never Babe: 
Quiet and gentle thy Conditions ; 
For thou art the rudelieft welcome to this World, 
That ever was Prince’s Child; happy that follows, 
Thou haft as chiding a Nativity, 
As Fire, Air, Water, Earth, and Heav’n can make, 
To harold thee from the Womb: F 
Ev’n at the firft, thy lofs is more than can 
Thy Portage quit, with all thou canft find here: 
Now the good Gods throw their beft Eyes upon it. 
Enter two Sailors. 
1 Sail, What courage, Sir? God fave you. 
Per. Courage enough, Ido not fear the Flaw, 
It hath done to me the worft: Yet for the love 
OF this poor Infant, this frefh new Sca-farer, 
I would it would be quiet. 
1 Sail, Slack the Bolins there; thou wilt not, wilt thou 
blow and fplit thy felf 2 
2 Sail. But Sea-room, and the brine and cloudy Billow 
kifs the Moon, I care not, 
x Sail, Sir, your Queen mutt over-board, 
The Sea works high, the Wind is loud, 
And will not lye’till the Ship be clear'd of the dead. 
Per. That’s your Superttition. 
1 Sail, Pardon us, Sir, with us atSea it {till hath been obferv’d, 
And we are ftrong in Eaftern, therefore briefly yield her. 
Per. As youthink meet, for fhe mufto’cr-board ftraight, 
Moft wretched Queen. 
Lyc. Here the lyes, Sir. 
Per. A terrible Child-bed haft thou had, my Dear; 
No Light, no Fire, the unfriendly Elements 
Forgot thee utterly, nor have I time 
To bring thee hallow’d to thy Grave, but ftraight in 
u 
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Mutt caft thee fearcely Coffin’d, in oar, 
Where for a Monument upon thy Bones, 
The Air remaining Lamps, the belching Whale, 
And humming Water muft o’erwhelm thy Corps, 
Lying with fimple Shells: Oh, Lychorida, 
Bid Neffor bring me Spices, Ink and Paper, 
My Casket and my Jewels, and bid Wicander 
Bring me the Sattin Coffin: Lay the Babe 
Upon the Pillow; hie thee, whiles I fay 
A Prieftly farewel to her: Suddenly, Woman. 
2 Sail, Sir, wehavea Cheft beneath the Hatches; 
Caulk’d and bitumed ready, 
Per. I thank thee: Mariner, fay, what Coatt is this? 
2 Sail, We are near Tharfus. 
Per. Thither, gentle Mariner, 
Alter thy courfe for Tyre: When canft thou reach it? 
2 Sail. By break of day, if the wind ceafe. 
Per. O make for Thar fus, 
There will I vifit Cleon, for the Babe 
Cannot hold out to Tyras; there V'll leave it 
At careful Nurfing: Go thy ways, good Mariner, 
V'll bring the Body prefently, [Exennt. 
Enter Lord Cerymon with a Servant, 
Cer. Philemon, ho! 
Enter Philemon, 
Phil. Doth my Lord call2 
Cer, Get Fire and Meat for thefe poor Men, 
Tt hath been a turbulent and ftormy Night. 
Ser, I have been in many but fuch a Night as this, 
‘Till now, I ne’er endur’d. 
Cer. Your Matter will be dead e’er you return, 
There’s nothing can be miniftred to Nature, 
hat can recover him: Give this to the Pothecary, 
And tell me how it works, 
Enter two Gentlemen, 
I Gent. Good. morrow, 
2 Gent. Good morrow to your Lordthip. 
Cer. Gentlemen, why do you ftir fo early? 
1 Gent. Sir, our Lodging ftanding bleak upon the Sea, 
Shook as if the Earth did quake : 
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The very Principles did feem to rend and all to topples 


Pure furprife and fear made me to leave the Houfe. — 
> Gent. That is the Caufe we trouble you fo early, 
Tis not our Husbandry. 


Cer. O you fay well. j 
+ Gent. But I much marvel that your Lordfhip 


Having rich Attire about you, fhould at thefe early Hours 
Shake off the golden Slumber of repofe; “tis moft f{trange, 
Nature fhould be fo converfant with pain, 
Being thereto not compelled. 
Cer. L hold it ever Virtue and Cunning. 
Were Endowments greater, than Noblenefs and Riches; 
Carelefs Heirs may the two latter darken and expend ; 
But Immortality attends the former, 
Making’ a Man a God: 
‘Tis known, I ever have ftudied Phyfick, 
Through which fecret Art, by turning o'er Authority, 
I have together with my Practice, made familiar 
To meand to my aid, the beft Infufions that dwell 
In Vegetives, in-Metals, Stones; and can fpeak of the 
Difturbances that Nature works, and of her Cures; 
Which'doth give me 4 more content 
In courfe of true Delight 
Than to be thirfty after tottering Honour, 
Or-tie my Pleafure up insfilken Bags, 
To pleafe the Fool and Death. 
2 Gent. Your Honour hath through Ephefus, 
Pour’d forth your Charity, and hundreds call themfelves 
Your Cfeatures; who by you have been reftor'd, 
And not your Knowledge, your perfonal Pain, — 
But even your Purfe ftill open, hath buile Lord Cerymon 
Such ftrong Renown, as never fhall decay: 
Eater two or three with @ Cheft: 
Ser. So, lift there. 
Cer. What’s that ? 
Ser. Sir, even now did the Sea tof up upon our Shore 
This Chefts ’tis of fome wrack. 
Cer. Set it down, Jet us look. upon it. 
2 Gent. Tis like a Coffin, Sir. 
Cer. What e’er it be, ’tis wondrous heavy 7°? 
Wrench it open ftraight; ‘ 
I 
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If the Seas Stomach be o’er charg’d with Gold, : 
'Tis a good conftraint of Fortune it belches upon Us. 
2 Gent. ’Tis fo, my Lord. : 
Cer. How clofe ’tis caulk’d and bottom’d, did thé Sea 
caft it up? 
Ser, I never faw fo hugea Billow, Sir, as toftit upon Shore: 
Cer. Wrench it open; it fmells moft fweetly in my Sence, 
2 Gent. A delicate Odour. 
Cer. As ever hit my Noftril; fo, up with it. 
Oh you moft potent Gods! what's here, a Coarfe? 
t Gent. Moft ftrange. : 
Cer. Shrowded in Cloth of State, balm’d and entreafured 
With full Bags of Spices, a Paffport to Apollo, 
Perfe& me in the Charaéters, 


Here I give to underftand, 

Tf eer this Coffin drive a-lands 

Z King Pericles have loft 

This Queen, worth all our mundane coft ; 
Who finds her, give her Burying, 

She was the Daughter of a King. 

Befides this Treafure for a Fee, 

The Gods requite his Charity. 


Tf thou liveft Pericles, thou haft 2 Heart 
That even cracks for wo; this chanced to Night. 

2 Gent. Moft likely, Sir, 

Cer. Nay, certainly to Night. 
For look how freth fhe looks! 
They were too rough, that threw her in the Sea. 
Make a Fire within, fetch hither all my Boxtsin my Clofet, 
Death may ufurp on Nature many Hours, aca 
And yet the Fire of Life kindle again the o’er-preft Spirits, _ 
I heard of an egyptian that had nine Hours been dead, *!”: 
Who was by good appliance recovered, 

Enter one with Napkins and Fire, 

Well faid, well faid, the Fire and Cloaths, °°" 
The rough and woful Mufick that we have; 
Caufe it to found I befeech you: 
The Vial once more; how thou ftirréft, thou Block2 


The Mufick there} 'I pray you give her Air; t mond W 
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Gentlemen, this Queen will live, 
Nature awakes a warm Breath out of her; 
She hath not been entranc’d above five Hours. 
See how fhe gins to blow into Life’s Flower again. 
1 Gent. The Heav’ns, through you, encreafe our Wonder, 
And fets up your Fame for ever. 
Cer. She is alive, behold her Eye-lids, 
Cafes to thofe heav'nly Jewels which Pericles hath loft, 
Begin to part their Fringes of bright Gold, 
The Diamonds of a moft praifed: Water doth appear, 
To make the World twice rich, live, and make us weep 
To hear your Fate, fair Creature, ‘rare as you feem to be, 
| She movess 
Thai. O dear Diana, where am [2 where’s my Lord? 
What World is this? 
2 Gent. Is not this flrange? 
t Gent. Moft rare. 
Cer. Huth, my gentle Neighbours, lend me your Hands, 
To the next Chamber bear her, get Linnen; 
Now this matter muft be look’d to, for the Relapfe 
Is mortal: Come, come, and, E/culapias, guide us. 
[Exenne, carrying her awaye 
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Emer Pericles at Tharfus, with Cleon and Dionyfia. 


Per, OST honour’d Cleon, I mult needs be gone, 
My twelve Months are expir'd, and Tyre ftands 

Ina peace; you and your Lady take from my Heart 
All Thankfulnefs. "The Gods make-up the reft upon you. 

Cle. Your thakes of Fortune, though they hate you 
Mortally, yet glance:full wondringly on. us. 

Dion, O your {weer Queen! 
That the ftri& Fates had pleas’d you'd brought her hither, 
To have bleft mine Eyes with her. 

Per. We cannot but obey the Pow’rs above us; 
Could I rage and roar as doth the Sea the lyes in, 
Yet the end muft be as.’tiss My gentle Babe, AZarina, 
Whom, for fhe was born at Sea, Ihave mam’d fo, 55) 

Here, 
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Here, FE charge your Charity withal; leaving her 

The Infant of your Care, befeeching you to give her 

Princely training, that fhe may be manner’d as fhe is bors. 
Cle. Fear not, my Lady, but think your Grace, 

That fed my. Country with your Corn; for which, 

The Peoples Prayers daily fall upon you, muft in your Child 

Be thought on, if negle& fhould therein make me vile, 

The common Body that’s by you reliev'd, 

Would force me to my.Dary; but if to'that, 

My Nature need a Spur, the Gods revenge it 

Upon me and mine, to the end. of Generation, 

Per. I believe you, your. Honour and your ‘Goodnefs, 
Teach me to’t without your Vows, ’tilldhe be married, 
Madam, by bright Diana, whom we honour, 

All unfifter’d hall this Heir of mine remain, 
Though I thew will in’t: So 1.take my Jeave:s 
Good Madam, make me bleffed, in your care 
In bringing up my Child. 

Dion. Vve one my felf, who thall not be-more dear 
To my refpe& than yours, my Lord. 

Per, Madam, my Thanks and Prayers. 

Cle, We'll bring your Grace to the Edge of the Shore, 
then give you up to ‘the masked Neptune,. and the gentleft 
Winds of Heav’n. 

Per, I will embrace your Offer. Come, deateft Madam : 
O, no Tears, Lychorida, no Tears; look to your little Mi- 
ftrefs, on whofe Grace you may depend hereafter: Come, 
my Lord. [ Exeunt. 

Emer Cerymon and Thaifa, 

Cer. Madam, this Letter,. and fome certain Jewels, 
Lay with you in your Coffer, 

Which are at your Command: Know you the Charaéter 2 
Thai. It is my Lord’s; that I was fhip’d at Sea, 
I well remember, ev’n.on my eaning time ; 
But whether there delivered, by. the holy Gods, 
I cannot rightly fay; but fince King Pericles, 
My wedded Lord, I ne’er fhall fee again, 
A veftal Livery will I take me to, 
And never more have Joy. 

Gr. Madam, if this you purpole as ye fpeak, 
Diana's Temple is not diftant far, 
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Where you may abide ’till your date expire; 
Moreover if you pleafe, a Niece of mine, 
Shall there attend you. 
Thai. My recompence is thanks, that’s all, 
Yet my good will is great, though the Gift fmall: [Exveunt, 


Enter Gower. 
Gow. Jmagine Pericles arriv'd at Tyre, 

Welcom'd and fetled to his own defire; 
His woful Queen we leave at Ephefus, 
Usto Diana, there's a Votare/i. 

New to Marina bend your mind, 

Whom our faft growing Scene muft find 

4 Tharfus, and by Cleon train’d 

In Muficks Letters, who hath gain'd 

Of Education all the Grace, 

Which makes high both the Art and Place ', 
Of general Wonder s But alack, 
That Monfter Envy, oft the Wrack 
Of earned praife, Marina’s Life | 
Seeks to take off by Treafon’s Knife, 
And in this kind, our Cleon bath 

One Daughter and a full grown Wench, 
Even ripe for Marriage fight: This Maid 
Hight Philoten: dud it is faid 

For certain in our Story, fhe 

Would ever with Marina be, 

Be’t when they weav'd the fledded Silk, 
With Fingers long, fmall, white as Milky 

Or when fhe would with fharp Needle wound 

The Cambrick, which foe made more found 
By hurting it, or when to th’ Lute 

She ung, and made the Night Bed mute, 
That frill records within one, or when 

She would with rich and conftant Pen, 
Vailto her Adiftrefs Dion frill, 

This Philoten contends in skill ° 

With abfolute Marina: Sa’ 
The Dove of Paphos might with the Grow 
Vy Feathers white. Marina gers “A 
, lll Praifes, which are paid-as Debts, 
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And not as given, this fo darks 

In Philoten all graceful Marks, 

That Cleon’s Wife with Envy rare, 

A prefent Murderer do's prepare 

For good Marina, that her Daughter 

Might fand Peerle/s by this flaughter. 

The fooner her vile Thoughts to ftead, 

Lychorida our Nurfe is dead, 

And curfed Dionyfia hath 

The pregnant Inftrument of wrath 

Preft for this blow, the unborn Event, 

I do commend to your Content, 

Only I carried winged Time, 

Poft on the lame Feet of my Rhime, 

Which never could I fo convey, 

Unle/s your Thoughts went on my way. 

Dionyfia doth appear, ia! 
With Leonine’ a Murderer, (Exit. 


Emer Dionyfia, and Leonine. 
Dion. Thy Oath remember, thou haft fworn to do it, 
*Tis but a blow, which never fhall be known, 
Thou canft not doa thing in the World fo foon, 
To yield thee fo much profit, let not Confcience 
Which is but cold, inflaming thy love Bofom, 
Enflame too nicely; nor let Pity, which 
Even Women have caft off, melt thee, 
But be a Soldier to thy purpofe, 
Leon, I will do’t, but yet the is.a goodly Creature. 
Dion. The fitter then the Gods fhould have her. 
Here fhe comes weeping for her only Miftrefs Deaths 
Thou art refolv’d? 
Leow Tam refolv’d, 
Enter Marina with a Basket of Flowers. 
Mar. Ne: 1 will rob gay Tellus of her Weed, 
To ftrew thy Grave with Flowers: The yellows, blews; 
The purple Violets and Marigolds, 
Shall as a Carpet hang upon thy Grave, 
While Summer Days dotli laft. :Ay:me, poor Maid, 
Born. in a Tempeft, when my Mother dy’d’: | 
This World to me is likea lafting Storm, >’ 


Hiwtrying me from my Friends, ' | Dian 
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Dion, How now, Marina? why de’ye weep alone? 
How chance my Daughter is not with you? 

Do not confume your Blood with forrowing, 

You have a Nurfe of me. Lord ! how your favour’s 

Chane’d, with this unprofitable woe: 

Come give me your Flowers, e’er the Sea mar it, 

Walk with Leoxine, the Air is quick there, 

And it pierces and fharpens the Stomach: 

Come, Leonine, take her by the Arm, walk with her; 
Mar. No I pray you, 

I’]l not bereave you of your Servant. 

Dion. Come, come 3 
I love the King your Father, and your felf, 
With more than foreign Heart; we every day 
Expe& him here, when he fhall come and find 
Our Paragon, to all Reports thus blafted, 
He will repent the breadth of his great Voyage, 
Blame both my Lord and me, that we have taken 
No care to your beft Courfes. Go I pray you, 
Walk and be Chearful once again;. referve 
That excellent Complexion, which did fteal 
The Eyesof Young and Old. Care not for me, 
I can go home alone. 

Mar. Well, I will go, 
But yet I haye no defire to it. 

Dion. Come, come, I know ’tis good for you; 
Walk half an Hour, Leonine, at the leaft. 
Remember what I have faid, 

Leon. 1 warrant you, Madam. 

Dion, V'illeave you, my {weet Lady, for a while; 
Pray walk foftly, do not heat your Blood: 
What, I muft havea care of you, Exit, 

Mar, My thanks, fwect Madam. Is the Wind Wefterly 
that blows? 

Leon. South=W eft. 

Mar.. When I was born, the Wind was North. 

Leon. Was't {02 

Mar. My Father,as Nirfe faith, did never fear, 
But cryedyi good Seamento the Sailors, galling 
His kingly Hands, 

Hailing the Ropes, and ?clafping to the Matt, 
Endur’d a Sea that almoft .burft.the Deck, Lem 
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Leon. When was this? 
Mar, When'I was born, 
Never was Waves nor Wind more violent, 
And from the Ladder-Tackle, wathes off 
A Canvas Climer: Ha, faith one, wiltout?2 
And with a dropping Induftry they skip 
From Stern to Stern: 
The Boat-fwain whiftles, and the Matter calls 
And trebbles their Confufion. 
Leon. Come, fay your Prayers. 
Adar, What mean you? 
Leon. If you require a little {pace for Prayer, 
I grant it; pray, but be not tedious, 
For the Gods are quick of Ear, 
And I am fworn to do my Work with hafte. 
Mar, Why. will you kill me2 
Leon. To fatisfie my Lady. 
Mar, Why would the have me kill’d now? as I can 
Remember by my Troth, I never did hurt her 
Tn all my Life, I never {pake bad word, 
Nor did ill turn to any living Creature; 
Believe me now, I never kill’d a Moufe, 
Nor hurt a Fly. I trode upon a Worm once 
Againft my will, but I wept for it. How have I offended, 
Wherein my Death might yield her any profit, 
Or my Life imply her any danger? 
Leon, My Commiffion 
Is not to reafon of the Deed, but do it. 
Mar. ¥ ou will not do’t for allthe World, I hope: 
You are well-favour’d, and your Looks fore-fhew 
You have avery gentle Heart. I faw you lately, 
When you caught Hurt in parting two that fought: 
Good footh, it fhewed well in you, do fonow, 
Your Lady feeks my Life, come you between, 
And fave poor Me the weaker. 
Leon. I am {worn, and will difpatch. 
Enter Pirates. 
1 Pirat. Hold, Villain, 
2° Pirat, A prize! a prize! e 
3. Pirat. Half part, Mates, half part. Come; let’s have 
her aboard fuddenly. [Exeunt. 
Emer 
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Enter Leonihe, 

Leon. Thefe roguing Thieves ferve the great Pirate Valdes, 
And they have feized AZarina, let her go, 

There’s no hope fhe will return: I'll fwear the’s dead, 

And thrown into the Sea; but I'll fee further, 

Perhaps they will but pleafe themfelves upon her, 

Not carry her aboard, if fhe remain, 

Whom they have ravith’d, muft by me be flain, [ Exit. 
Enter Pander, Boult and Bawd. 

Pand. Boult, 

Boult. Sir, 

Pand. Search the Market narrowly, AZetalline is full of - 
Gallants, we loft too much Mony this Mart, by being toe 
Wenchlefs, 

Bawd. We were never fo much out of Creatures, we 
have but poor three, and they can do no more than they 
can do, and they with continual A@tion, are even as good 
as rotten. 

Pand. Therefore let’s have freth ones what e’er we pay 
for them, if there be not a Confcience to be us'd in every 
Trade, we thall never profper. 

Bawd. Thou fay’ft true, ‘tis not our bringing up of poor 
Baftards, as I think, I brought fome eleven, 

: Boult, I too eleven, and brought them down again, 
But fhall I fearch the Market? 

Bawd. What elfe, Man? The Stuff we have, a ftrong 
Wind will blow it to pieces, they are fo pitifully fodden. 

Pand. Thou fay’ft true, there’s two unwholefome in Cons 
fcience, the poor Tranfilvanian is dead that lay with the lite 
tle Baggage, 

Boult. Ay, the quickly poup’d him, fhe made him Roafte 
Meat for Worms, but I'll go fearch the Market. [ Exit. 

Pand. Three or four thoufand Chickens were as pretty. 
Proportion to live quietly, and fo give over. 

Bawd. Why, to give over, I pray you? Is it a fhame 
to get when we are old? 

Pand. Qh our Crédit comes not in like the Commodity, 
nor the Commodity wages not with the Danger: There- 
fore, if in our Youths we could pick up fome pretty Eftate, 
“‘twere not amifs-to keep our Door hatch’d ; befides the fore 
terms we ftand upon with the Gods, will be ftrong with us 
for giving o'er. 5S Bawa. 
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Bawd. Come, other forts offend as well as we. 

Pand. As well as we, ay, and better too, we offend worfe, 
neither is our Profeffion any Trade, it’s no Calling: But 
here comes Boxit. 

Enver Boulet with Pirates, and Marina. 

Beult. Come your ways, my Mafters, you fay the’s a 
Virgin? 

Pirat. O Sirs we doubt it not. 

Bowlt. Matter, I have gone through for this Piece you 
fee, if you like her, fo; if not, I have loft my Earneft. 

Bawd. Boult, has the any. Qualities ? 

Boule. She has a good Face, {peaks well, and hath excel- 
» lent good Cloaths: There’s no farther neceflity of Qualities 
can make her be refufed, 

Bawd, What’s her Price, Bowls ? 

Boult. I cannot be bated one doit of a thoufand Pieces. 

Pand. Well, follow me, my Matters, you fhall have your 
Mony prefently: Wife, take her in, inftru@ her what fhe 
has to do, that fhe may not be raw in her Entertainment. 

Bawd. Boult, take you the Marks of her, the Colour 
of her Mair, Complexion, Height, Age, with warrant 
of her Virginity, and Cry: He that will give moft fhall 
have her firft. “Such a Maiden-head were no cheap thing; 
if Men were as they have been: Get this done as I com- 
mand you. 

Boult. Performance hall follow. [Exit 

Mar. Alack, that Leonine was fo flack, fo flow: 

He fhould have ftruck, not {poke ; 
Or that thefe Pirates, not enough barbarous, 
Had not o’er-board thrown me, for to feek my Mother. 

Bawd. Why weep you, pretty one? 

Mar, That I am pretty. 

Bawd. Come, the Gods have done their part in you. 

Mar. Taccufe them not. 

Baud. You are light into my Hands, where you are like 
to live, 

Mar. The more’s my Fault to “feape his Hands, 

Where I was like to dye. 
Bawd. Ay, and you thal live in Pleafure. 
Mar. No, 3 
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Bawd. Yes indeed fhall you,.and.tafte Gentlemen of all 
Fathions, You fhall fare well; you fhall have the difference 
of all Complexions: What, de’ye ftop your Ears? 

Mar. Are you a Woman? 

Bawd. What would you have me to be, if Ibe nota 
Woman? 

Mar. An honeft Woman, or not a Woman. 

Bawd. Marry whip thee, Gofling: I think ¥ fhall have 
fomething to do with you, . Come, y’are a young foolith 
Sapling, and muft be bowed as I would have ye, 

Mar. The Gods defend me. 

Bawa. If it. pleafethe Gods to defend you by Mem, then 
Men muft comfort you, Men muft feed you,» Men mutt 
ftir you up: Bowle’s return’d. 

Enter Boult. 
Now, Sir, haft thou cry’d her through the Marker? 

Boult, I have cry’d her almoft'to the number of her Hairs, 
I have drawn her Pi@ure with my Voice. 

Bawd. And prithee tell. me, how.doft thou find the In- 
clination of the People, efpecially of the younger fort? 

Boult.. Faith they Jiftoed to me, as they would have 
hearkened to.their Father’s Teftament, There.was aSpani- 
ard’s Mouth fo.watered, that he; went to Bed to her very 
Defcription. 

Bawd. We thall have him here to Morrow with hisbelt 
Ruff on. 

Boult,. To Night, to Night. But, Miftrefs, do you know 
the French Knight that cowres i°th’ Hams? 

Bawd. Who; Monfieur Verollus 2 ; 

Boult. Ay, he.offered to cut a Caper at the Proclamation, 
but he made a Groan at it, and fwore he would fee her to 
Morrow. 

Bawd. Well, well, as for him, he brought his Difeafe 
hither, here he doth but repair it, I know he will come 
in our Shadow, to fcatter his Crowns in the Sun. 

Boult. Well, if we had of every Nation a Traveller, we 
fhould lodge them with this Sign. 

Bawd. Pray you, come hither a while, -you have Fors 
tunes coming upon you, mark me, you, muft feem to do 
that snactals which you commit willingly ; defpife Proft, 


where you have moft Gain;. to weep that you live as me 
0» 
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do, makes pity in your Lovers feldom, but that pity begets 

you a good Opinion, and that Opinion a meer profit, 

Mar. 1 underftand you not. 

Boult. O take her home, Miftrefs, take her home, thefe 
Bluthes of hers muft be quencht with fome prefent Practice, 

Bawd, Thou fayeft true i’faith, fo they muft, for your 
Bride goes to that with fhame, which is her way to go with 
warrant. 

Boult. Faith fome do, and fome do not; but Miftrefs, if 
I have bargain’d for the Joynr. 

Bawd, Thou may’ft cut a Morfeloff the Spit. 

Boult. I may fo. 

Bawd. Who fhould deny it? 

Come young one, I like the manner of your Garments well, 
Boult, Ay, by my Faith, they fhall not be changed yer. 
Bawd. Boult, {pend thou that in the Town, report what 

a Sojourner we have, you'll lofe nothing by Cuftom: When 

Nature framed this Piece, fhe meant thee’a good Turn, 

therefore fay what a Paragon fhe is, and thou haft the Har- 

veft out of thine own Report. 

Boult. 1 warrant you Miftrefs, Thunder fhall not fo awake 
the Beds of Eels, as my giving out of her Beauty ftirs up 
the Lewdly.enclined, Til bring home fome to Night. 

Bawd, Come your ways, follow me. 

Mar. If Pires be hot, Knives tharp, or Waters deep, 
Unty’d I ftill my Virgin-knot will keep. 

Diana, aid my purpofe. 

Bawd. What have we to do with Diana 2 Ptay you fo 
with us. [ Exennt. 
Enter Cleon and Dionyfia, 

Dion. Why are you foolifh, can it be undone? 

Cle. © Dionyfia, fuch a piece of Slaughter, 

The Sun and Moon ne’er look’d upon. 

Dion. I think you'll turn a Child again, 

Cle. Were I chief Lord of all this fpacious World, 

I'd give it to undo thedeed. O Lady, much lefs in Blood 

than Virtue, yet a Princefs to equal any fingle Crown of the 

Earth, in the juftice of compare: ‘O Villain, Leonine, whom 

thou haft Poifoned too, if thou had’ft drunk to him, it had 

been a kindnefs becoming well thy Face; what cau°ft thou 
fay, when Noble Pericles fhall demand his Child? 

Vou. VI. Q Dion. 
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Dion; That fhe is dead. Nurfes are not the Fates to 
fofter it, nor ever to preferve; fhe dy’d at Night, I'll fay 
fo, who can crofs it, unlefs you play the Innocent? and for 
am honeft Attribute, cry out, fhe dy’d by foul Play. 

€e. O go to, well, well, of all the Faults beneath the 
Heav’ns, the Gods do like this worft. 

Dion. Be one of thofe that thinks the pretty Wrens of 
Tharfus will fly hence, and open this to Pericles; Ido fhame 
to think of what a noble Strain you are, and of how coward 
a Spirit, 

Cle. To {uch proceeding, who ever but his Approbati- 
on added, though not his whole Confent, he did not flow 
from honourable Courfes. 

Dion, Be it fo then, yet none doth know but you how 
fhe came dead, nor none canknow, Leonine being gone. She 
did difdain my Child, and ftood between her and her For 
tunes: None would look on her, but caft their Gazes on 
Marina’s Face, whilft ours was blurred at, and held a 
Mawkin, not worth the time of day. It pierc’d me thorow, 
and though you call my Courfe unnatural, you not your 
Child well loving, yetI find it greets me as an enterprize of 
Kindnefs perform’d to your fole Daughter. 

Cle, Heav’ns forgive it. 

Dion. And as for Pericles, what fhould he fay? 

We wept after her Hearfe, and yet we mourns 
Her Monument almoft finifhed, and her Epitaph 
In glittering golden Characters, exprefs 

A general Praife to her, and Care in us, 

At whofe Expence ’tis done. 

Cle. Thou art like the Harpie, 

Which to betray, doft with thy Angel’s Face, 
Seize- with thine Eagle’s Talons. 

Dion. You are like one, that fuperftitioufly 
Doth {wear to th’ Gods, that Winter kills the Flies, 

But yet know, you'll do as I advife. [Exewnt. 
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Enter Gower. 


HY § Time we wafte, and longeft Leagues make fbort, 
Sail Seas in Cockles, have and wi fh but for’, 
Making to take our Lmagination, 
From bourn to bourn, Region to Region, 
By you being Pard’ned, we commit no Crime 
To ufe one Language, in each feveral Clime, 
Where our Scenes feem to live. J do befeech you 
To learn of me, who ftands in gaps to teach yous 
The Stages of our Story, Pericles 
4s now again thwarting the wayward Seas; 
( Attended on by many a Lord and Knight) 
To fee his Daughter, all his Life’s Delight. 
Old Hellicanus Loes along behind, 
4s left to govern it: You bear in Alind 
Old Efcanes, whom Hellicanus late 
Advanc'd in time to kreat and high Eftate. 
Well failing Ships, and bounteous Winds have bronght 
This King to Tharfus, think this Pilate thought, 
Sowith bis Steerage, fhall jour Thoughts grone 
To fetch his Daughter home, who firft is gone; 
Like Motes and Shadows fee them move a while, 
Your Ears unto your Eyes I'll reconcile. 


Enter Pericles at one Door with all his Train, Cleox and 
Dionyfia at the other: Cleon thews Pericles the 'Tomb, 
Whereat Pericles makcs Lamentation, puts on Sackcloth, 
and in a mighty Paffion departs. 


~ Gower. See how Belief may fuffer by foul frow, 
This borrow'd Paffion Stands for true old Woe : 

And Pericles in forrow all devour d, 

With Sighs foot through, and bigge/t Tears o’er- howrd, 
Leaves Tharfus, and again imbarks, he fivears 
Never to wafh his Faces nor cut his Hairs, 

He put on Sackcloth, and to Sea he bears, 

<A Tempeft which his mortal Mellel tears, 

And yet he rides it out. Now take we our way 

To the Epitaph for Marina, writ by Diony fia. 
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The faireft, fweeteft,. and beft lies here, 

Who wither’d in her Spring of Year: 

She was of Tyrzs the King’s Daughter, 

On whom foul Death hath made this Slaughter: 
Marina was fhe call’d, and at her birth, 

That is, being proud, {wallow’d fome part of th’earth: 
Therefore the Earth fearing to be o’eiflow’d, 

Hath Thetis Birth-child on the Heav’ns beftow’d. 
Wherefore fhe does and fwears fhe’ll never ftint, 
Make raging Battry upon Shores of Flint. 


No Vizor does become black Villany, 

So well as foft and tender Flattery. 

Let Pericles believe his Daughter's dead, 

And bear bis Conrfes to be ordered 

By Lady Fortune, while onr ftear muft Play 

His Daughter woe and heavy well-a-day, 

In her unholy Service: Patience then, 

And think you now are all in Metalinc. [ Exit. 
Exter too Gentlemen. 

1 Gent. Did you ever hear the like? 

2 Gent. No, nor never fhall do in fuch a place as this, 
fhe being once gone, 

1 Gent. But to have Divinity preacht there, did you 
ever dream of fucha thing 2 ' 
2 Gent..No, no, come, I am for no more Bawdy-houfes, 
fhall we go hear the Veftals fing? 
1 Gent. V'll do any thing \now that is Virtuous, but 
am out of the road of Rutting for ever. [Exeunt. 
Enter the three Bawds. 

Pand. Well, I had rather than twice the worth of her 
fhe had me’er come here. 

Bawd.Fie, fie upon her, fhe is able too freeze the Gods 
Priapus, and undoa whole Generation, wemufteither get her 
Ravitht, or be rid of her; when fhe fhould do for Clyents 
her fitment, and dome the kindnefsof our Profeffion, fhe has 
me her Quirks, her Reafons, her Mafter-reafons, her Prayers, 
her Knees, that fhe would make a Puritan of the Devil, if 
he fhould cheapen a Kifs of her. 

Bowls, Faith I muft ravith her, or the’ll disfurnith usof all 
our Cavaliers, and-make all our Swearers Priefts, 
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Pand. Now the Pox upon her Green-ficknefs for me. 

Bawd. Faith there’s no way tobe rid of it, but by the way 
to the Pox. Here comes the Lord Lyfimachus difguis’d. 

Boult. We fhould have both Lord and Lown, if the pees 
vith Baggage would but give way to Cuftomers. 

Enter Lyfimachus. 

Lyf: How how, how a dozen of Virginities? 

Bawd. Now the Gods blefs your Honour. 

Boult. 1 amglad to fee your Honour in good Health: 

Ly/. You may fo, “tis the better for you, that your Re- 
forters ftand upon found Legs, how now? wholfome Im- 
punity have you, that a Man may deal withal, and defié the 
Surgeon? 

Bawd. We have one here, Sir, if the would 
But there never came her like in AZetaline. 7 

Lyf. If the’d dothe Deeds of Darknefs, thou would’ft fay® 

Bawd. Your Honour knows what ’tis to fay well enough: 

Lyf: Well; call forth, call forth. 

Boult. For Fleth and Blood, Sir, white and red, you 
fhall fee a Rofe, and the were a Rofe indeed, if ‘fhe had 
bur-——— 

Lyf. What prethee 2 

Boult. O Sir, I can be Modeft. 

Lyf. That dignifies the Renown of a Bawd, no lefs than 
it gives a good Report toa number to be Chaft. 

Enter Marina. 

Bawd. Here comes that which grows to the ftalk, 
Never plucke yet I can aflure you. 

Is the not a fair Creature? 

Ly/. Faith the would ferve after a long Voyage at Sea; 
Well, there’s for you, leave us. 

Bawd. I befeech your Honour give me leave a word, 
And I'll have done prefently. 

Lyf: I befeech you do, 

Bawd. Firlt, I would have you note, this is an honou- 
rable Man. 

Mar. 1 defireto find him fo, that I may worthily note him. 

Bawd. Next, he’s the Governor of this Country, and-a 
Man whom I am bound to. 

Mar. If he govern the Country, you are bound to him 
indeed, but how honourable he is in that, I know-not. 


Q 3 Bawa. 
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Bawd, Pray you without any more virginal fencing, will 
you ufe him kindly? He will line your Apron with Gold. 

Mar. What he will do gracioufly, I will thankfully re- 
ceive. 

Lyf: Have you done? 

Bawd. My Lord, fhe’s not pac’d yet, you muft take fome 
Pains to work her to your manage; come, we will leave his 
Honour and her together. [Exit Bawd, 

Lyf; Now, pretty one, how long have you been at this 
Trade? 

Mar. What Trade, Sir? 

Lyf; Why, I cannot name’t but I fhall offend. 

Mar. \ cannot be offended with my Trade. 

Pleaf2sou to name it, 

Lyf. How long have you been of this Profeffion? 

Mar. E’er fince I can remember. 

Ly. Did you go to’t fo young, were you a Gamefter at 
five, or ay feven? 

Mar.’Earlicr too, Sir, if now I be one. 

Lf, Why the Houfe-you dwell in, proclaims you to be 
a Creature of Sale. 

Mar. Do you know this Houfe to be a Place of fuch re- 
fort, and will come into it? I hear fay you are of honoura- 
ble Parts, andthe Governor of this place. 

Lyf. Why? hath your Principal made known unto you,’ 
who I am2 

Mar, Who is my Principal? 

Ly/- Why your Herb-woman, fhe that fets Seeds and 
Roots of Shame and Iniquity. O you have heard fomething 
of my Power, and fo ftand aloof for more ferious Wooing; 
but I proteft to thee, pretty one, my Authority fhall not 
fee thee, or elfe look friendly upon thee; come bring me to 
{me private Place, come, come. 

Mar. If you were born to Honour, fhew it now; 

If put upon. you, make the Judgment good, 
That thought you worthy of ir. 

Lyf How’s this? how’s this? fome more, be fage———~ 

ar. For me that am a Maid, though moft ungentle 
Fortune have plac’d me in this Stie, 

Where fince I came, Difeafes have been fold 
Dearer than Phyfick: O that the Gods 
: a Would 


Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 2895 


Would fet me free from this unhallow’d Place, 
Though they did change me to the meaneft Bird 
That flies i'th’ purer Air, 
Lyf. 1 did not think 
Tho. could'ft have fpoke fo well, I ne’er dream'd thou 
could’{t ; 
Had I brought hither a corrupted Mind, 
Thy Speech had alter’d it; hold, here’s Gold for thee, 
Perfevere in that clear way thou goeft, 
And the Gods ftrengthen thee, 
Mar. The good Gods preferve you. 
Lyf. For my part, I came with no ill intent, for to me 
The very Deors and Windows favour vilely. 
Fare thee well, 
Thou art a piece of Virtue, and I doubt not 
Burthy training hath been Noble; 
Hold, here’s more Gold for thee; 
A Curfe upon him, die he like a Thief 
That robs thee of thy Goodnefs; if thou doft hear from me, 
It fhall be for thy good. 
Boult. 1 befeech your Honour; one Piece for me. 
Lyf: Avant thou damn’d Door-keeper, 
Your Honfe, but for this Virgin that doth prop it, 
Would fink and overwhelm you. Away. (Exir. 
Boult. How’s this? We mutt take another courfe with 
you? If your peevith Chaftity, which is not worth:a Break- 
faft in the cheapeft Country under the coaps ‘fhall‘undo a 
whole Houthold, let me be gelded like a Spaniels come 
your ways. ) 
Mar, Whither would you have me ? 
Boult. { muft have your Maidenhead taken off, °or “the 
common Hangman fhall execute it; come your way, ‘we'll 
haveno more Gentlemen driv’n away ; come yourways; T fay, 
Enter Bawd. 
Bawd. How now, what's the matter? 
Boule, Worle and worfe, Miftrefs, the hath here fpoken 
holy words to the Lord Ly/machus. 
Bawd. O abominable. 
Boult. She makes our Profeffion'as it were to fink before 
the Face of the Gods, 
Bawd. Marry hang her up forever. 


Q 4 Boalt. 
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Boult. The’ Nobleman would have dealt with her like a 
Nobleman, and fhe fent him away as cold as a Snow-ball; 
faying his Prayers too. 

Bawd. Boult, take her away, ufe her at thy Pleafure, crack 
the Glafs of her Virginity, and make the reft malleable. 

Boult, And if the were athornier Piece of Ground than 
fhe is, fhe fhall be Ploughed. 

Mar. Hark, hark, you Gods. 

Bawd. She conjures, away with her, would the had never 
come within my Doors, marry bang you, fhe’s born to undo 
us, will you not go the way of Women-kind?. Marry come 
upmy Dith of Chaftity, with Rofemary andBays. [ Exit. 

Boult. Come, Miftrefs; come your ways with me. 

Mar. Whither would you have me? 

Boult. To take from you the Jewel you hold fo dear. 

Mar. Prithee tell me one thing firft. 

Boult. Come now, your one thing? 

Mar, What can’ft thou with thine Enemy to be? 

Boult. Why 1 could with him to be my Matter, orrather 
my Miftrefs. 

Mar. Neither of thefe are yet fo bad as thou art, 

Since they do better thee in their Command ; 

Thou hold’ft a place, for which the pained’ft Fiend 

In Hell would not in Reputation change : 

Thou art the damn’d Door-keeper to every Cufherel thatcomes 
Enquiring for his Tib; Tothe cholerick Fifting of every Rogue 
Thy Ear is liable, thy Food is fuch 

As hath been belch’d on by infe@ious Lungs. 

Boult. What would you have me do? go to the Wars, 
would you, where a Man may ferve feven Years for the lofs 
of a Leg, and have not Mony enough in the end to buy 
him a wooden one ? 

Mar. Do any thing but this thou doft, 

Empty old Receptacles, or Common-fhores of Filth; 

Serve by Indenture to the-common Hangman, 

Any of thefé ways are yet better than this: 

For what thou profeffelt, a Baboon, could he fpeak, 

Would own a Name too dear: 

Oh, that the Gods would fafely deliver me from this Place; 

Here, here’s Gold for thee, if that thy Mafter would gain by me, 

Proclaim that I can Sing, Weave, Sow, and Dance, ‘ 
Wit 
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With other Virtues, which Pll keep from boaft, 

And I will undertake all thefe to teach. 

I doubt not but this populous City will yield many Scho- 
lars. 

Boult. But can you teach all this you {peak of2 

Mar. Prove that I cannot, take me home again, 

And proftitute me to the-bafett Groom 
That doth frequent your Houfe. 

Bontt, Well, 1 will fee what I can do for thee: IfI can 
place thee, I will. 

“dar, But amongft honeft Women. 

Boult. Faith my. Acquaintance lies little among them; 
but fince my Matter and Miftrefs have bought you, there’s 
no going but by their confent: Therefore I will make them 
acquainted with your Purpofe, and I doubt not but L fhall 
find them tractable enough. Come, I’ll do for thee what 
I can, come your ways, — [Exeunt. 


Enter Gower. 
Marina thus the Brothel fcapes, and chances 
Lnto an honeft Houfe, our Story fays : 
She fings like one immortal, and fhe dances 
As Godde/s-like to her admired Laies: 
Deep Clerks foe dumbs, and with her Needle compofes 
Natures own Shape, of Bud, Bird, Branch or Berry, 
That even her Art fifters the natural Rofes, 
Her Incle, Silky Twine, with the rubied Cherry, 
That Pupils lacks fhe none of noble Race, 
Who pour their Bounty on her, and her Gain 
She gives the curfed Bawd. Leave we her place, 
And to her Father turn our Thoughts again, 
Where we left him at Sea, tumbled and toft, 
And driv’n before the Wind, he is arriv’d 
Here where his Daughter dwells, and on this Coaft, 
Suppofe him now at Anchor: The City flriv'd 
God Neptune’s annual Feaft to keep, from whence 
Lyfimachus our Tyrian Ship efpies, 
His Banners fable, trim’d with rich Expence, 
And to him in his Barge with fervowr hyes, 
In your fuppofing, once more put ‘your fight 
Our heavy Pericles, think. this bis Bark, 
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Where what is done in Attion, more of might 
Shall be difcover'd, pleafe you fit and hark, (Exit, 


Enter Hellicanus, to him two Sailors. 

1 Sail. Where isthe Lord Hellicanus? he can refolve you. 
O here he is. Sir, there is a Barge put off from AZetaline, 
and in it is Ly/imachus the Governor, who craves to come 
aboard; what is your Will? 

Hell. That he have his——call up fome Gentlemen. 

2 Sail. Ho, Gentlemen, my Lord calls. 

Enter two or three Gentlemen, 

Hell. Gentlemen, there is fome of worth would come a- 
board, I pray ye greet them fairly. . 
Enter Lyfimachus. 

t Sail, Sir, this is the Man that can, in ought you would, 
refolve you. "i 

Lyf: Hail, reverend Sir, the Gods preferve you. 

Hell, And you to out-live the Age Iam, and die as I 
would do. 

Lyf; You with me well; 

Being on Shore, honouring of Weptune’s Triumphs, 
Seeing this goodly Veffel ride before us, 
I made to it, to know of whence you are. 

Hell, Firft, what is your Place? 

Lyf- 1 am the Governor of this Place you lye before. 

Hell, Sir, our Veffel’s of Tyre, in it the King, 

A Man, who for this three Months hath not fpoken 
To any one, nor taken Suftenance, 
But to prolong his Grief. 

Lyf: Upon what ground is his Diftemperance ? 

Hell. It would be too tedious to repeat, but the main 
Grief fprings from the lofs of a beloved Daughter, and a 
Wife. 

Lyf; May we not fee him¢ 

Hell, You may, but bootlefs is your fight, he will not 
{peak to any. 

Lyf: Let me obtain my With, 

Hell, Behold him; this:was a goodly Perfon, “till the 
Diftafter that one mortal wight drove him.to this. 

Lyf: Sir King, all hail, the Gods preferve you, . hail, Roy- 


al Sir. 
Hill. 
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Hell, It is in vain, he will not {peak to you. 

Lord. Sir, we have a Maid in Azetaline, I durft wager 
would win fome words from him. 

Lyf; °Tis well bethought, fhe queftionlefs with her 
{weet Harmony, and other,chofen Attractions, would allure 
and make a Battery through his defended Parts, which now 
are mid-way ftopr, fhe is all happy, as the faireft of all,and 
her fellow Maids, now upon the levy fhelter that abuts a- 
gainft the Ifland fide. 

Hell. Sure all effe@lefs, yet nothing we'll omit that bears 
recoveries Name. But fince your Kindnefs we have ftrecht 
thus far, let us befeech you, that for our Gold we may 
have Provifion, wherein we are not deftitute for want, but 
weary for the ftalenefs, 

Lyf. O, Sir, a Courtefie, which if we thould deny, the 
moft juft God for every Graff would fend a Caterpillar, and 
fo infli@ our Province ; yet osce more let me entreat to know 
at large the Caufe of your King’s Sorrow. 

Hell. Sir, Sir, I will recount it to you; but fee, I am 
prevented, 

Enter Marina. 

Lyf: O here’s the Lady that I fent for. 
Welcome, Fair One: Ist nota goodly Prefent 2 

Hell. She's a gallant Lady. 

Lyf. She’s fuch a one, that were I well affur’d, 
Came of a gentle Kind, and noble Stock, 

I'd with no better Choice, and think me rarely wed, 
Fair, and all Goodnefs that confifts in Beauty, 
Expec even here, where is a kingly Patient, 

If that thy profperous and artificial Fate 

Can draw him but to anfwer thee in-ought, 

Thy facred Phyfick fhall receive fuch Pay, 

As thy Defires can with. 

Mar. Sir, I will ufe my uttermoft Skill in his Recovery, 
provided that none but I and’ my Companion Maid be fuf- 
fered to come near him. 

Lyf. Come, let us leave her, and the Gods make her 
profperous.’ [The Song. 

Lyf; Mark’d he your Mufick? 

Mar. No, nor look’d on us, 
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Lyf: See, the will fpeak to him. 

Mar. Hail, Sir, my Lord, lend Ear. 

Per. Aum, ha. 

Mar. 1 am a Maid, my Lord, that ne’er before invited 
Eyes, but have been gazed on.like a Comet: She fpeaks, 
my Lord, that, may be, hath endured:a»Grief might: equal 
yours, if both were juftly weighed; though’ wayward For- 
tune did maligne my State, my Derivation wa from ‘An- 
ceftors who ftood equivalent with mighty Kings; buttime 
hath rooted out my Parentage;°and to the Wordand duk~ 
ward Cafualties bound me in fervitude; I wil’ defift, but 
there is fomething glows upon my Cheek, and whifperstin 
mine Ear, Go not ‘till he {peak 

Per. My Fortunes, Parentage, good Parentage to equal 
mine; was it not thus? what fay you? 

Mar. Vfaid, my Lord, if you did know my Parentage, 
you would not do me Violence. 

Per. I do think fo, pray you turn your Ey?s upon me, 
y’are like fome-thing that, what Country-woneén hear of 
thefe fhews? 

Mar. No, nor of any fhews, yet I was morully brought 
forth, and am no other than I appear. 

Per. 1 am great with wo, ‘and fhall deliva weeping: 
My dearcft Wife was like this Maid, and fuch a one my 
Daughter might have been:’ My Queen’s {qiare ‘Brows, 
her Stature to an Inch, as wand-like ftraight, as Silver voic’d, 
her Eyes as Jewel-like, and caft as richly, in »ace another 
Funo. Who ftarves the Ears the feeds, and’ makes ‘them 
hungry, the more fhe gives them Speech; ‘where do -you 
live? 

Mar. Where I am but a Stranger, from the Deck you 
may difcern the Place. 

Per, Where were you bred?) And how atthiev’d: you 
thefe Endowments which you make more rich ‘0 owe? 

Mar. If I thould tell my Hiftory, it would feem like 
Lies difdain’d in the reporting. 

Per. Prithee {peak, falfenefs cannot come fron thee, for 
thou lookeft modeft as Juftice, and thou feen’fta Pallas 


for the crowned Truth to dwell iny I will believe thee, and 


» make 
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make my Senfes credit thy Relation, to points that feem 
impoflible, for thou look’ft like one I lov’d indeed; what 
were thy Friends? Didft thou not ftay when I did puth 
thee back: Which was when I perceiv’d thee that thou cam’ft 
from good Defcent. 

Mar. So indeed I did. 

Per. Report thy Parentage, I think thou faidft thou 
hadft been toft from Wrong to Injury, and that thou 
thoughrft thy Griefs might equal mine, if both were o- 

ened. 

: Mar. Some fuch thing I faid, and faid no more but what 
my Thoughts did warrant me was likely. 

Per, Tdl thy Story, if thine confidered prove the thou- 
fand Part‘of my Endurance, thou art a Man, and I have 
{uffered like a Girl; yet thou doft look like Patience, gaz~ 
ing on Kings Graves, and fmiling Extremity out of a@. 
What weie thy Friends? how loft thou thy Name, my 
moft kind Virgin? recoune I do befeech thee, Come fit 
by me. 

Mar. My Name is farina. 

Per. Oi Lam mock’d, and thou by fome incenfed God 
fent hither to make the World to laugh at me. 

4Mar. Patience, good Sir, or here I'll ceafe. 

Per. Nay, Vil be patient, thou little know’ft how thou 
doeft ftartle me to call thy felf A¢arina. 

iMar. The Name was given me by one that had fome 
Power, my Father and a King, 

Per. How, a King’s Daughter, and call’d AZarina? 

Mar. You faid you would believe me, but not to be a 
trouble of your Peace, I will end here. 

Per. But are you Flefh and Blood 2 
Have youa working Pulfe, and are no Fairy 2 
Motion? vell, {peak on, where were you born? 

And wherefore call’d AZarina? 

Mar. Call'd Marina, for I was born at Sea. 

Per. At Sea? who was thy Mother? - 

Mar. My Mother was the Daughter of a King, who 


died the Minute I was: born, as my good Nurfe Lychorida 
hath oft delivered weeping, . OG NUE 
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Per. O ftop there a little, this is the rareft Dream 
That e’er dull Sleep did mock fad Fools withal: 

This cannot be my Daughter; buried! well, where were 
you bred? [I'll hear you more to the bottom of your Story, 
and never interrupt you. 

Mar. You {corn, believe me ’twere beft I did give o’er, 

Per. I will believe you by the Syllable of what you fhall 
deliver, yet give me leave, how came you in thefe Parts? 
where were you bred? 

Mar. The King, my Father, did in Thar/us leave me. 
Till cruel Cleon with his wicked Wife, 

Did feek to murther me: And having woed a Villain 

To attempt it, who having drawn to do’t, =~ 

A crew of Pyrats came and refcued me, 

Brought me to Adetaline. 

But, good Sir; whither will you have me? why do you 
weep? It may be you think me an Impoftor, no, good faith, 
I am the Daughter to King Pgyicles, if good King Pericles 
be. 

Per. Ho, Hellicanus ? 

Hell, Calls my Lord 2 

Per. Thou art a grave and noble Counfellor, 

Moft wife in general, tell me, if thou can’ft, what this 

Mard is, 

Or what is like to be, that thus hath made me weep? 

Hell. 1 know not, but here’s the Regent, Sir, of Adeta- 
line, {peaks nobly of her. 

Lyf. She never would tell her Parentage. 

Being demanded that, fhe would fit {till and weep. 

Per. Oh Hellicanns, {trike me, honoured Sir, give me a 
gath, put me to prefent Pain, left this great Sea of Joys 
rufhing upon me, o’er-bear the Shores of my Mortality, and 
drown me with their Sweetnefs ; Oh come hither. 

Thou that beget’ft him that did thee beget, 
Thou that waft born at Sea, buried at Thar{us, 
And found at Sea again: O Aellicanus, 
Down on thy Knees, thank the holy Gods, as loud 
As Thunder threatens us; this is AZarina. 
What was thy Mother’s Name? tell me but that, 
For Truth can never be confirm’d enough, 
Though Doubts did ever fleep, 
Mar. 
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Mar. Firft, Sir, I pray what is your Title? 

Per, 1 am Pericles of Tyre, but tell me now my 
Diown'd Queen’s Name, as in the reft you faid, 

Thou haft been god-like perfe@, the Heir of Kingdoms, 
And another like to Pericles thy Father. 

Mar, Is it not more to be your Daughter, than to fay, 
my Mother's Nate is Thaifa? Thaifa was my Mother, who 
did end the minute I began, 

Per. Now bleffing on thee, rife, thou art my Child, 
Give me frefh Garments, mine own Hellicanus, fhe is 
not dead at Tharfus, as the fhould have been by favage Clean, 
fhe fhall tell thce all, when thou fhale kneel, and juftifie in 
Knowledge, the is thy very Princefs; who is this ? 

Hell, Sir, *tis the Governor of AZetaline, who hearing of 
your Melancholy, did come to fee you. 

Per. lembrace you; give me my Robes; 

[ am wild in my beholding. Oh Heav’n blefs my Girl. 
But hark, what Mufick’s this, Hellicanus ? my AZarinas 
Tell him o’er point by point, for yet he feems to doat, 
How fure you are my Daughter; but where’s this Mufick? 

Hell. My Lord, I hear none. 

Per. None? The Mufick of the Sphears, lift, my AdZarina 

Lyf. It is not good to crofs him, give him way. 

Per. Rareft founds, do ye not hear 2 

Lyfe Mufick, my Lord, I hear, 

Per. Moft Heav’nly Mufick, 

Tt nips me unto liftning, and thick Slumber 
Hangs upon mine Eyes, let me reft. 

Lyf. A Pillow for his Head, fo leave him all, 

Well my Companion Friends, if this but anfwer to my juft 
belief, T’ll well remember you. 


ACT 
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Diana appearing to Pericles afleep. 


Dia NI Temple ftands in Ephefis, hie thee thither, 
. And do upon mine Altar Sacrifice. 
There, when my Maiden Priefts are met together, 
Before all-the People reveal 
How thou at Sea didft lofe thy Wife, 
Fo-mourn thy €roffes with thy Daughters call, 
And give them Repetition to the like: 
Or perform my bidding, or thou liveft in woe : 
Do’t, ‘and happy by my Silver Bow; 
Awake, and tell thy Dream. 

Per, Celeftial Dian, Goddefs Argentine, 
I will obey thee. \Hellicanus. 

Enter Ly fimachus. 

Pers My purpofe was for Tharfzs, there to ftrike 
The inhofpitable Cleon, but I am for other Service firft, 
Toward Ephe/us turn our blown Sails, 
Eftfoons I'll tellwhy. Shall we refrefh us, Sir, upon your 
Shore, and give you Gold for fuch Provifion as our Intents 
will need, 

Lyf. Sir, with all my Heart, and when you come afhore, 
I have another fleight. 

Per. You shall prevail, were it to woe my Daughter, 
for it feems you have been noble towards her. 

Lyf. Sir, lend me your Arm. 

Per. Come, my Marina. [Exeunt. 


Enter Gower. 


Now our Sands are almoft run, 
More a little, and then done. 
This my laft boon give me, 
| For {uch kindne/s muft relieve me: 
That you aptly will fuppofe, 
What pageantry, what feats, what fhows, 
What Minftrelfie, what pretty din, 
The Regent made in Metalin, 


To 
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To greet the King; fo he thria’d, 
That he is promisd to be wie'd 

To fair Marina, but in no wifey 
Till he had done his Sacrifice, 

As Dian bad, wherete being bound, 
The interim pray, you all confound. 
In fether'd briefne/s Sails are filld, 
And wifhes fall out as the yre will, 
At Epliefus the Temple fee, 

Our King, and all bis Company. 
That he can hither come {o [oon, 

Ls by your Fancy’s thankful doom. [ Exit. 


Enter Pericles, Lyfimachus, Hellicanus, Marina, Thaifs, 
Cerymon, and others. 
Per, Hail Dian, to perform thy juft command, 
I here confefs my felf the King of Tyre. 
Who frighted from my Country, did wed 
At Pentapolis, the fair Thaifz, 
At Sea in Child-bed died fhe, but brought forth 
A Maid Child called Marina; who, O Goddefs, 
Wears yet thy Silver Livery, She at Tharfus 
Was Nurft with Cléoz, who at fourteen Years 
He fought to Murder, but her better Stars 
Brought her to AzZeraline, *oainft whofe Shore riding, 
Her Fortunes brought-the Maid aboard to us, 
Where by her own moft clear remembrance, fhe 
Made known her felf my D:ughter 2. 
Thai. Voice and Favour! You are, you are, O Royal 
Pericles, [ She faints “way, 
Per. What means’ the Woman? ‘thé dies! help, Gentle- 
men. 
Cer. Sir, if you have told Diava’s Altar true, 
This is your Wife. 
Per. Reverend Appearer, no, I threw her over-board with 
thefe very Arms. 
Cer. Upon this Coaft, I warrant you. 
Per. ’Tis moft certain. 
Cer, Look to the Lady; O the’s but overjay'd. 
Early in blu®ring morn, this Lady was thrown upon this 
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Shore. I opened the Coffin, found thefe rich Jewels,, re- 
cover'd her, and placcd her here in Diana's Temple. 
Per, May we fee them? 
Cer, Great Sir, they fhall be brought you to my Houfe, 
whither I invite you; look,, Thai/a is recovered. 
Thai. O let me look if he be none of mine, 
My Sanétity will to my Senfe bend no licentious Ear, 
But curb it fpight of fecing: 
O my Lord, are you not Pericles? 
Like him you fpeak, like him you are: 
Did you not name a Tempeft,.a Birth, and Death? 
Per, The Voice of dead Thaifa. 
Thai. That Thaifa am {,. fuppofed dead and drowr'd. 
Per. Immortal Diai ! 
Thai. Now I know you better, 
When we with Tears parted Pentapolis, 
The King, my Father, gave you fuch a Ring. 
Per. This, this, no more, you Gods, 
Your prefent Kindnefs makes my paft Miferies Sport, 
You fhall do well, that on the touching of her Lips 
I may melt, and no more be feen; 
O come, be burieda fecond time within thefe Arms. 
- Mar. My Heart leaps to.be gone into my Mothtr's.Bo- 
Om. y 
Per. Look who kneels here, Fleth of thy Fleth, Thai/ay 
Thy Burden at the Sea, and call’d AZarina, 
For the was yielded there. 
Thai. Bleft, and mine own, 
Hell, Hail, Madam, and my Queen, 
Thai. I know you not. 
Per. You have heard me fay when I did fly from Tyre, 
I left behind ‘an ancient Subftitute; 
Can you remember what I call’d the Man? 
I have nam’d him oft. 
Thai. *T was Hellicanus then. 
Per. Still Confirmation, 
Embrace him dear Thai/z, this is he, 
Now do I long to hear how you were found? 
How poffibly preferved? And who to thank, 


Befides the Gods, for this great Miracle? 
Thhie 
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Thai. Lord Cerymox, ny Lord, this Man, through whom 
The Gods have {hewn their Power, that can from firft 
To laft_refolve you, 
Per. Reverend Sir; 
The Gods can have, no mortal Officer 
More like a God than you, 
Will you deliver how this dead Quéen te-lives? 
Cer. I will, my Lord,. befeech you firft' go with me 
Unto my Houfe, where fhall be thewn you all 
Was found with her; 
How the came plae’d here in the Temple, 
No, needful thing omitted, 
Per. Pure Dian! blefs thee for thy Vifion, 
I will offer Night Oblations to thee. 
Thai/a, this Prince, the fair betroth’d of your Daughter, 
Shall] marry at Pentapolis, 
And now this Ornament that makes me look difmal, 
Will I clip to form,. 
And what this fourteen Years no Razor touch'd 
To grace thy Marriagé Day, Til beautifie. 
Thai. Lord Cerymon Hath Lettérs of good Credit, 
Su my Fathers dead, 
Per. Heav'as make a Star of him} yer here, my Queen, 
We'll-celebrate their Nuptials, and our {elves 
Will in that Kingdom {pend our following Days; 
Our Son and Daughter thal in Tyrus reign. 
Lord Cerymon, we do our longing ftay, 
To hear the reft_ untold, Sir, lead’s the way. [Ex. omnes. 


Enter Gower, 


dn Antiochus and his Daughter, you have heard 
Of monftrous Luft, the. due and jut Reward; 
In Pericles, bis Queen and Daughter een, 
Although affail'd with Fortunes fierce and. keen, 
Virtue preferr'd from fell Deftruttion’s blajt, 
Led on by Heav'n, .and crown'd with Foy at laft. 
Yn Hellicanus may, you well aefcry, 
Al Figure of Truth, of Faith, of Loyalty : 
1n reverend Cerymon there well appears, 
The worth that learned Charity Aye wears, 
R 2 For 
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For wicked Cleon anahis Wife, when Fame 
Had fpread their curfid Deed, and honour'd Name 
Of Pericles, to rage the City turn, 
That him and his, they is his Palace burn. 
The Gods for Murder femed fo content, 
To punifb, although not doxe, but meant. 
So on your Patiences ver more Attending, 


New ‘Foy wait on you here our Play hath endings 
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| : bit 
R. Flowerdale, a Merchant, trading” at 
Venice. 
Matthew Flowerdale, his Prodigal Son. 
Mr. Flowerdale, Brother to the Merchant: 
Sir Lancelot Spurcock, of Lewfome mw Kent. 


Sir Arthur Greenthood, a Commander,\, In love 
Oliver, 2 Cornifh Clothier, f withLuce, 


Weathercock, 2 Parafite to Sir Lancélot Spurgock- 
Tom Ciyet,, i# love with Frances. a 
rie ie p Servants to Sir, Lancelot oS abhor. 
Dick .and Ralph, two.cheating, Gamefters, 
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AVE Pas fxr GvGQwEs Noel, 


Enter Flowerdale the Merchant, and his Brother, 





FAT WER | 

gap Rother, from Venice, being thus difguis’d, 
=| I comes'to' prove the humours of my Son: 
How,hath he bora himfelf fince my departure, 
I leaving you his Patron and his Guide? 

Unc. Vfaith, Brother, fo, as you will 

grieve to hear, 

And Palmoft afvamdtoirepore it, 

Fath. Why how is’t, Brother? What, doth he fpend 
Beyond the allowance I left him? 

Unc. How! beyond that? and far more; why, your 
Exhibition is nothing, he bath fpent ‘that, and’ fince ‘hath 
borrow'd, protefted with Oaths, alledged, Kindred to wring 
Mony fiom me, by the love I bore his Father, by the For= 
tunes might fall upon himfelf, to .furnith his Wants: That 
done, I have had fince his Bond, his Friend and Friends 
Bond; although I. know. that he: fpendswis yoursy, yet it 
grieves meto fee the unbridled Wildnefs that reigns over him, 

Fath, Brother, ‘what. is the maoner.of his Life? how is 
the name of his Offences? if they dé hot-relith altogether 
of Damnation, his Youth may privilege his Wantonnefi : 
I my felf ran an unbridled Courfe ’till thirty, nay, almoft 
‘cil forty well, you fee how I am: For Vice once looked 
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into with the Eyes of Difctetion, and well*ballancedowith 
the weights of Reafons the Courfe paft, feems fo abomina- 
ble, that che Landlord of himfelf, which is the Heart of his 
Body, will rather intomb himfelf im the Earth; or ‘feck a 
new Tenant toremain in him, which once fetled,:how much 
better are they that in their Youth*have known® all thefe 
Vices and left °em, than thofe that’ knéw little, and in their 
Age run into ‘em? Believe me, Brother, they that die moft 
Virtuous, have in their Youth liv’d’ moft Vicious; and 
none knows the Danger of the Fire more*than he that: falls 
into it: But fay, how isthe Courfe of his Life? let's hear. 
his: Particularse 

Unc. Why T'lltell you, Brother, he is a continual Sweat- 
er, and a breaker of his Oaths, which is bad. 

Fath. I grantindeed to {wear is bad, but not in keeping 
thofe Oaths is better; for who will fet by a bad thing? 
Nay by my Faiths I hold this rather a Virtue than a:Vice. 
Well, I pray proceed. 

Une. He is a mighty Brawler, and.comes commonly ‘by 
the worft. 

Fath, By my Faith this is none of the worft neither} for 
f he brawlandsbe*beaten for it, -it-will in-time make him 
fhun it: For what brings a Man or Child, more to Virthe 
than Correction? What reigns over. him tlfe? 

Une. He isa great Drinker, and one that will forget bimfelfs 

Fath. O belt of all, Vice fhould! be forgotten,’ let him 
driok on, fo he drink not Churches. «Nay, and thiscbethe 
worlt, I hold itrather Happinefs in him, than-any Iniquity. 
Hath he any morew\ttendants? 

Vnew Brother, he is one that will borrow of-any-Map. 

Fath. Why you fee fo doth the Seay it borrows of all the 
{mall Currents in the World to encreafe himéelf. 

Une. Ay, ‘but sthe:Sea pays it again, and fo will never 
your Son. 

Fath. No more would the Sea neither, if it wereas dry 
as: my Son, re 3H 

zc. Then, Brother, I fee-you rather like:thefe “Vices in 
your Son, than anyway condemn them. 

Fath, Nay miftake me’ not, Brother, for though oI flur 
them over now, as things flight and nothing, his Crimesibe- 
ingin the Bud, it would gall my Heart, ‘they fhould ever 
sgign in him, Flow 
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Flow. Ho? who's within ho? 
[Flowerdale. knocks awithix, 
Unc. ‘That's your Son, he is come to borrow more Mony. 
Fath. For God’s fake give it out I-am dead, 
See how he'll take it. 
Say I have brought you News from his Father. 
Ihave here drawn a formal Will, as it were from my felf, 
Which Pll deliver him. 
Wnc. Go to, Brother, no more: I will. 
Flow. Uncle, where are you, Uncle? | Within. 
Onc. Let my Coufin in there, 
Fath. 1 am a Sailor come from Venice, and my Name is 
Chriftopher. 


Exter Flowerdale. 


Floy. By the Lord, in truth, Uncle. 

Unc. In truth: would a ferv’d, Coufin, without the 
Lord. 

Flow, Byyour leave, Uncle, the Lord is the Lord of 
Truth. A couple of Rafcals at the Gate, fet upon me for 
my Purfe. 

Une. You never come, but you bring a -brawl.in your 
Mouth. 

Flow. By my Truth, Uncle, you muft: needs lend me 
ten Pound. 

Wne. Give my Coufin fome fmall Beer here. 

Flow. Nay look you, youturn it toa jeft: now, by this 
Light, 0 thould ride to G-oydon Fair, to meet Sir Lancelot 
Spurcock, U thould have his Daughter Lace, and for {curvy 
ten. Pound, a Man fhall lofe nine hundred threefcore and 
odd Pounds; and a’ daily Friend befide,’ by this'Hand,-Un- 
cle, *tis true, 

Vac. Why, any thing is true for ought I know. 

Flow. To fee now; why you thall have my Bond, Un- 
cle, Tom White's, Fames Brock's, or Nick Hall's; as good Ra- 
pier and Dagger Men, as any be in England; let's bedamn'd 
if we do not pay! you; the worft of us-all will not damn 
our felves for ten Pound. «A pox of ten-Pound, 

Vac. Coufin, this:is nor the firft-time I have believ’d 
you. 


Flow, 
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Flow. Why traf me now, you know not what may fall; 
if one thing ‘were but true, I: would: not greatly care, I 
(hould not need ‘ten’ Pound, bur when aan, cannet be ibe- 
liev’d, there’s it. 

Unc. Why what is it, Coufing 

Flow. Marry’ this,’ Uncle, canvyourtell ime; if the, Katern 
Hite be come homevor not as 

Unc. Ay marry ist 

Flow. By Gad't thank you for that News, 

What ist in the’Pool-can you tell? 

Unel. Tt is3 what'of that? 

Flow. What? why them I haveofix: Pieces of Velvetfent 
[Hl give'you'a Piece, Uncle: For thus faid the: Let- 
ter,/ a Piece of Afh-colour, a three-pil’d black, a colour’d 
deroy, a Ctimfon,: a fad Green, and a Purple: Yes iifaith. 

Unc. From’ whom thould yousreceivesthis? 

Flow. From who? why from my Father 5, with comfen- 
dations to you, Uneley and thus ‘be writes; IL knowssfaith 
he, thou haft much troubled thy. kind:Uacle, whom God 
willing at my return I will fee amply: fatisfied ;:‘ amply, I- 
remember was the very word ; fo God help me, 

Unc. Have you the Letter here ? 

Flow. Yes, & have’ the Letter here,: here :is the Letter : 
No, yes, no, let me fee, what Breeches: wore. I..on\ Sater 
day: Let me fees ‘a Tuefday, my Calamanka; a Wednefday, 
my Peach-colour Sattir, a Thurfday my Vellures»:aBriday 
my Calamanka again, a Saturday; letme fee, :a/ Saturday, 
for in thofe Breeches I wore a Saturday, is the, Letters, O 
my riding Breechesy Uncle, :thofe: that: you thought shad 
been Velvet, in thofe very Breeches isthe Letters 

Wye, When fhould it be dared? Ko 

Flow. Marry Didiffimo terfios Septembtis, nog nogoteidiffi- 
no tertios Ottobris,“Ay OGobris, Lo itcis. J 

Unc. Dicditimo terfros Odlobriss And here sreceivend.¥ 
Letter that ‘your uPather. died» in ofune s dHow fayyou, 
Kefter? ~~ 1620 xt. band. besb 
Fath, Yes truly, Sir, your Father is dead, thefe Hands.of 
miné holp to’wifid him. . asc 

Flow. Dead? °° 

Fath, Ay, Sity dead, 


me; 


* nia lon. 
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Flew. ’Sblood; how fiould my Father come dead? 

Fith. \V faith Six; according to the old: Proverb, 
TheChildewas Bornjiand: cryed,, becarae, Man, 

After fell Sick, and Died, 

Unc. Nay, Coufin, donortake it fo heavily. 
low) Nays I cannot weep you Extempory, marry fome 
two or three Days hence I fhall weep without, any. ftintance. 
But I hope he died in good Memory, 

Fath. Very well, Sir, and fet down every, thing in. good 
order, and the Katherine and Hue or talkt. of, I came over 
in; and I faw all the Bills of -Lading, and the Velvet that 
you'talke of, there is«no-fuch aboard, 

Flow. By Gad, f affure you, then there. is .Knavery a 
broad. 

Fath. Vl be fworn bof that : there's. Knavery abroad, -al- 
tho’ there were neverapiece of Velvet:in, enice. 

Flow, I hope he died «in good, Eftate, 

Fath To the report of the World-he did, and made_his 
Will, “of which T anvanunworthy Bearer, 

Flow, His Wil', have you his Will? 

Fath, Yes, Sit, andoin the prefeace of your Uncle Lwas 
willed to deliver it. 

One. lL ‘hope, Coufin, naw. God: hath: blefled you with 
Wealth; you will not be unmindful of me. 

Flow. Til do reafon, Uncle ; -yet.1faith, take.the denial 
of this:ten Pound very shardly. 

Cney Nay, 1 deny’d you not. 

Flow, By Gad youdeny’d me direly, . 
heQace VM be judg'd: byahis good Fellow. 

Fath, Not directly, Sir. 

Flow. Why, he faid heswould lend me none, and that 
had wont to be a dire& denial, if the old Phrafe hold: Well, 
Unele, come we'll. fall to the Legacies, inthe Name of 
God, Amen. 

Item, 1 bequeath to my Brother Flawerdale,. three Hun- 
dred Pounds, to pay fuch trivial Debts as I owe in Lon- 
idon: 

Item, To my Son Afar. Flowerdate, U bequeath two Bail 
of falfe Dice, videlicet, high Men and low: Meny Fullomes, 
ftop Cater Traies, and other Bones ‘of Fun@ion, 

Flow. ’Sblood what doth he mean by this? 
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Unc. Proceed, Coufin. 

Flow. Thefe Precepts I leave him, let him borrow of his 
Oath, for of his Word no body will truft him. Let him 
by no means marry an honeft Woman, for the other ‘will 
keep her felf. Let him fteal as much as he can, ‘that a 
guilty Confcience may bring him to his deftinate ‘Repentance: 
I think he means Hanging. And this were his laft Will and 
Teftament, the Devil ftood laughing at his Beds feet while 
he made it. ’Sbloud, what doth he think to fop off his 
Pofterity with Paradoxes? 

Fath. This he made, Sir, with his own Hands. 

Flow. Ay, well, nay come, good Uncle, let me havethis 
Ten Pound, imagine you have loft it, or robb'd of it, or 
mifreckon’d your felf fo much: any way to make it come 
eafily off, good Uncle. 

Unc. Not a penny. 

Fath. Vfaith lend it him, Sir, ‘I my felf have an Eftate 
in the City worth twenty Pound, all that I'll ingage for 
him, he faith it concerns bie ina Marriage. . 

Flow. Ay marry doth it, this isa Fellow of fome'Senfe, 
this: Come, good Uncle. 

Une. Will you give your word for it, Keffer ? 

Fath. I will, Sir, willingly. : 

Unc. Well, Coufin, come to me an Hour hence, you 
fhall have it ready. be 

Flow. Shall ¥ not fail ? 

Unc. You shall not, come’or fend. 

Flow. Nay Yil come my felf. ; 

Fath. By my troth, would I were your Worfhip's Man. 

Flow, What? would’ft thou ferve a 

Fath. Very willingly, Sir. 

Flow, Why Til tell thee what thou fhalt do, thou 
faift thou haft twenty Pound, go into Birchin-Lane, 
put thy felf into’ Cloaths, thou fhalt ride with ‘me to 
Croydon Pair. 

-< Fath. Uthank you, Sir, Twill attend you. 

Flow. Well; Unéle, you will not fail me an Hour‘hence. 

Once. 1 will not, Coufins — fee 

Flow, What's thy name, “Keffer ? 

Fath, Ay, Site 


Flow. 


The London Prodigal. 3017 


Flow. Well, provide thy felf: Uncle, farewel ’till anon. 
[ Exit Flowerdale. 

Unc. Brother, how do you like your Son? 
Fath. faith Brother, like a mad unbridled Colt, 

Or as a Hawk, that never ftoop’d to lure: 

The one muft be tamed with an Iron bit, 

The other muft be watch’d, or ftill the is wild, 

Such is my Son, a while let him be fo; 

For Counfel ftill is Folly’s deadly Foe. 

I'll ferve his Youth, for Youth muft have his courfe, 

For being reftrain’d, it makes him ten times worfe: 

His Pride, his Riot, all that may be nam’d, 

Time may recal, and all his Madnefs tam’d. [ Exenns. 
Enter Sir Lancelot, Afaffer Weathercock, Daftdil, 
Artichoak, Luce, axd Frank. 

Lanc. Sitrah, Artichoak, get you home before; 
And. as you prov’d your felf a Calf in buying, 
Drive home your fellow Calves that you have bought. 
Art. Yes, forfooth, fhall not my Fellow Daffidil go 
along with me ? 
Lanc. No, Sir, no, I muft have one to wait on me, 
Art. Daffdil, farewel, goad fellow Daffdil, 
You may fee, Miftrefs, I am fet up by the halves, 
Inftead of waiting on you, Iam fent to drive home Calves, 
Lanc. V'faith Frank, I muft turn away this Daffdil, 
We’s grown a very foolith fawcy Fellow. 
Fran, Indeed-law, Father,. he was fo fince I had him: 
Before he was wife enough for a foolith Serving-Man. 
Weath, But what fay. you to me, Sir Lancelot ? 
Lanc. O, about my Daughters, well, I will go forward, 
Here’s two of them, God fave them; but the third, 
O. the’s.a Stranger in her courfe of Life, 
She hath refufed you, Mafter Weathercock. 
Weath. Ay bythe Rood, Sir Lancelot, that the hath, but 
had fhe try’d me, fhe fhould have found a Man of me indeed. 
Lanc. Nay be not. angry, Sir, at her denial; the hath 
refus'd feven of the worfhipfullt and worthiclt Houfe- 
— this day in Kent: Indeed the will not matry, I fup- 
Ole, : 
Weath. The more Fool fhe. 
Lanc, What, is it Folly to love Chaftiry? 


Weath. 
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Weath. No, miftake me not, Sir Lancelot, 
But ’tis an old Proverb, and you kivow it well, 
That Women dying Maids, lead Apes'in Hell. 
Liane. That’s ‘a foolith: Proverb'and'a falfe. 
Weath, By the Mafs, I think it be, and therefore letit go: 
But who thall’ marry with Miftrefs Fraiices? 
Fran. By my tioth they are talking of ‘marryitg: mé, 
Sifter. . 
Luce. Peace, let them talk: 
Fools may haveWave to prattle asithey ‘walk. 
Daff. Sentences fill, {weet Miftrefs, 
You have a Wit, and it were your Alablafter. 
Luce. I’faith and thy Tongue trips'trench more, 
> Lat) Noof my Kaighthood, nota Suiter yet; 
Alas, God help her, filly Girt, a Fool, a very Fools 
But there’s the other black Brows a fhrewd Girl, 
She hath Wit at Will, and Suiters*two Gr three’ 
Sir Arthur Green fbeild one, a gallant Knight, 
A valiant Soldier, but his Power blir ‘poor. 
Then there’s young Oliver, the Devonfhire Lad, 
A wary Fellow, marry full of Wit, 
Ané@ rich'by the Redd, bur there’s a third all Air, 
Light as a Feather, changing as the Wind : 
Young Flowwerdale, 
Weath. O he, Sir, he’s a defperate Dick indeed: 
Bar him your Houfe. 
Lanc. Fie, not fo, ‘he’s of good Parentage. 

:' Weath: By my fay and fo he is, anda proper Man. 
Lane. Ay, proper enough, had he good Qualities.” 
Weath, Ay marry,there’s the point, Sit Lancelars 

For there’s an old’ faying, whe . 

Be herich, or be he'poor, : 

Be he high, or be he low: 

Be he born in Barn or Hall, 

*Tis Manners makes the Man and all. Aor 
Lanc. You are in the right, MafterWearhercack. : 5 

Enter “Monfienr Civet. ae ie 

Civ. Soul, I think Tam croffed’ fire, or! witcht With an 

Owl, Uhave haunted them, Inn after Inn, Booth after Booth, 

yet ‘cannot fiid them; ha, yonder they-are, a aa 


The. London. Prodigal, 3019 


hope to God ’tis..the, nays I-know, 2tispthe now, for, fhe 
treads her Shoe;a little,awry, 

Lanc. Where issthis.Inn ,.We are palt.ir, Daffidil. 

Daf. The good Sign. is:here, Sir, ‘but the. black Gate is 
before, 

Civ. Save you, Sir,-I pray may, borrow a piece of a 
word.with you? 

Daf. No pieces, Sir, 

Gu. Why then the whole. 
I pray, Sir, what may. yonder Gentlewamen -be ? 


Daf. They may bé.Ladies,..Sir, if the Deftinies and More 
tality work. 


Civ. What’s her. Name, Sir. 

Daf. Miltrels. Frances, Spurcock,. Sit Lancelot Spurcock’s 
Daughter, 

Civ. Is fhe a Maid,oSir2 

Daf. You. may ask, Pluto. and) Dame: Proferpine that : 1 
would be loth to be ridledy Sir, ' 

Civ. Is the married. J mean, Sir? 

Daf. The Fates know.not yet what-Shoe-maker thall make 
her Wedding Shoes, 

Civ. I pray where\Inn.you, Sir? I would be very glad to 
beftow the Wine of that,Gentlewoman. 

Daf. At the George, Sir. 

Civ. God fave you, Sir. 

Daf. I pray your Name, Sir? 

Civ. My Name.is.Mafter..Civer, Sir, | 
Daf. A {weet Name,..God be with you, good, .Mafter 
Civet. « L Emits. Civet. 

Lanc. As have we {pi’d you ftout St. George? 
For all your Dragon, you had bett fell’s good. Wine, 
That needs no Ivy-bufh: well, we'll not &t by ir, 
As you doon your Horfe, this Room fhall ferves 
Drawer, let me have Sack for us Old: Men: 
For thefe Girls and Knaves fmall Winesarebett 
A Pint of Sack, no.more. 

Draw. A Quart of Sack in the three Tuns. 

. Lang... A. Pint, draw. but-a Pint, Daffdil, 
Call for. Wine. to make your felves drink, 


Fran. And a Cup).of {mall Beer,.and a Cake, good 
Daffidil. : 


Enter 
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Enter young Flowerdale. 

Flow, How now, fic, fit in the open Room, now good 
Sir Lancelot, and my kind Friend, worfhipful Matter Wea- 
thercock, What at your Pint? a Quart for fhame. 

Lanc. Nay Roytter, by your leave we will away. 

Flow. Come, give’s fome Mufick, we'll go Dance, 

Be gone, Sir Lancelot, what, and fair day too? 

Lane. *Twere foully done, to dance within the Fair, 

Flow. Nay if you fay fo, faireft of all Fairs, then Til 
not dancé, a Pox upon my Taylor, he hath fpoil’d me a 
Peach-colour Sattin Suit, cut upon Cloth of Silver, but 
if ever the Rafcal ferve me fuch another Trick, Ill give 
him leave, faith, to put me in the Calendar of Fools, 
and you, and you, Sir Lancelot; and Matter Wearherceck, 
my Goldfmith too on tother fide, I befpoke thee, Lace, 
a Carkenet of Gold, and thought thou fhould’ft a had it 
for a Fairing, and the Rogue puts me in Reragesfor Orient 
Pearl: but thou fhalt have it by Sunday Night, Wench. 

Enter the Drawer. 

Draw. Sir, here is one that hath fent you a Pottle of 
Rhenith Wine, brewed with Rofe-Water. 

Flow. Fo me? 

Draw. No, Sir, to the Knight; and defires his more Ac- 
quaintance. 

Lanc. To me? what’s he that proves fo kind? 

Daf, I have a trick to know his Name, Sir, he hath 
a Month’s Mind here to Miftrefs Francis, his name is Ma- 
fer Civer. 

Lane. Call him in, Daffidil. 

Flow. O, 1 know him, Sir, he is a Fool, but reafonsble 
rich, his Father was one of thefe Leafe-mongers, thefe Corn- 
mongers, thefe Mony-mongers, but he never had the Wit 
to be a Whore-monger. 

Exter Maffer Civet. 

Lant.1 promife you, Sir, you are at too much charge. 

Civ, The charge is fmall charge, Sir, 1 thank God my 
Father left me wherewithal, if it pleafe you, Sir, I have 
a great Mind to this'Gentlewoman here, in the way of Mar- 
riage. 

Lanc. I thank you, Sir: pleafe you to come to Ley- 
fome, -t2 my poor Houle, you fhalt be kindly weleome: i 

knew 
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knew your Father, he wasa wary Husband. To pay here, 
Drawer 2 
Draw. All is paid, Sir; this Gentleman hath paid all, 
Lanc. faith you do us wrong, 
But we fhall live to make amends e’er long : 
Matter Flowerdale, is that your Man 2 
Flow. Yes Faith, a good old Knave. 
Lane. Nay then I think you will turn wife, 
Now you take fuch a Servant : 
Come, you'll ride with us to Lew/ome, let’s away; 


-Tis {carce two Hours to the end of Day [Exeunt, 
Enter Sir Arthur Greenthood, Oliver, Liextenant and 
Soldiers. 


<4rth. Lieutenant, lead your Soldiers to. the Ships, 
There let them have their Coats, at their arrival 
They fhall have pay ; farewel, look to your, Charge, 

Sol. Ay, we are now fent away, and cannot fo much as 
fpeak with our Friends, 

Ol, No Man what ere you ufeda zutch a Fathion, thick 
you cannot take your leave of your vreens. 

rth. Fellow, no more. Lieutenant lead then off. 

Soh Well, if Ihave not my Pay and my Cloaths, 

I'll venture a rutning away, though.I hang for’t. 

“rth. Away, Sitrah, charm your Tongue. 

[ Exeunt Soldiers, 

Ol. Bin you a Preffer, Sir 2 

rth. Tam a Commander, Sir, under the King. 

Oli, Sfoot:Man, and you be ne’er zutch a Commander, 
Shud a {poke with my vreens before I chid.a gone, {0 fhud. 

rth, Content your felf Man, my Authority will ftretch 
to prefs fo good a Man as you, 

Oli». Prefs me? I devy, prefs Scoundrels, and thy Mef- 
fels ; Prefs me, chee fcorns thee i’faith : For feelt thee, 
here’s a worthipful Knight knows, cham not to be prefled 
by thee, 

Enter Sir Lancelot, Weathercock, young Flowerdale, old 
Flowerdale, Luce and Frank. 

Lanc. Sit Arthur, welcome to, Lewfome, welcome by 
my Troth: What's the matter Man, why are you vext 2 

Oli,, Why Man he would prefs me. 

Vou, VI. S Lane. 
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Lanc. O fie, Sir Arthur, prefs him ? 
He isa Man of reckoning. 

Weath. Ay, that he is, Sir 4rthur, he hath the Nobles, 
The golden Ruddocks he. 

rth. The fitter for the Wars : 

And were he not in favour 
With your Worfhips, he fhould fee, 
That I have Power to prefs fo good as he. 

Oli, Chill ftand to the Trial, fo chill. 

Flow. Ay matry fhall he, prefs Cloth and Karfy, 
White-Pot and drowfen Broth; tut, tut, he cannot. 

Oli, Well, Sir, though you fee vlouten Cloth and Karfy,. 
chee a zeen gutch a Karfy-Coat wear out the Town fick a 
zilken Jacket, as thick a one you wear, 

Flow. Wellfed vlitan viattan. 

Oli. A and well fed Cocknell, and Boe-Bell too : What 
a think cham aveard of thy Zilken-Coat, no fer vere 
thee. ‘ 

Lanc. Nay, come no more, be all Lovers and Friends. 

Weath.. Ay, “tis beft fo, good Mafter Oliver, 

Flow, Is your name Matter. Oliver, 1 pray you? 

Oli. What tit and be tit, and grieve you. 

Flow. No, but I'd gladly know if a Man might not have 
a foolifh Plot out of Matter Oliver to work upon. 

Oli, Work thy Plots upon me, ftand afide, work thy 
foolith Plots upon me, chill fo ufe thee, thou wert never fo 
ufed fince thy Dam bound thy Head, work upon me? 

Flow. Let him come, let him come, 

Oli, Zyrrha, Zyrha, if it were not for fhame, chee 
would a given thee zutch a whifter poop under the Ear, 
chee would have made thee a vanged another at my Feet : 
Stand afide, let me loofe, cham all of a vlaming Firc-brand; 
ftand afide. _ 

Flow. Well, I forbear you for your Friends fake. 

Oli. A. vig for all my vreens, do’ft thou tell me of my 
vreens ? 

_ Lanc. No more, good Mafter Oliver, no more, Sir Arthur. 
And Maiden, herein the fight of all your Suitors, every Man 
of worth, I'll tell you whom I faineft would prefer to the 
hard Bargain of your Marriage Bed; hall I be plain among 
you, Gentlemen ? 

Arth, 
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“rth, Ay, Sir, ’cis beft. 

Lance, Then, Sir, fir to you, I do confefs you a moft 
gallant Knight, a worthy Soldier, and honeft Man: But 
Honefty maintains a Frexch-hood, goes very feldom in a 
Chain of Gold, keeps a {mall train of Servants ;*hath few 
Friends : And for this wild Oats here, young Flowerdale, 
I will not judge, Gad can work Miracles, but he were bet- 
ter make a hundred new, than thee a thrifty and an honeft 
one. 

Weath. Believe me he hath hit you there, he hath touch’d 
you to the quick, that he hath, 

Flow, Woodcock a my fide, why, Mafter Weathercock, 

you know Lam honeft, howfoever. trifles 

Weath, Now by my troth I khow no otherwife, 

O; your old Mothér was a Dame indeed 

Heav’a hath her Soul, and my Wife’s too, Ttruft: 
And your good Father, honeft Gentleman, 

He is gone a Journey, as I hear, far hence. 

Flow. Ay, God be praifed, he is far enough, 
He is gone a Pilgrimage to Paradife, 

And left me to cut a Caper againft Care. 
Luce look on me that am as light as Air: 

Luce. I’faith I like not Shadows, Bubbies, Broth; 
I hate a light Love, as I hate Death, 

Lance. Gir), hold thee there : 

Look on this Devonjhire Lad: 
Fat, fair, and lovely, both in Purfe and Perfon. 

Oli, Well, Sir, cham as the Lord hath made me, you 
know me well ivin, cha have threefcore pack of Karfay, and 
Blackem Hall, and chief Credit befide, and my Fortunes 
may be fo good as anothers, zo it may. 

Lane. "Tis you I love, whatfoever others fay. 

“rth, Thanks, faireft, 

Flow, What, would’ thou have me quarrel with him 2 

Fath. Do but fay he hall hear from you. 

Lanc. Yet, Gentlemen, howfoever T prefer this Devon 
Shire Suitor, Tl enforce no love, my Daughter fhall have 
her liberty to chufe whom the likes beft, 

In your Love-fuit proceed: 
Not all of you, but only one muft fpeed, 

Weath. You have faid well : Indeed right well, 
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Exter Artichoak. 

Art, Miltre’s, here’s one would fpeak with you, my 
fillow Daffidill hath him in the Cellar already, he knows 
Lim, he met him at Croydox Fair. 

Lauc. O, LT remember, a little Man. 

Art. Ay; 2 very little Man. 

Lanc. And yet a proper Man. 

Art. A very proper, very little Man. 

Lanc. His name is Monfieur Civer. 

Art. The fame, Sir. 

Lanc. Come, Gentlemen, if other Suitors come; 

My foolifh Daughter will be fitted too : 
But Delia my Saint, no Man dare move. 
[Exeant all but young Flowerdale, Oliver, and old Flowerdale, 

Flow. Hark you, Sir, a word. ; 

Oli, What ha an you fay tome now ? 

Flow. Ye thall hear from me, and that very fhortly. 

Oli. Is that all, vare thee well, chee vere thee not a vig. 

[ Exit Oliver. 

Flow. What if he fhould come more? I am fairly dreft. 

Fath. 1 do not mean that you fhall meet with him, 

But prefently we'll go and draw a Will ; 

Where we'll fet'down Land, that we never faw, 

And we will have it of fo large a Sum, 

Sir Lancelot fall intreat you take his Daughter: 

This being formed, give it Mafter Weathercock, 

And make Sir Lancelot’s Daughter Heir of all : 

And make him fwear never to fhew the Will 

To any one, until that you be dead. 

This done, the foolith changling Weathercock 

Will ftraight difcourfe unto Sir Lazcelot, 

The Form and Tenor of your Teftament. 

Nor ftand to paufe of it, be rul’d by me: 

What will enfue, that fhall you quickly fee. 
Flow. Come let’s about ic; if that a Will, {weet Kit, 


‘Can get the Wench, I thall renown thy Wit. [Exenat. 


Enter Dafhidil and Luce. 
Def. Miftrels, ftill froward ? 
No kind looks unto your Daffidil, now by the Gods. 
Luce. Away my foolith Knave, let my Hand go. 


x. 
Daj: 


The London Prodigal, 292 5 


Daf. There’s your Hand, but this fhall go with me: 
My Heart is thine, this is my true Loves Fee. 


Luce. Vl have your Coat ftript o’er your Ear for twis 


You fawey Rafcal. 
Enter Lancelot and Weathercock. 

Lanc. How now, Maid, what is the News with you 2 

Luce, Your Man is fomething fawcy. LExit Luce. 

Lanc, Go to, Sirrab, I'll talk with you ano. 

Daf. Sir, Tam a Man to be talked withal, 

Tam no Horfe, I trow ; 
I know my Strength, then no more than fo. 

Weath, Ay, by the Matkins, good Sir Lancelor, Tfaw him 
the other Day hold up the Bucklers, like an Hercules, 
I’faith God-a-mercy, Lad, I like thee well. 

Lanc. Ay, ay, like him well, go Sirrah, fetch me a cup 

of Wine, 
That e’er I part with Mafter Weathercock, 
We may drink down our farewel in French Wine: 

Weath, 1 thank you, Sir, I thank you, friendly Knight, 
I'll come and vifit you, by the Moufe-foot TI will 
In the mean time, take heed of cutting Flowerdale. 
Fe is a defperate Dick, I warraht you. 

Lanc. He is, he is: Fill, Daffidil, fill me fome Wine, 
Ha, what wears he on his Arm 2 
My Daughter Luce’s Bracelet, ay, tis the fame : 

Ha to you, Mafter Weathercock. 

Weath. I thank you, Sir: Here, Daffidil, an honeft Fel. 
low, and a tall, thou art. Well; P2 take my leave, good 
Night, and I hope to have you and all your Daughters. at 
my poor Houfe, im good footh I muft. 

Lanc. Thanks, Mafter Weathercock, I thall. be bold to 
trouble you, be fure. 

Weath, And welcome, heartily farewel. (Exit Weath, 

Lanc. Sirrah; I faw my Daughters Wrong, and with. 
al her Bracelet on your Arm; off with it; and with it mv 
Livery too. Have I care to fee my Daughter match’d with 
Men of Worfhip, and are you grown fo bold ? Go, Sittab, 

from my Houfe, or Til whip you hence. 

Daf. Vl not be whipt, Sir, there's your Livery, 

This is a Seryingman’s reward, what care I, 
F have meanstotruftto, I {corn Service, I. f Exit Dafhidil. 
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_ Lane. Ay alufty Knave, but I muft let him go. 
Our Servants muft be taught what they fhould know, 
Enter Sir Arthur and Luce. 

Luce. Sir, as I am a Maid, I do affect you above any 
Suitor that I have, although that Soldiers fearce know how 
to love. 

Arth, I am a Soldier, anda Gentleman 
Knows what belongs to War, what to a Lady: 

What Man offends me, that my Sword fhall right: 

What Woman loves me, I am her faithful Knight. 
Luce. 1 neither doubt your Valour nor your Love, 

But there be fome that bear a Soldier’s form, 

That {wear by him they never think upon, 

Go fwaggering up and down from Houfe to Hovfe, 

Crying, God pays: And-——_—. 

Arth. Vfaith, Lady, Vil defery you fuch a Man, 
Of them there be many which you have {poke of, 
That bear the name and fhape of Soldiers, 

Yet, God knows, very feldom faw the War : 

That haunt your Taverns and your Ordinaries, 
Your Ale-houfes fometimes, for all a-like, 

To uphold the brutifh humour of their Minds, 
Being mark’d down for the Bondmen of Defpair: 
Their mirth begins in Wine, but ends in Blood, 
Their Drink is clear, but their Conceits are mud. 

Luce. Yet thefe are great Gentlemen Soldiers. 

Arth., No they are wretched Slaves, 

Whofe defperate lives doth bring them timelcfs Graves, 

Luce. Both for your felf, and for your form of Life, 

If I may chufe, I'll be a Soldier's Wife, 
Enter Sir Lancelot and Oliver, 

Oli. And tut truft to it, fo then. 

Lance. Affure your felf, 

You fhall be married with all {peed we may: 
One Day fhall ferve for Francis and for Luce. 

Oli, Why che wood vain know the time, for providing 
Wedding Raiments. 

Lanc. Why no more but this, firft get your affurance 
made touching my Daughter’s Jointure, that difpatch’d, we 
will in two Days make Provifion, 

Oli, Why Man, chiil have the Writings made by to Morrows 

Lane, 
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Lanc. To Morrow be it then, let’s meet at the King’ s«Head 
in Fifb-ftreet. 

Oli. No, fie Man, no, let’s meet at the Rofe at Temple- 
Bar, that will be nearer your Counfellor and mune. 

Lanc, At the Rofé be it then, the hour nine, 

He that comes laft forfeits a Pint of Wine. 

Oli. A Pint is no Payment, 

Let it bea whole Quart, or nothing, 
Enter Artichoak. 

“rt. Matter, here-is a. Man would fpeak with Mafter O/;- 
ver; he comes from young Matter, Flowerdale. 

Oli, Why chil fpeak with him, chil {peak with him. 

Lanc. Nay, Son Oliver, Vl furely fee 
What young Flowerdale hath fent to you, 

I pray God it be no Quarrel. 

Oli, Why Mans if he quarrel with me, chil give him his 
Hands full. 

Enter old Flowerdale, 

Fath. God fave you, good Sir Lancelot. 

Lanc. Welcome, honeft Friend, 

Fath, To you and yours my Mafter wifheth Health, 

But unto you, Sir, this, and this- he fends: 
There is the length, Sir, of his Rapier, 
And in that Paper fhall you know his Mind. 

Oli, Here, chil meet him my Friend, chi] meet him. 

Lanc. Meet him, you fhall not meet the Ruffian, fie. 

O4, And Ido not meet him, chil give you leave to call 
Me Cut. Where is’t, firrah 2 where is’t 2 where is’t? 

Fath, The Letter fhows both Time and Place, 

And if you be a Man, then keep your word, 

Lance. Sir, he fhall- not keep his word, he thall not meet. 

Fath. Why let him chufe, he’llbe the better known 
For.a bafe Rafeal, and reputed fo. 

Oli. Zirrah, zirrah ; and ’twere rot an old Fellow, abd 
fent after an Errant, chid give thee fomething, but chud be 
no Mony: But hold thee, for I fee-thou art fomewhat te- 
ftorr, hold thee, there’s vorty Shillings, bring thy Matter a 
veeld, chil give-thee vorty more, look thou bring him, chil 
mall him tell him, chil mar his dancing Treffels, chil ufehim, 
he was ne’er fo ufed fince his Dam bound his Head, chilmake 
him for capering avy more chy vor thee. 
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Fath. You feem a Man, ftout and refolute, 

And I will fo report, whate’er befall. 

Lancs And fall out ill, affure thy Mafter this, 

Vl make him fly the Land, or ufe him worfe, 

Fath. My Matter, Sir, deferves not this of you, 

And that you'll fhortly find. 

Lanc. Thy Mafter is an Unthrift, you a Knave, 

And Pll attach you firft, next clap him up: 

Or have him bound unto his good Behaviour. 

Oli, I wood you were a Sprite if you do him any harm 
for this: And you do, chil nere fee you, nor any of yours, 
while chil have Eyes open : What do you think, chil be 
abaffelled up and down the Town for a meffel, and a fcoun- 
drel, no chy bor you: Zirrha chil come, zay nosmore, chil 
come, tell him. 

Fath. Well, Sir; my Matter deferves not this of you, 
And that you'll fhortly find. [ Exit. 

Oli, No matter, he’s an Unthrift, Idefie him. 

Lance. No, gentle Son, let me know the Place. 

Oli. Now chye vor you, 

Lanc. Let me fee the Note. 

Oli. Nay, chil watch you for zuch a Trick. 

But if chee meet him, zo, if not, zo: chil make him know 
me, or chil know why I fhall not, chil vare the worfe. 

Lane, What will you then negleé& my Daughter's Love 4 
Venture your State and hers for a loofe brawl ¢ 

Ol, Why Man, chil not kill him, marry chil veze him 
too, and again; and zo God be with you vather. 

What, Man, we fhall meet to Morrow. [Exit. 

Lane. Who would have thought he had been fo defperate. 
Come forth my honeft Servant Artichoak, 

Exter Artichoak. 

Arti, Now, what’s the Matter? fome brawl toward, I 
Warrant you. 

Lanc, Go get me thy Sword bright fcower’d, thy Buckler 
mended, O for that Knave, that Villain Daffidil would have 
done good Service. But to thee. 

' Apri, Ay, this is the tricks of all you Gentlemen, when 
you ftand in need of a good Fellow. O for that Daffidil, 
O where ig he? but if you be angry, and it be but for the 
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wapeing of a Straw, then out a Doors with the Knave,.turn 
the Coat over his Ears. This is the humor of you al}, _ 

Lanc, O for that Knave, that lufty Daffdil, 

4rti. Why there ’tis now: our Years Wages and our 
Vails will {carce pay for broken Swords and Bucklers that 
we ufe in our Quarrels, But I'll not fight if Daffidil be a 
t’other fide, that’s flat. 

Lanc. Tis no fuch matter, man, get Weapons ready, 
and be at London e’er the break of Day ; watch near the 
Lodging of the Devonfbire Youth, but be unfeen ; and as 
he goes out, as he will go out, and that very early without 
doubt, 

4rti, What, would you have me draw upon him, 

And he goes.in the Street ? 

Lanc. Not for a World, Man, into the Fields, For to the 
Field he goes, there to meet the defperate Flowerdale : Take 
thou the part of Oliver my Son, for he fhall be my Son, 
and marry Luce: Do’ft underftand me, Knave?2 

“4rti, Ay, Sir, I do underftand you, but my young Mi- 
ftrefs might be better provided in matching with my fellow 
Daffidil. Bs > 

Lanc. No more; Daffdil is a Knave, 

That Daffidil is a moft notorious Knave. [Exit Arti. 

Enter W eathercock. . 
Mafter Weatherceck, you come in a happy time; the de- 
{perate Flowerdale hath writ a Challenge ; and who think 
you muft anfwer it, but the Devon fhire Man, my Son 
Oliver 2 
Weath, Marty I am forry for it, good Sir Lancelor, 

But if you will be rul'd by me, we'll ftay the Fury. 

Lanc. As how, I pray 3 

Weath. Marry Ulltell you, by promifing young Flowerdale 
the red-lip’d Luce. 

Lane. Vil rather follow her unto her Grave. 

Weath. Ay, Sir Lancelot, I would have thought fo too, but 
you and I have been deceiv’d in him; come read this Will, 
or Deed, or what you call it, I know not : Come, come, 
your Spe@acles I pray. 

Lanc. Nay, -I thank God, I fee very well, 

Weath, Marry, God ble{s your Eyes, mine have beenidim 
almoft this‘ thirty Years. a 


Lane. 
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Lance. Ha, what is this 2 what is this 2 

Weath, Nay there is true Love indeed, he gave it tomebut 
this very Morn, and bad me keep it unfeen from any one; 
good Youth, to fee how Men may be deceiv’d. 

Lanc. Paffion of me, what a wretch am I to hate this lo- 
ving Youth? he hath made me, together with my Luce he 
loves fo dear, Executors of all his Wealth. 

Weatb, All, all, good Man, he hath given you all. 

Lanc, Three Ships now in the Straizs, and homeward. 

bound ; 
Two Lordfhips of two hundred Pound a Year; 
The one in Wales, the other Gloucefter-fbire : 
Debts and Accounts are thirty thoufand Pound; 
Plate, ede 1ewels fixteen thoufand more ; 
Two Houfen furnith’d well in Coleman-ftreet ; 
Befide whatfoever his Uncle leaves to him, 
Being of great Demeans and Wealth at Peckham, 

Weats. How like you this, good Knight? How hke yeu this? 

Lanc, I have done him wrong, but.now I'll make amends, 
The Divonfbire Man thall whiftle for a Wife. 

He mary Lgce! Luce fhall be Flowerdale's. 

Weath Why that is friendly faid, let’s ride to Londo 
and prevent their match, by promifing your Daughter t 
that lovely Lad, 

Lanc, We'll ride to London, or it fhall not need, 

We'll crofs to Dedford-ftrand, and take a Boat. 
Where de thefe Knaves? what -Artichoak? what Fop2 
Enter Artichoak. 

Art. Here be the very Knaves, but not the merry 
Knaves. 

Lanc, Here take my Cloak, I’ll have a walk to Dedford. 

Art, Sir, we have been fcouring of our Swords and 
Bucklers for your Defence, 

Lanc. Defence me no Defence, let your Swords ruft, 
I'll have no fighting : Ay, let blows alone, bid Delia fee all 
things be in vem i againft the Wedding, we'll have two 
at once, and that will fave Charges, Mafter Weathercock. 

Art. Well we will do it, Sir. _ [ Exewnt. 

Enter Civet, Frank, azd Delia. . ae 

Civ. By my troth this is good luck, I thank God for this. 
In good footh I have even my Heart’s defires Sifter Deli, 

now 
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now I may boldly call you fo, for your Father hah frank 
and frecly given me his Daughter Frank, 

Frank, Ay, by my troth, Zom, thou halt my good will 
too, for I thank God I long’d for a Husband, and would I 
might never ftir, for one his name was Tom, 

Del. Why, Sifter, now you have your With, 

Civ. You fay very true, Sifter Delia, and I prethee call 
me nothing but Jom; and I'll call thee {weet Hart, and 
Frank, Will it not do well, Sifter Delia 2 

Del. It will do very well with both of you. 

Frank, But Tom, muft I go as I do now wha I am 
married 2 

Civ. No Frank, I'll have thee go like a Citizen 
In a garded Gown, and a French Hood. 

frank. By my Troth that wiil be excellent indecd, 

Del, Brother, maintain your Wife to your Eftat:, 
Apparel you your felf like to your Father: 

And let her go like to your ancient Mother; 
He fparing got his Wealth, left it to you, 
Brother take heed of Pride, fome bids Thrift adieu. 

Civ. So as my Father and my Mother went, that’ a Jeft 
indeed, why fhe went ina fring’d Gown, a finge Ruff, 
and a white Cap; and my Father in a Adocado Coat, a 
pair of red Sattin Sleeves, and a Canvas back, 

Del. And yet his Wealth was all as much as yours, 

Civ. My Eftate, my Effate, I thank God, is forty 
Pound a Year in good Leafes and Tenements 3 befides 

twenty Mark a Year at Cuckolds-Haven, and that comes to 
us all by Inheritance, 

Del. That may indeed, *tis very fitly plied, 

I know not how it comes, but fo it falls out 
That thofe whofe Fathers have died wondrous rich, 
And took no Pleafure but to gather Wealth, 
Thinking of little that they leave behind; 
For them they hope, will be of their like mind, 
But falls out contrary, forty Years {paring 
Is fcarce three feven Years f ending, never caring 
What will enfue, when all their Coin is gone, 
And all too late, then Thrift is thought upon ; 
Oft have I heard, that Pride and Riot kift, 
And then Repentance cries, for had I wilt? 

Civ. 
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Civ. You fay well, Sifter Delia, you fay well; but I 
méan to live within my.Bounds; for look you, f have fet 
down my reft thus far; but to maintain my Wife in her 
French Hood, and her Coach, keep a couple of Geldings, 
and a brace of Gray-hounds, and this is all I'll do: 

Del. And you'll do this with forty Pounds a Year 2 

Civ. Ay, and a better Penny, Sifter. 

Frank, Sifter, you forget that at Cuckolds Haven. 

Civ. By my Troth well remembred, Frank, 

I'll give thee that to buy thee Pins, 

Del. Keep you the reft for Points, alas the Day, 

Fools fhall have Wealth though all the World fay nay: 
Come, Brother, will you in, Dinner ftays for us. 

Civ. Ay, good Sifter, with all my Heart. 

Frank, Ay, by my Troth, Tom, for I have agood Stomach, 

Giv. And I the like, {weet Frank ; no Sifter, 

Do not think I’ll go beyond my Bounds, 

Del. God grant you may not. [ Exeunt. 

Exter young Flowerdale, and his Father, with foils in 

their Hands. 

Flow, Sirrah, Kit, tarry you there, I have fpied Sir Lav- 
celot and old Weathercock coming this way, they are hard 
at Hand, I will by no means be fpoken withal, 

Fath, Vl warrant you, go get you in. 

Enter Lancelot and Weathercock. 

Lance. Now, my honelt Friend, thou doft belong to 
Matter Flowerdale ? 

Fath. 1 do, Sir. 

Lauc. \s he within, my good Fellow ¢ 

Fath. No, Sir, he is not within. ~ 

Lanc. 1 prethee, if he be within, let me fpeak with kim. 

Fath, Sir, to tell you true, my Matter is within, but 
indeed would not be {poke withal ; there be {ome terms 
that ftands upon his Reputation, therefore he will not ad- 
mit any Conference ’till he hath fhook them off. 

Lanc. 1 prethee tell him his very good Friend Sir Lance- 
lot Spurcock intreats to {peak with him. 

Fath. By my troth, Sir, if you cometo take up the mat- 
ter between my Mafter and the Devonfbire Man, you do 
but beguile your hopes, and lofe your Labour. ; 
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Lancs Honeft Friend, I have not any fuch thing to him, 
T come to fpeak with him about other Matters. 

Fath. For my Matter, Sir, hath fet down his Refolution, 
either to redeem his Honour, or leave his Life behind 
him. 

Lanc. My Friend, I do not know any Quarrel touching 
thy Mafter or any other Perfon, my Bufinefs is of a diffe- 
rent Nature to him, and I prethee fo tell him. 

Fath. For howfoever the Devon /bire Man is, 

My Mafter’s Mind is bloody ; that’s a round oO, 

And therefore, Sir, Intreaties are but vain. 

Lanc. I have no fuch thing to him, I tell thee once 
ain. 

Fath. I will then fo fignifie to him. [Exit Father. 

Lanc. Ay, Sirrah, I fee this Matter is hotly carried. 

But l’ll labour to diffwade him from it. 
Enter young Flowerdale and his Father. 
Good morrow, Mafter Flowerdale. 

Flow. Good morrow, good Sir Lancelot, 
“Good morrow, Mafter Weathercock ; 

By my troth, Gentlemen, I have been reading over 
Nick Machiavel ; 1 find him 

Good to be known, not to be followed : 

A peftilent human Fellow, I have made 

Certain Annotations of him fuch as they be; 

And how is’t, Sir Lancelot 2 ha ¢ how is't 2 

A mad World, Men cannot live quiet in it. 

Lanc. Matter Flowerdale, 1 do underftand there is fome 
Jar between the Devonfbire Man and you. 

Fath. They, Sir? they are good Friends as can be, 

i Who Mafter Oliver and 12 as good Friends as 
can be. 

Lance. It isa kind of fafety in you to deny it, and a ge- 
nerous filence, which too few are indued withal: Bur, Sir, 
fuch a thing I hear, and I could with it otherwife, 

Flow. No fuch thing, Sir Lancelot, at My reputation, as 
T am an honeft Man, 

Lanc. Now I do believe you then, if you do 
Ingage your Reputation there is none, 

Flow. Nay I do not ingage my Reputation there is not, 
You fhall not bind me to any condition of hardnefs : 
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But if there be any thing between us, then there is, 
If there be not, then there is not. Be, or be not, all is @ne, 
Lanc. I do perceive by this, that there is fomething be- 
tween you, and I am very forry for it. 
Flow. You may be deceiv'd, Sir Lancelot, the Italian 
Hath a pretty faying, Quefto ? I have forgot ir too, 
’Tis out of my Head, but in my Tranflation (him. 
If hold thus, thou haft a Friend, keep him; if a Foe trip 
Lanc. Come, I do fee by this there is fomewhat between 
And before God I could with it otherwife. (you, 
Flow. Well what is between us, can hardly be alter’d; 
Sir Lancelot, 1 am to ride forth to morrow, 
That way which I muft ride, no Man mutt deay 
Me the Sun, I would not by any particular Man, 
Be denied common and general Paflage. If any one 
Saith, Flowerdale, thou paffeft not this way ; 
My anfwer is, I muft either on or return: 
But return is not my Word, I muft on: 
If I cannot, then make my way, nature 
Hath done the laft for me, and there’s the Fine. 
Lanc. Mr. Flowerdale, every Man hath one Tongue, 
And two Ears; Nature in her Building, 
Is a moft curious Work-mafter. 
Flow, That isas much asto fay, a Man fhould hear more 
Than he fhould fpeak. 
Lanc. You fay true, and indeed I have heard more, 
Than at this time I will fpeak, 
‘ Flow, You fay well, 
Lanc. Slanders are more common than Troths, Mafter 
Flowerdale, but Proof is the Rule for both. 
Flow, You fay true, what do you call him 
Hath it there in his third Canton 2 
- Lanc. & have heard you have been wild: I have believ'd it. 
Flow. *Twas fit, *twas neceflary. 
Lanc. But 1 have feen fomewhat of late in you, 
That hath confirm’d in me an Opinion of 
Goodnefs toward you. 
Flow. VFaith, Sir, I am fureI never did you harm: 
Some good I have done, either to you or yours, 


I am fure you know not, neither is it my will you fhould. 
Lant, 
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Lanc. Ay, your Will, Sir, 
Flow. Ay, my Will, Sir’; ’sfoot do you know ought of 
Begod and you do, Sir, Iam abus’d. (my Will? 
Lance. Go, Mr. Flowerdale, what I know, I know ; 
And know you thus much out of my Knowledge, 
That [ truly love you. For my Daughter, 
She's yours. And if you like a Marriage better 
Than a Braw), all quirks of Reputation fet afide, 
prefently: And where you fhould fight a blo 
you thall be married to a lovely Lady. 
Flow, Nay but, Sir Lancelot 2 
Lanc. If you will not imbrace m 
felt thus much, E will have order to hinde 
Flow. Nay. but hear me, Sir Lancelot, 
Lanc. Nay,-ftand not You upon imputative Honour, 
“Lis meerly unfound, unprofitable, and idle 
Inferences ; your Bufinels isto wed my Daughter, therefore 


give me your prefent word to do it; Vil go and provide the 
Maid, therefore give me your prefene Refolution, either 
now or never, 


Flow. Will you fo put me to it? 


(never. 
Lanc. Ay, afore God, either take me now, or take me 
Elfe what I thought fhould beour match, fhall be our Parting, 
So fare you well for ever, 


Flow. Stay; fall out, what may fal! 
Is above all : I will come. 


Lanc. 1 expe& you, 
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go withme 
ody Battel, 


y offer, yet affure your 


r your Encounter, 


» my Love 


and fo fare you well, 


[ Exit Sir Lancelot, 


Fath, Now, Sir, how fhall we do for wedding Apparel? 


Flow, By the Mats that’s true; now help Kir, 


The Marriage ended, we'll make amends for il. 
Fath. Well, no more, 


Prepare you for your Bride, 
We will not want for Cloaths, whatfoe’er betide, 
Flow. And thou fhalt fee, when once I have m 
In Mirth we'll fpend full many a merry Hour : 
As for this Wench, I p 


ot regard a Pin, 
It is her Gold mut brin 


§ my Pleafures in, 
Fath, 1s’t poflible, he hath h 


is fecond living, 
Forfaking God, himfelf to the Deyil giving ; 
But that I knew his Mother firm and chaft, 
My Heart. would fay, my Flead the had difgrac’d : 
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Elfe would I fwear, he never was my Son, 
But her fair Mind fo foul a deed did fhuo. 
Enter young Flowerdale’s Uycle. 
uc. How now, Brother, how do you find your Son 3 
Fath. O Brother, heedlefs as a Libertine, 
Ev’n grown a Mafter in the School of Vice, 
One that doth nothing, but invent Deceit ; 
For all the Day he humours up and down, 
How he the next Day might deceive his Friend: 
He thinks of nothing but the prefent time: 
For one Groat ready down, he'll pay a Shilling ; 
But then the Lender muft needs ftay for it. 
When I was young, I had the {cope of Youth, 
Both wild, and wanton, carelefs and defperate : 
But fuch mad Strains as he’s pofleft withal, 
I thought it wonder for to dream upon, 
Unc. 1 told you fo, but you would not believe it. 
Fath. Well I have found it, but one thing comforts.mé; 
Brother, to morrow he’s to be married 
To beauteous Luce, Sir Lancelot Spurcock's Daughter. 
Une. Ist poflible ? 
Fath. *Tis true, and thus I mean to curb him; 
This Day, Brother, I will you fhall arreft him ; 
If any thing will tame him, it muft be that, 
For he is rank in Mifchief, chain’d to a Life, 
That will encreafe his Shame, and kill his Wife. 
Unc. What, atreft him on his wedding Day $ 
That were unchriftian, and an unhuman part: 4 
How many couple ev’n for that very Day, 
Have purchaft feeen Years forrow afterward ¢ 
Forbear it then to Day, do it to Morrow, 
And this Day mingle not his Joy with Sorrow. 
Fath. Brother, I'll have it done this very Day, 
And in the view of all, as he c mes from Church. 
Do but obferve the Courfe thar he will take, 
Upon my life he will forfwear the Debt : 
And for we'll have the Sum fhall not be flight, 
Say that he owes you near three thoufand Pound : 
Good Brother, lec it be done immediately. 
Unc. Well, feeing you will have it fo, 
Brother I'll. do’t, and ftraight provide the Sheriff, fab 
Atie 
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Fath. So Brother, by this means fhall we perceive 
What Sir Lancelot in this pinch will do: 
And how his Wife doth ftand affe@ted to him, 
Her Love will then be tried to the uttermoft : 
And all the reft of them. Brother, what I will do; 
Shall harm him much, and much avail him too. [ Exews. 
Oli, Cham afhured thick be the Place, thar the fcoundrel 
Appointed to meet me, if a come, zo? If a conie not, Zo. 
And che war avife, he would make a Coyftrel an ns, 
Ched vefe him, and che vang him in hand, che would 
Hoytft him, and give it him too and again, zo chud; 
Who a been there, Sir Arthir? chil ftay afide. 
4rth, 1 have dog’d the Devon hire Man into the Field, 
For fear of any harm that fhould befal him : 
J had an inckling of that yefternight, 
That Flowerdale and he fhould meet this Morning, 
Though of my Soul, Oliver fears him not, 
Yet for I'd fee fair play on either fide, 
Made me to come, to fee their Valours try’d-———. 
Good morrow to Mafter Oliver. 
Oli. God and good Morrow, 
rth, What, Mafter Oliver, are' you angry 2 
Ol, What an it be, tyt an grieven you ? 
rth, Not me at all, Sir, but I imagine 
By your being here thus arm‘d, 
You ftay for fome that you fhould fight withal. 
Oli, Why and he do, ché would not dezire you to take 
his part; 
4rth. No, by my troth, ‘I think you need it ‘not; 
For he you look for, I think means not to-come. 
Oli, No, and che war afhure of that, ched avefe himin 
another Place, 
Enter Daffidil, 
Daf. ©, Sit Arthur, Mafter Oliver, ay the, 
Your Love, and yours, and mine, fweet Miftrels Luce 
This Morning is married to young Flowerdale. 
4rth, Married to Flowerdale! ‘tis impoffible, 
Ol, Married, Man? che hope ‘thou doft-but jet: 
To make an a volowten merriment of it. 
Daf. O ’tis too true; “here comes his Uncle, 
Vou Vi. T Enter 
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Enter young Flowerdal.’s Uncle, with Sheriff and Officers, 

Unc. Good morrow, Six Arthur, good morrow, Matter 
Oliver. 

Oli, God and good Morn, Mr, Flowerdale. 1 pray tellen 
us, is your {coundrel Kinfman married 2 

Arth, Mr. Oliver, call him what you will, but he ismarried 
To Sir Lancelor’s Daughter here. 

Une, Sir -Arthur, unto her 2 

Oli. Ay, ha the old vellow zerved me thick a trick? 
Why Man, he was a promife, chil chud a had her, 
Is a zitch a vox, chil look to his Water che vor him. 

Unes TheMufick plays; they are coming from the Church. 
Sheriff, do your Office: Fellows, ftand ftoutly to it, 

; Enter all to the Wedding. 

Oli. God give you Joy, as the old zaid Proverb is, and 
fome Zorrow among, You met us well, did you not? 

Lanc. Nay, be not angry, Sir, the fault is in: me, 
I have done all the wrong, kept him from coming to the Field 
to you, as, I might, Sir, for I am a Juftice, and {worn to 
keep the Peace. 

Weath. Ay marry is he, Sir, a very Juftice, and {worn to 
keep the Peace, you muft not difturh the Weddings. 

Lanc. Nay, never frown nor ftorm, Sir, if you do, 
ll have an order taken for you. 

Oli. Well, well, chil be quiet. 

Weath. Mr. Flowerdale, Sir Lancelot, look you, who here 
is? Mr. Flowerdale. 

Lance Mr. Flowerdale, welcome with:all my Heart... 

Flow. Uncle, this is the i'faith: _Mafter Under-Sheriff, 
Arreft me? At whofe Suit ¢ Draw; Ki 

Unc. At my Suit, Sir. 

Lanc, Why; what’sthe Matter, Mr. Flowerdalet 

Unc. This is the matter, Sir, th’; Unthrift here 
Hath cozen’d you, abd hath had of me 
In feveral Sums three thoufand Pound. 

Flow. Why, Uncle, Uncle. 

Unc. Coufin, Coufin, you have Uneled me, 
And if you be not ftaid, you'll prove 
A cozener untovall that know you. 


Lane. 
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Lanc. Why, Sir, fuppofe he be to you in debt 
Ten thoufand. Pound, his State to me appears, 
To be at leaft three thoufand by the Year. 
Unc. O, Sir, L was too late inform’d.of that Plot, 
How that he went about to-cozen you : 
Andform'd a Will, and fent. it to your. good 
Friend there, Mafter Weathercock, in which was 
Nothing true, but brags and lies. 
Laac. Ha, bath be not fuch Lord fhips, 
Lands, and Ships 2 
Unc. Not worth a:Groat, not worth a Half-penny he. 
Lanc. I pray tellus trucy be plainy young Flowerdale. 
Flow. My Uncle here’s mad, 
And difpos’d to do me. wrong, 
But here’s my Maman honeft Fellow 
By the Lord, and of good Credit, knows all is true: 
Fath. NotI, Sir, Lam too old to lies. Lrather know 
You forg’d a Will, where every Line you writ, 
You ftudied where to quote youf Lands might lye. 
Weath. And I prithee where be thy honeft Friends? 
Fath. Vfaith no where, Sir, fot he bath none at all. 
Weath. Benedicity, we are o’er-reach’d,. I believe. 
Lanc. Lam cozen'd, and my hopefull’ft.Child undone, 
Flow. You are not cozen’d, nor is-{he, undone, 
They flander me, by this Light, they {lander me: 
Look you, my Uncle: here’s an. Ufurer, and would undo me, 
But I'll ftand in Law, do you but bail me, you thall do no 
You Brother Civet, and Mafter Weathercocky do but. [more : 
Bail.me, and let me have my Marriage Mofiy 
Paid me, and we'll ride down, 
And there your own Eyes fhall fee 
How my poor Tenants there will welcome me. 
You fhall but bail me, you thall do no more, 
And you, greedy Gnat, their bail will ferve. 
Une. Ay, Sir, I'll askeno. better bail, 
Lanc. No, Sir, you fhall not take my. bail, nor his, 
Nor my Son Civet’s, Vill not be cheated, I. 
Sheriff, take your Prifoner, I’ll not deal with him : 
Let's Uncle make falfe Dice with his falfe Bones, 
I will not haveto do with him: Mock’d, gull'd, and wrone’d 
tT £ Come; 
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Come, Girl, though it be late, it falls out well, 
Thou fhalt not live with him in Beggar’s Hell. 
Luce. He is my Husband, and high Heav’n doth know, 
With what uawillingnefs I went to Church, 
But you enfore’d me; you compell’d. me, to it : 
The holy Church-man pronounc’d thefe Words but now, 
I muft not leave my Husband in diftrefs : 
Now I muft comfort him, not go with you. 
Lanc. Comfort a'Cozener? Oa my-eurfe forfake him? 
Luce. This day you caus'd meon your Curfe to take him: 
Do not, I pray, my grieved Soul opprefs:s 
God knows my Heart doth bleed at his diftrefs. 
Lanc. O. Mafter Weathercocks 
I muft confefs I fore’d her to this match. 
Led with Opinion his falfe Will was true. 
Weath, Ah, he hath over-reach’d me too. 
P Lane. She might have liv’d like Delia, ina happy Virgin’s 
ate. 
Del. Father, be patient, Sorrow comes too late. 
Lancs And on her:Kuees the begg’d and did intreaty 
If the muft needs'tafte:a fad Marriage Life, ) 
She crav’d'to be Sir Arthur Greenfbield's Wifes 
wtvth, You have done her and me the,greater wrong. 
Lanc. Ovtake her yets 
Arth. Not le thny 
Lancy’ Or, Mater. Oliver, accept my Child, and ‘half my 
Wealth 1s‘yours, 
Olis’ Noy Siry chil/break no Laws. 
Luce. Never fear, fhe will not trouble, you. 
Del. Yet, Siftery-in this Paflion do not rum headlong. to 
Confufion, You may affe& him, tho’ not follow him. 
Frank. Do, Sifters hang him, let him go. 
Weath. Do faith, Miftrefs Luce, leave him. 
Luce. You are-three grofs Fools, let me alone, 
I fwear, Vl live with him in all his moan. 
Oli. But an he have his Legs at’ liberty, 
Cham aveard’ he will never live with you, 
Arth, Ay;/buv heis now in Huckfters handling for run- 
ning away» i i eee 
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Lanc. Hufwife, you hear how you and I are wrong'd, 
And if you will redrefs it yer you may : 
But if you ftand on terms to follow: him, 

Never come near my fight, nor look on me, 
Call me not Father, look not fora Groat, 
For all the Portion Iwill this Day give 
Unto thy Sifter Frances. 

Fran. How fay you to that, Tom? 

I thall have a good deal, 

Befides, T’'ll be a good Wife; and a good Wife 
Is a good thing I can tell. 

Civ, Peace, Frank, I would be forry to feethy Sifter calt 
away, as Iam a Gentleman, 

Lanc. What, are you yet refoly’d2 

Luce. Yes, I am refoly’d, 

Lanc. Come then'away, or now, or never come. 

Luce. This way I turn, go you unto your Fealft, 
And I to weep, that am with Grief oppreft. 

Lanc. For ever fly my fight’: Come, Gentlemen, 
Let’s in, Pll help you to far better Wives than her. 
Delia, upon my Blefling talk not to her, 

Bale Baggage, in fach hafte to Beggary? : 

Unc. Sheriff, take your Prifoner to your charge, 

Flow. Uncle, be-gad you have us’d me very hardly, 
By my troth, upon my Wedding-day. ° 

[Exennt all but Luce, joung Flowerdale, bissFather, 
Uncle, Sheriff and Officers. 

Luce. O Mafter Flowerdale, but hear mé {peak, 

Stay but a little while, good Mafter Sheriff, 

If not for him, for my fake pity him : 

Good Sir, ftop not your Ears at my Complaint, * 

My Voice grows weak, for Womens words are faint. 

Flow. Look you, fhe kneels to you. 

Onc. Fair Maid, for you, I love you with my Heart, 
And grieve, fweet Soul, thy Fortune ‘is fo bad, 

That thou thould*ft match with fuch a gracelefs’ Youth, 

Go to thy Father, think not upon him, © ° 

Whom Hell hath ‘mark’d to be the Son of Shame. 

Luce. Impute his wildnefs, Sir, unto his Youth, 

And thiok that now’s the time he doth repent : 

Alas, what good or gain can you receive, 
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To imprifon him that nothing hath to pay ? 

And where nought is, the King doth lofe his due; 

O pity him as God fhall pity you. 
Unc. Lady, I know his Humours ail too well, 

And nothing in the World can do him good, 

But mifery it felf to chain him with, 
Luce. Say that your Debts were paid, then is he free? 
Une. Ay, Virgin, that being anfwerd, I have done. 

But to him that is all as impolfible, 

As I to fcale the high Pyramids, 

Sheriff, take your Prifoner ; Maiden, fare thee well, 
Luce. O go not yet, good Matter Flowerdale : 

Take my word for the Debt, my Word, my Bond. 
Flow. Ay, by Gad, Uncle, and my ‘Bond too. 
Luce. Alas, I {ne'er oughtsothing but I paid it 5 

And I can work, alas, he can do nothing: 

I have fome Friends perhaps will piry me, 

His chiefeft Friends do feek his Mifery. 

All that I can, or beg, get, or receive, 

Shall be for you: Odo not.turn away : 

Methinks within a Face foreverend, 

So well experienc’d in this tottering World, 

Should: have fome feeling of a Maidén’s Grief : 

For my fake, his Father’s and your Brother's fake, 

Ay, for your Soul’s fake that doth hope for Joy, 

Pity my ftate, do not two Souls deftroy. 
©Unc, Fair Maid, ftand up; not in regard of him, 

But in pity of thy haplefs Choice, 

I do releafe him: Mafter Sheriff, I thank you: 

And Officers, there is for you to drink. 

Here, Maid, take this Mony, there is a hundred Angelss 

And, for I will be fuse he thall not have it, 

Here, Keffer, take it you, and ufe it {paringly, 

But let not her have amy want at all. 

Dry. your Eyes, Neice, do not too much ‘Tament 

For him, whofe Life hath been in riot fpent: 

Tf well he ufeth thee, he gets him Frie¢nds, 

If ill, a thameful end on him depends [ Exit Uncle. 
Flow. A plague go with you for an old Fornicator: ~ 

Come, Kit, the Mony, come, honeft Kir." : 
Fath, Nay by my Faith, Sir, you fhall pardon me. 


Flows 
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Flow. And why, Sir, pardon you? give me the Mony, 
you old Rafcal, or I will make you. ) 
Luce. Pray hold your Hands, give it him honeft Friend. 
Fath. If you be fo content, with all my Heart. 
Flow, Content, Sir, *sblood fhe fhall,be content 
Whether fhe will orno. A rattle-baby come to follow me? 
Go, ‘get. you gone to the greafie Chuff your Father, 
Bring me your Dowry, or never look on me. 
Fath, Sir, the hath forfook her Father, and all her Friends 
for you, 
Flow, Hang thee, her Friends and Father all together. 
Fath, Yet part with fomething to provide her Lodging. 
Flow. Yes, I méan to part with her and you, but if I 
part with one Angel, hang me at a Polt. Vif rather throw 
them at acaft of Dice, as I have done 4 thoufand of their 
Fellows, 
Fath, Nay then 'T will be plain, degenerate Boy, 
Thou hadft a Father would have’ been afham’d. 
Flow. My Father was an Afs, an old Afs. 
Fath. Thy Father? proud licentiows V illairt: 
What are you at your foils? Pll foil with you. 
Luce. Good Sir, forbear him. 
Fath. Did not this whining Woman hang of me, 
I'd teach thee what it was to abufe thy Father: 
Go hang, beg, ftarve, Dice, Game, that when all’s gone, 
Thou may'{t after defpair and’ hang thy felf. 
Luce. O do not curfe him. 
Fath. 1 do not cutfe him, and to pray for him were vain, 
It grieves me that he bears his Father’s Name. 
Flow. Well, you old Rafcal, T fall meet with you. 
Sirrah, get you gone, I will not ftrip the Livery 
Over your Ears, becanfe you paid for it: 
Bat do not ufe my Name, Sirrah, 
Do‘ you hear ? Look you do not 
Ufe my Name; you were beft. 
Fath, Pay me the twenty Pound then that I lent you; 
Or give me Security when I may have it. 
Flow. Vil pay thee not a Penny, 
And for Security I'll give thee none, 
Minckins, look yeu do not follow me, look you do not: 
If you do, Beggar, I fhall flit your Nofe. 
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Luce. Alas, what fhall I do? 
Flow, Why turn Whote, that’s. good Trade, 
And fo perhaps I'll fee thee,now and then, 
[ Exit Flowerdale. 
Luce. Alas-the-day that ever I was born. 
Fath. Sweet Miftrefs, do not weepy I'll ftick.to you. 
Luce. Alas, my Friend, I know not what to do, 
My Father and my Friends, they, have defpis’d me: 
And I a wretched Maid, thus caft away, 
Knows neither where to go, nor what to fay. 
Fath. \t grieves me at the Soul, to fee her Tears 
Thus ftain the Crimfon Rofes of her Cheeks: 
Lady, take comfort, do not mourn in vain, 
I have a little living in this Town, 
The which I think comes to a hundred Pound, 
All that and more fhall be at your difpofe ; 
I'll ftrait go help you to fome ftrange difguife, 
And place you in a Service in this Town: 
Where youfhall know all, yet your felf unknown : 
Come, grieve no.more, where no help can be had, 
Weep not for him, that is more worfe than bad. 
Luce. \ thankyou, Sir. [Exeunt. 
Enter Sir Lancelot, A¢after Weathercock and the ref. 
Oli. Well, cha.a bin.zerved many a fluttify, Tricks 
But fuch alerripoop as thick ych was ne‘er-a farved. 
Lanc. Son Civet, Daughter Frances, bear with me, 
You {ge how I am prefs’d down with inward Grief, 
About that lucklefs Girl, your Sifter Luce, 
But ‘tis faln out with mes as with many Families befide, 
They are moft unhappy, that are moft belov’d. 
Civ. Father, ’tis fo, *tis even faln out fo, 
But what remedy? fet Hand to-your Heart, and Jet it pals, 
Here is your Daughter Frances and I, and we'll not fay, 
We'll bring forth as witty Children, .but.as. pretty 
€hildren as ever the was ; tho’ the.had the prick 
And praife for a pretty Wench: But,Farher, done is 
The Moufe, you'll come? 
Lane. Ay, Son Civer, T'Il come. 
Ciu, And you, Matter Oliver 2 age 
Oli. Ay, forthe a vext out this veaft, chil fee if a gan 
Make a better vealt there, Ree eg 
Civ. 
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Civ. And you, Sir Arthur 2 

rth. Ayy Sir, although my Heart be full, 
I'll be a Partner at your Wedding Feaft, 

Civ. And welcome all indeed, and welcome; come Frank, 
are you ready ? 

Frank, Jethue, how hafty thefe Husbands are, I pray, 
Father, pray to. God to blels me. 

Lanc, God blefs thee, and I do; God make thee wife, 
Send you both Joy, I with it with wet Eyes. 

Frank, But, Father, fhall not my Sifter Delia go along 
with us? She is excellent good at Cookery, and fuch 
things. 

Lanc. Yes marry fhall the : Delia, make you ready, 

Del. I am ready, Sir, I will firft go to Greenwich, 
From thence to my Coufin Chefferfeld, and foto London: 

Civ. It hall fuffice, good Sifter Delia, it thall fuffice, 
but fail us not, good Sifter, ive order to Cooks and o- 
thers, for I. would not have my fweet Frank to foil her 
Fingers. 

Frank, No by my troth not I, a Géntlewoman, and a 
marrried Gentlewoman too, to be Companion to Cooks, 
And Kitchin-boys, not I i’faith, I feorn that. 

Cry. Why; 1 do not mean thow fhalt, fweet Heart, thou 
feeft I do not go about it; well, farewel too : You Gods 
pity Mr. Weathercock, we fhall have your Company too? 

Weath. With all my Heart, for I love good Cheer. 

Civ. Well, God be with you all, comes Frank. 

Frank. God be with you, Father; God be with you, 
Sir Arthur, Mafter Oliver, and Mafter Weathercock, Sitter, 
God be with you-all: God be with you, Father, God be 
with you every one, 

Weath, Why, how now, Sir Arthur, all a mort, Mafter 
Oliver, how now, Man? 

Cheerly, Sir Lancelot, and merrily fay, 
Who can hold that will away. 

Lanc. Ay, the is gone indeed, poor Girl, undone, 
But when thefe. be felf-will'd, Children mutt fmart. 

“art. But, Sir, that the is wronged, you are the chiefelt 
Caufe, therefore ’tis reafon you redrefs her wrong, 

Weath. Indeed you muft;. Sir Lancelor, you mutt, 
, Led, Lane. 
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Lance. Muft? who can compel me, Mr. Weathercock? 
I hope I may do what I lift. 
Weath. 1 grant you may, youmay do what you lift. 
Oli, Nay, but and you be well evifen, ir were not good, 
By this vfampolnefs, and vrowardnefs, to caft away 
As pretty a dowffabel, as am chould chance to fee 
In a Summers Day; chil tell you what chal! do, 
Chil go {py up and down’ the Town, and fee if I 
Can hear any Tale or T'ydings of her, 
And take her away from thick a Meffel, vor cham 
Afhured, heel but bring her to the fpoil, 
And fo var you well, we hall meet at your Son Civet’s. 
Lane. I thank you, Sir, I take it very kindly, 
Arth. To find her out, I'll fpendmy deareft Blood. 
So wellI lov'd her, to affeét het Good. = [Exeunt Ambo, 
Lanc. O Mafter Wearhercock, 
What hap had I, to force my Daughter 
From Mafter Oliver, and this good Knight, 
To one that hath no Goodnefs in his Thought ? 
Wearh. Ul luck, but what remedy 2 
Lanc. Yes, 1 have almoft devifed a Remedy, 
Young Flowerdale is fure a Prifoner. 
Weath. Sure ? nothing more fure. 
Lanc. Andyet perhapshis Uncle hath releas’d him, 
Weath. It may be very like, no doubt he hath. 
Lanc. Wellif he bein Prifon, [ll have Warrants 
To tache my Daughter ’till the Law be tried, 
For I will fue him upon Cozenage. 
Weath, Marry may you, and overthrow him too. 
Lanc. Nay that’snot fo; 1 may chance be feoft, 
And fentence paft with him. 
Weath, Believe me, fo he may, thereforetake heed. 
Lanc. Well howfoever, yet Iwill have warrants, 
In Prifon, or at Liberty, all’s one: 
You will help to ferve them, Mafter Wearhercock 5 
[ Exennt. 
Enter Flowerdale. 
Flow. A plague of the Devil, the Devil take the Dice. 
The Dice, and the Devil, and his Dam go together ; 
Of all my hundred golden Angels, ies 


I have not left me one Denier: 
Es ; A 
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A pox of come a five, what fhall I do 2 
I cao borrow no more of my Credit : 
There’s not any of my acquaintance, Man tor Boy, 
But I have borrowed more or lefs of : 
I would I knew where to take @ good Purfe, 
And go clear away, by this Light ll venture forit. 
Gods lid my. Sifter Delia, 
T’ll rob her, by this Hand. 
Enter Delia and Artichoak, 
Del. TV prethee, Artichoak, ga not fo fatt, 
The Weather is hot, and Tam fomething Weary. 
4rt. Nay TE warrant you, Miftrefs Delia, Ili not tire you 
With leading, well go an extream moderate pace. 
Flow. Stand, deliver your Purfe. 
Art. O Lord, Thieves, Thieves. [Exit Artichoak. 
Flow, Come, come, your Purfe; Lady, your Purfe. 
Del. That Voice Thave heard often before this time, 
What, Brother Flowerdale become a Thief 2 
Flow. Ay, plague on’t, I thank your Father 
But Sifter, come, your Mony, come: 
What the World muft. find me, T am born to live, 
*Tis not a Sin to fteal, when none will give. 
Del. O God, is all Grace banitht from thy Heart, 
Think of the Shame that doth attend this Fac, 
Flow. Shame me no Shames, ‘come give: me your Parfe ; 
I'll bind you, Sifter, left I fare the worfe. 
Del. No, bind me not, hold, there is all T have; 
And would that Mony would redeem thy Shame. 
Enter Oliver, Sir Arthur, and Artichoak. 
Art, Thieves, Thieves, Thieves. 
Oli. Thieves, whereMan? why how now, Miftrefs Deliz. 
Ha you a liked to been a robbed? 
Del. No, Matter Oliver, "tis Matter Flowerdale, he did 
but jeft with me. 


Ol, How, Flowerdale, that Scoundrel? Sirrah, you meten 
us well, vang the that. 

Flow. Well, Sir, Tif not meddle with you, becaufe I 
have a Charge. 

Del. Here Brother Flowerdale, I'll lend you this fanie 
Mony. 

Flow, I thank you, Sifter, 


3047 


Oli. 


Ot Re EO 


y 
Q 

























Vs 
. 3048 The London Prodigal. 






Oli. Y wad you were yfplit, and you let the Mezel have 
a Penny ; but fince you cannot keep it, chil keep it my felf, 
4rth, ’Tis pity to relieve him in this fort, 
Who makes a triumphant Life his daily {port. 
Del. Brother, you fee how all Men cenfure you, 
Farewel, and I pray God amend your Life. 
Oli. Come, chil bring youalong, andyou fafe enough 
From twenty fuch Scoundrels as thick an one is, 
Farewel and be hanged, zyrrah, as I think fo thou 
Wilt be fhortly ; come, Sir 4rthur. 
{ Exeunt all but Flowerdale, 
Flow. A plague go with you for a karfie Rafcal ; 
This Devon fhire Man I think is made all of Pork, 
His Hands made only for to heave up Packs : 
His Heart as fat and big as his Face, 
As differing far from all brave gallant Minds, 
As I to ferve the Hogs, and drink with Hinds, 
As I am very near now ; well what remedy, 
When Money, Means, and Friends; do grow. fo fmall, 
Then farewel Life, and there’s an end of all. [ Exite 
Enter young Flowerdale’s Father, Luce like a Dutch Fro, 
Civet and his Wife Frances. 
Civ. By my trothGod.a Mercy for this, good Chriftopher, 
I thank thee for my Maid,. like her very well, how doft 
thou like her, Frances 2 
Fran. In good Sadnefs,, Tom, very well, excellent well, 
She {peaks fo prettily, I pray what’s your Name ? 
Luce. My name, forfooth, be called Taxikin. 
wih Ait Fran. By my troth a fine Name: O Tanikin, youvare exe 
Hii cellent for drefling ones Head.a new Fafhion. 
MR Luce. Me fall do every ting about da Head. 
Civ. What Countrywoman is fhe, Keffer 2 
i Fath. A Dutch Woman, Sire 
bs Civ. Why-then: fhe is outlandiths is fhe not ¢ 
Fath. Ay, Sir, the is. 
Fran. Q: then thou-canft tell how to help me toChecks 
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and Ears @ 
i! ie Luce. Yes, Miftrefs, very well. 
} ig Fath, Chéeks and Ears, why, Miftrefs Frances, want yon 
Naa Cheeks and: Ears:? methinks your have'very-fair ones. 


Sane Fran. 
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Fran. Thou art a Fool indeed, Tom, thou knoweft what 
I mean. 

Civ. Ay,.ay, Keffer, ’tis fach as they wear a their Heads, 
I prithee, Kit, have her in, and thew her my Houfe. 

Fath, will, Sit; come Tanikin, 

Fran. O. Tom, you have not buffed me to day, Tom. 

Civ, No Frances, we mutt not kifs afore Folks, 
God fave my Franck. 

Enter Delia and Artichoak. 

See yonder, my Sifter Delia iscome, welcome, good Sifter, 

Fran, Welcome, good Sifter, how do you like the Tire 
of my Head 2 

Del. Very well, Sifter, 

Civ. I am glad you're come, Sifter Delia, to give order 
for Supper, they will be here oon. 

4rt, Ay, but if good luck had not ferv’d, the had 
Not been here now,’ filching Flowerdale had like 
Topepper‘d us, but for Mafter Oliver, we had been robb'd. 

Del, Peace, firrah, no more. 

Fath. Robb’d! by whom 2 

44rt. Marry: by none but by» Flowerdale, he is turn’d 
Thief. 

Civ. By my Faith, but that is not well, but God be prais'd 
For your Efcape, will you draw near, Sifter 2 

Fath. Sitrah, come hither; would Flowerdale, he that was 
my Matter, a robbed you, I prethee tellime true 2 

4rt, Yes -iFaith,' even that) Flowerdale that was thy 
Matter. 

Fath. Hold thee, there is a French Crown, and {peak no 
more of this, 

4rt. NotI, nota word, now do I fmell Knavery: 
In every Purfe Flowerdale takes, he is half : 
And gives me this to. keep Counfel, nota word I. 

Fath, Why God a Mercy. 

Fran, Sifter, look here,’ I havea new Datch Maid, 
And the {peaks fo fine, it would do your Heart good. 

Civ. How do you like her, Sifter 2 

Del. I like your Maid well. 

Civ. Well, dear Sifter, will: you draw near, and give di- 
rections for Supper, Guefts will be here prefently. 

Del. 
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Del.’ Yes; Brother, lead the way, Tl follow you. 
[ Exeunt all but Delia and Luce- 
Hark you; Datch Frow, a word. ’ 
Luce. Vat is:your vill wit me 2 
Del. Sifter Luce, ’tis not your broken: Language, 
Nor this fatne Habit, can difguife your Face 
From I thatknow you; pray tell me, what means this? 
Luce. Sifter, 1 fee you know me, yet be fecret; 
This borrowed Shape that I have:ta’en upon me, 
Is but to keep my: felf a {pace unknown, 
Both from my Father, and my neareft Friends; 
Until I fee how time will bring to pafs, 
The defperate Courfe of Mafter Flowerdale. 
Del. O he is worfe than bad, I prethee leave him, 
And let not once thy Heart to think on him. 
Luce. Donot perfwademe oncetofucha Thought, 
Imagine yet, that he is worfe than nought ; 
Yet one good time may all that Ill undo, 
That all his former Life did run into. 
Therefore, kind Sifter, do not difclofe my Ettate, 
If eer his Heart doth turn, *tis ne’er too late. 
Del. Well, feeing no Counfel canremove yourMind, 
ll not difclofe you, that art wilful blind. 
Luce. Delia, 1 thank you. I now muft pleafe her Eyes, 
My Sifter Frances, neither fair nor wife. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Flowerdale Solus. 
Flow. Omgoes he that knows no end of his Journey, 
I have pafs’d the very utmoft bounds of Shifting, 
I have no Courfe now but to hang my felf ; 
I have liv’d fince Yefterday two a Clock, of a 
Spice-cake I had at a Burial: And for Drink, 
I got it at an Ale-houfe:among Porters, fuch as 
Will bear out a Man, if he have no Mony indeed, 
I mean out of their Gompanies, for they are Men 
Of good Carriages Who comes: here ¢ 
The two Cony-catchers, that wonall myMony of me, 
Y'll try if they'll lend me any. 
Enter Dick and Ralph, 
What Mr. Richard, how do you ? 
How doft thou Ralph ? By Gad, Gentlemen, the world 


Grows bare with me, will you do as much. as lend 
Me 
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Me an Angel between you both, you know you 
Won a hundred of me the other Day. 
Ralph, How, an Angel? Gad damn us if we loft not every 
Penny within an Hour after thou wert gone, 
Flow. I prethee lend me fo much as will pay for my Supper; 
[I'll pay you again, as I am a Getitleman. 
Ralph. UFaith, we have not a farthing, not a mitel; 
I wonder at it, Mr. Flowerdale, 
You will fo carélefly undo your felf ; 
Why you will lofe more’ Mony-in an Hour, 
‘Fhan any honeft Man fpends in a Year ; 
For Shame betake you to fome honeft Trade, 
And live not thus fo like a Vagabond. [ Exeunt, 
Flow, A Wagabond indeed, more Villains you: 
They gave me Counfel that firft cozen’d me; 
Thofe Devils firft brought me to this I am, 
And being thus, the firft that dome wrong. 
Well, yet I have one Friend left in ftore. 
Not far from hence there dwells'a Cockatrice, 
One that I firft put ina Sattin Gown, 
And not a Toorh that dwells within her Head, 
But ftands me at the Jeaft in twenty Pound : 
Her will I vifit now my Coyn is gone, 
And as I take it here dwells the Gentlewoman, 
Whatho, is Miftrefs Apricock within ¢ 
Enter Ruffin. 
Raf. What fawcy Rafeabis that which knocks fo bold? 
O, is it you, old. Spend-thrift 2 are you here @ 
One that is turned Cozener about the Town®: 
My Miftrefs faw you, and fends this Word by me, 
Either be packing quickly from the Door, 
Or you fhall have fuch a-Greeting fent you ftraight, 
As you will little like on, you had beft be gone. — [ Exit, 
Flow. Why fo, this is as it fhould be, being poor, 
Thus art thou ferv’d bya vile painted Whore. 
Well, fince thy damned crew do fo abufe thee, 
Pll try of honeft Men, how they will ufe me. 
Enter an ancient Citizen, 
Sir, I befeech you to take Compaffion of a Man; 
One whofe Fortunes have been better ‘than at this Inftané 
they fecm to be : but if I might crave of you fo much little 
Portion, 
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Portions as» would.-bring- me. to,my,.Friends, 1 would reft 
thankful, uhtil I had requited fo,great.a Courtefie. 

Git. Fies fie, young Man, this Courfe is very bad, 
Too many fuch have we about. this City.; 

Yet for J have not feen you in,this fort, 

Nor noted you to be a common,Beggars, 

Hold, there’s an Angel.to,bear, your Charges 

Down, go to your Friends, do not on,this depend. 

Such bad Beginnings, oft. have worfer Ends. [Exit Cit. 

Flow. Worlenendss nay,,if it fall out 
No worfe than in old Angels I care,not, 

Nay, now I have had fuch a fortunate Beginning; 
Viknot Jet a fixpenny Purfe efcape me * 
By the Mafs here, comes another. 

Enter a-Citizen’s Wife with a Torch before her. 
God blefs you, fair Miftrefs. 
Now would it.pleafe:you, Gentlewoman, to look into .the 
Wants of a poor Gentleman, a, younger Brother, I doubt 
not’ but. God willtreble.reftore, it,,back. again, one that 
never before this time demanded Penny, Half-penny, nor 
Farthing. 

Cit. Wifes Stay, Alexander, now, by my Troth.a very 
proper Man, and ‘tis great Pity.s hold,..my Friend, there’s 
all.the Mony. Ihave about»me, a couple a Shillings, and 
God blefs thee: 

Fléy. Now God thank you, fweet Lady ; if you have 
any Friend, or Garden-houfe, where..you may. imploy a 
poor Gentleman as; your Friend,..I..am yours to.command 
in all fecret Service. ao er 

Git. Wife. 1 thank, you. good Friend, I prithee let, me. fee 
that again I gave.thee, there is.one of-them a brafs Shilling, 
give me them,:and here is half a Crown in Golde 

Ph oshh 9 5) pop caiviny, LHeygeves.st here 

Now outuponthee, Rafcal; fecret Service | .whatdoft thou 
make of me? Ae were,a-good: Deed to haye thee, whipt.: 
Now I have my Moay.agains; Lil fee thee bang’d before L.give 
thee a Penny. .Seeret Service? Gn, .good Alexanders. he 
death eps oti [Exeant Ambo. 

How. This’is. villanqus duck, Lperceive Dithonelty.. .. 
Will fot thrive; here comes more, God. forgive TDCe. secs 


Sis Arbur- and Mt. Olregrs aforegod Til Speak Few. 
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God fave you, Sir Arthur; God fave you, Mr. Oliver. 

Oli, Been you there, zirrah, come will you taken your 
felf to your Tools, Coyftrel 2 

Flow, Nay, Mr. Oliver, Pil not fight with you, 

Alas, Sir, you know it was not my doings, 
It wasonly a Plot to get Sir Lancelot’s Daughter : 
By Gad { never meant you harm, 

Oli, And whore is the Gentlewoman thy Wife, Mezel 2 
Whore is fhe, Zirrah, ha @ 

Flow, By my troth, Mr. Oliver, fick, very fick ; 

And Gad is my Judge, I know not what means to make for 
her, good Gentlewoman. 

Ou. Tell me truc, is the fick 2 tell metrue itch’ vife thee. 

Flow. Yes faith, I téll you true: Mr. Oliver, if you would 
do me the {mall kindnefs, but to Jend me forty Shillings : 
So Gad help me, I will pay you fo foon as my Ability hall 
roake me able, as I am a Gentleman. 

Ol, Well thou zaift thy Wife iszicks hold, there’s vor- 
ty Shillings, give it to thy Wife, look thou giveither, or I 
fhall zo veze thee, thou wert not zo vezed this zeven year, 
look to it. 

“4rth, Vfaith, Mr. Oliver, it is in vain 
Yo give to him that never thinks of her, 

Oli, Well, would che could yvind it. 

Flow. \ tell you true, Sir Arthur, ast am a Gentleman, 

Oli, Well, farewel zirrah : come, Sir Arthur, 

[Exennt Ambo. 


oe 


Flow, By the Lord, this is excellent: 
Five golden Angels compaft in an/Hour, 
If this Trade hold, Ii never feek a new, 
Welcome, fwect Gold, and Beggary adieu. 

Enter Uncle and Father. 

Une. See, Keffer, if you can find the Houfe. 

Flow, Who’s here, my Uncle, and my Man Keffer 2 
By the Mafs"tis they. 

How do you Uncle, how doft thou, Keffer ? 
By my troth, Uncle, you muft needs lend 
Me fome Mony, the poor Gentlewoman 
My Wife, fo Gad help me, is very fick, 
I was rob'd of the hundred Angels 
You gave me, they are gone, 
Vor, VI. U Une. 
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by that, but Iam almoft a Beggar. 
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Unc. Ay, they are gone indeed, come, Keffer, away. 

Flow, Nay, Uncle, do you hear, good Uncle? 

Unc, Out Hypocrite, 1 will-not hear thee fpeak, 
Come, leave him, Keffer, 

Flow. Kefter, honeft Keffer. 

Fath. Sir, I have nought to fay to you, 
Open the Door to my Kin, thou had’ft beft 
Lock’t faft, for there’s a falfe Knave without. 

“Flow, You are an old lying Raftal, 


So you are. | Exennt ambo. 


Enter Luce. 

Luce. Vat is de matter, Vat be you, Yonker? 

Flow. By this light a Dutch Frow, they fay they are-cal- 
led kind, by this Light I'll try her. 

Luce. Vat be you, Yonker, why do you not fpeak 

Flow. By my troth, Sweet Fleart, a poor Gentleman. that 
would defire of you, if it ftand with your liking, the bounty 
of your Parfe. 
Enter young Flowerdale’s Father. 


Luce. O here God, {o young an Armine. 
Flow. Armine, Sweet-heart, f know not what*you «mean 


Luce. Are you not a married Man, vere been your Vife? 
Here is all I have, take dis. 

Flow, What Gold, young, Frow? this is brave, 

Fath. YF he have any Grace, he’ll:iow repent. 

Lyce Why (peak you not, vere be your Vife? 

Fhw. Déad, dead, thes dead, tis the hath undone.me ? 
Spen¢ me all I had, and kept Rafcals under my Nofé to 


brave me. 

Luce. Did you ufe her vell? 28 

Flow, Ulfe her, there’s never-a Gentlewoman in: England 
could be better ufed than I did hers I could ‘bup Goach 
her ; her Diet ftood me in forty pound’a Monthy! bit the 


-is.dead, and in her Grave my Cares are buried. 


Tuce. Indeed dat vas not fcone. 
Fath. He is turn’d more Devil than he was before.: 
Flow. Thou doft belong’to Mafter “Creer here}! doft.thou 


not ¢ i 
Luce. Yes, me do. ; se 
: f Flom. 


& 
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Flow. Why there’s it, there’s not a handful of Plate 
But belongs to me, Gad’s my Judge: 
If I had fuch a Wenchas thou art, 
There’s never a Manin England would make more 
Of hers than I would do, fo fhe had any ftock. 
[ They. call within. 
O why Tanikin, 

Luce. Stay, one doth eall, I Mall come by and by a- 

Pain. 
"Flow. By this Hand, this Dutch Wench is in love with me, 
Wereit.not admirable to make her fteal 
All Civer’s Plate, and run away. 
Fath, T were beaftly. O Matter Flowerdale, 
Have you no fear of God, nor Confcience : 
What do you mean, by this vile courfe you take? 
Flows What.do Imean? why, to live, that I mean. 
Fath. To live.in this fort, fie upon the courfe, 
Your Life doth fhow, you are a very Coward. 

Flow. A Coward, I pray in what? 

Fath, Why you will borrow. Six-pence of a Boy. 

Flow. ’Snails, is there fuch a Cowardice in \that.2. I 
dare borrow.it.of a Man, ay, and of the talleft Man in 
England, if he will lend it me: Let mé borrow it how I 
cany and, let them come/by it how they dare, And it is 
well known, [ might ride out a hundred times if I would, 
fo I might. 

Fath. It was not want.of Will, but Cowardice, 

There is none that lends to you, but know they gain? 

And:what is that. but only ftealth in you? 

Delia wight hang you now, did not her Heart 

Take pity of you for her Sifter’s fake. 

Go get you hence, left ling’ring here you ftay, 

You fall into their Hands you look not for. 

Flow, Vil tarry here, till the Dutch Frow comes; 

If all the Devils in Hell were here. [ Exit Father; 
Enter Sir Lancelot, Jr. Weathercock, and Artichoak. 
Lanc, Where is the Door? are we not paft it, s4rti- 

choak? ‘ 

Art. By: th’ Mafs here’s one, 

I'll ask him : Do you hear, Sir ? 

What, are you fo proud? do ay hear, which is the way 
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To Mr. Giver’s Houle? -what, will you not feak? 

O me, this is filching Flowerdale. 

Lance, © wonderful, is this lewd Villain-here ¢ 

O you cheating Rogue, you Cut-purfe, Cony-catcher, 

What Ditch, you Villain, is my Daughter’s Grave? 

A cozening Rafcal, that muft make a Will, 

‘Fake on him that ftri@ Habit, very that: 

When he fhould turn to Angel, a dying Grace, 

Vil Pather-in-Law you, Sir, Vl make a Will: 

Speak, Villain, where’s my Daughter? 

Poifon’d, I warrant you, or knock’d a the Head: 

And to abufe good. Malter Weathercock, with 

His forg’d Will, and Malter Weathercock, 

To make my grounded Refolution; 

Than to abufe the Dever /bire Gentieman: 

Go, away with him to Prifon. 

Flow. Wherefore.to. Prifon? Sir, L will not go. 
Enter Mafter Civet, his Wife, Oliver, Sir Arthur, young 
Flowerdale’s Bacher, Uncle, and Delia. 
Lanc. Ohere’s his Uncle: 
Welcoine, Gentlemens welcome all: 
Such. Cozener, Gentlemen, a Murderer too 
Foriaby thing I know, my Daughter is miffing, 

Hath been look’d for, cannot be found, a yild upon thee. 
Unc, He is-my,Kip{man, although his Life be vile, 
Therefore, in God’s name, do with him what you will. 

Lane, Marry to Prifon. 
Flow. Whercfore to Prifon, fnick-up ¢ I owe you no- 
thing. 

Lane. Bring forth my, Daughter then, away with him. . 
Flow. Go ieek your. Daughter, what do you lay to my 
harge? 

Tait Sufpicion of Murder, go, away vith him. 
- Flop. Murder your Dogs, [ murder. your Daughter? 

Come, Uncle, I kaow you'll Bail me, 

@nc. Not I, were-there no more, 
Than I the Jaylor, thou the Prifoner. 
Lanc. Go, away with him, 
Enter Luce like a Frow. 
ince. O my Life., where will you ha d: Man ¢ 


Vat ha de Yonker done ¢ 
“Weath. 
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Weath. Woman, he hath kill’'d his Wife. 
Luce. His Wife, dat is not good,’ dat is not feen. 
Lanc. Hang not upon him, Hulwife, if you~do I’Mlay 
you by him. : 
Luce. Have me no, and or way do'you have him, 
He tell me dat hé love mie heartily. * 
Fran. Lead away my, Maid to Prifont why, Tom, will you 
fuffer that 2 
Civ. No, by your leave, Father, fhe is no’Wagrant: 
She is my Wife’s Chamber-maid, and as trite as the 
Skin between any Man’s Brows here. 
Laac. Go to, you’re both Fools: 
Son Civet, of my Life this is a Plot, 

Some ftragling Counterfeit profer’d to you: 

No doubt to rob you of your Plate and Jewels: 

I'll have you led away to Prifon, Trull. 

Luce. Tam no Trull, neither Outlandith Frow, 

Nor he, nor I hall to the Prifon go: 

Knowj you me now? nay, never than amaz’d. 

Father, I knowI have offended you. 

And though that Duty wills me betid my Kaees 

To you in Duty and Obedience; 

Yet this ways do I turn, and to him yield 

My Love, my Duty, and my Humblenefs. 

Lanc. Baftard in Nature, kneel to fuch 4 Shave ? 
Luce. O Matter Flowerdale, if too much Grief 

Have not ftopt up the Organs of your Voice, 

Then fpeak to her that is thy faithful Wife, 

Or.doth Contempt of me thus tie thy Tongue? 

Turn not away, Iam no eZ thiope, 

No wanton Crefid, nor a’ changing Hellen: 

But rather one made wretched by thy Lofs, 

What turn’ft thou fill from me 2? © then 

I guefs thee wofull'f among haplefs Men. 

Flow. Y am indeed, Wife, wonder among Wives! 

Thy Chatftity end Virtue hath infus’d 

Another Soul in me, red with Defame, 

For in my blufhing Cheeks is feen my Shame. 
Lauc, Qut Hypocrite, I charge thee truft him not: 
Luce. Not truft him ?———by the hopes of after Blifs, 

I know no Sorrow can be compar'd to his és 
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Lanc. Well, fince thou wert ordain’d to Beggary, 
Follow thy Fortune, I defie thee. 

Oli.. Ywood che were fo well ydoufftd as was ever white 
Cloth in tocking Mill, an che ha not made me weep. 

’ Fath. If he hath any Grace he’ll now repent. 

rth, It moves my Heart. 

Weath. By my troth I muft weep, T cannot chule. 

Wxc. None but a Beaft would fuch a Maid mifufe. 

Flow. Content thy felf, I hope to win his Pavour, 

And to redeem my Keputation loft : 

And, Gentlemen, believe me, I befeech you, 
I hope your Eyes fhall behold fuch Change, 
As fhall deceive your Expeétation. 

Oli. I would che were fplit now, but che believe him: 

Lanc. How, believe him! ; 

Weath. By the Matkins, I do. 

Lanc. What do you think thot e’er he will have Grace? 

Weath. By my Faith it will go hard. 

Ol. Well, che vor ye he is chang’d ; and, Mr. Flowerdale, 
in hope you been fo, hold there’s vorty pound toward your 
zetting up; what be not afhamed, vang it Man, vang’it, be 
a goo Husband, ‘Joven to your Wife: And you fhall not 
want for vorty more, I che vor thee. 

Arth, My meansare little, but if you'll follow me, 

I will inftru@ you in my ableft Power: 
But to your Wife I give this Diamond, 
And prove true Diamond fair in all your Life. 
Flow. Thanks, good Sir Arthur: Mr. Oliver, 
You being my Enemy, and grown fo kind, 
Binds me in all endeavour to reftore. 
Oli. What, reftore'me no reftorings, Man, 
I have vorty Pound more here, vang it: 
Zouth chil devie Londox elfe: What, do not think me 
A Mezel or a Scoundrel, to throw away my Mony? che 
have an hundred Pound more to pace of any good $po- 
tation: I hope your under and your Uncle will yollow my 
zamplas. % 

Une. You have gueft right of me, if he leave off this 
courfe of Life, he thall be mine Heir. * = 

Lanc. But he fhall never get aGroatof me; 
A Cozener, a Deceiver, one that kill’d his painful. ' 
Father, 
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Father, honeft Gentleman, 
That pafs'd the fearful danger of the Sea, 
To get him living, and maintain him brave. 
Weath, What hath he kill’d his Father, . 
Lanc. Ay, Sir, with conceit of his vile Courfes, +4 
Fath. Sir, you are mifinform’d, o 
Lanc. Why, thou old Knave, thoutold’ft me fo thy felf. 
Fath, I wrong’d him, then : 
And toward my. Mafter’s Stock, nA 
There’s twenty Nobles for to make amends, 
Flow. No, Keffer, I have troubled thee, and wrong’d thee 
What thou in love gives, I in love reftore, [morey 
Fran. Ha, ha, Sifter, there you plaid bo-peep with 
Tom, what fhall I give her toward Houfhold? 
Sifter Delia, thall I give her my Fan? 
Del. You were beft ask your Husbaod, 
Fran. Shall L, Tom? 
Gv. Ay, do, Frank, Vil buy thee anew one, with a long: 
er handle. 
Fran, A ruffet one, Tom. 
Civ. Ay with ruffet Feathers. . 
Fran. Here, Sifter, there’s my Fan toward Houthold; to 
keep you warm. 
Luce. I thank you, Sifter. pn 
Weath. Why this is well, and toward fair Lace’s. Stock, 
here’s forty Shillings : And forty \good. Shillings more, 
Til give her, marry. . Come Sir Lancefor, I mult have you 
Friends. 
Lanc. NotI, all this is Counterfeir,. . 
He will confume it, were it a Million. 
Fath. Sir, what is your Daughter’s Dower worth? 
Lanc. Had fhe been married to an. honeft,Man, 
It had been better than a thoufand Pound, 
Fath, Pay it him, and I'll give you my Bond, 
To, make her Jointure better worth than:three. 
Lanc. Your Bond, Sir! why, what are you? 
Fath, One whofe word in London, tho’ I fay its 
Will pafs there for as much as yours. 
Lanc. Wert not thou late that Unthrift’s Serving-man2 


U4 ; Fath. 
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Fath. Look on.me better, now my Sear is.offt 
i Ne’er mufe Man, at this Metamorphofie, 
PMA val Wt Lanc.: Mafter Flowerdale |! 
WORN Flow. My Father! ©O 1 thame to, look on, him, 
aE Pardon, dear Father, the Follies that, are pat. 
1 Fath. Son, Son, Ido, and joy at this thy. Change, 
Boi ye ‘And applaud thy Fortune in this,virteuous Maid, 
t Whom Heav’n hath fent to thee to fave thy Soul. 
Luce. This addeth Joy to Joy, high Heav’a be-prais'd 
Weath. Mr. Flowerdale, welcome from Death, good Mr. 
. (Flooerdale. 
ee *T was faid fo here, *twas faid fo here good Faith. 
Bei’ 8 Fath. 1 caus’d that Rumour to be {pread my felf, 
ay Becaufe I'd fee the Humours of my Son, 
ay Which to relate the Circumftance is needlefs: 
mae ha And Sirrah, fee.you run no more into that fame Difeale: 
ae For he that’s once cur’d of that Maladys 
aye any Of Riot, Swearing, Drunkennefs, and Pride, 
ae ia And falls again into the like diitrefs, 
ye That Fever is deadly, doth ’till Death endure: 
Such Men die mad, as of a Calenture. 
Flow, Heav’n helping me, I'll hate the courfe ‘as Hell. 
Une. Say it, and do it, Coufin, all is well. 
Lanc. Well, being in hope you'll prove an honeft Man, 
I take you to my favour. Brother Flowerdale, 
Heit Welcome with all my Heart: I fee your Care 
eA yt Hath brought thefe Aéts to this Conclufion, 
Eeah ii, And I am glad of it, come let’s in and feaft. 
a ae Oli. Nay zoft you-a-while, ‘you promis’d to make 
Maan? Sir Arthur and me amends, here is your wifeft 
ph Daughter, fee which an’s fhe’ll have. 
abit Lanc. A God's name, you have my good will, get hers, 
Oli, How fay you then, Damfel. 
Del, I, Sirs am yours. 
Oli, Why, then fend for a Vicar, and chil have it 
Difpatched in a trice, fo chil. 
Del. Pardon me, Sir, IT mean I am yours, 
In Love, in Duty, and Affection. 
But not to love as Wife, thall ne’er be fad, 
i: Delia was buried, married, but a Maid. 
W ju it | ‘Arthe 
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4rth. Do not condémn ‘your felf for ever, 
Virtuous Fair, you were born to love, 
Oli, Why you fay true, Sir Arthur; the was yboreé to it, 
So well as’ her Mother but T pray you fhew us 
Some Zamples or Reafons why you will not marry ? 
Del, Not that I do condemn a matried Life, 
For ’tis no doubt @ fah@imonious thing: 
But for the care and’croffes of a Wife, 
The trouble in this World that Children bring, 
My Vow’s in Heav’n in Earth to live alone, 
Husbands, howfoever good, ‘I will have none. 
Oli. Why then; ‘chil live a Batchelor too, 
Che zet not a vig*by'a Wife, if a Wife zer not 4 vig 
By me: Come, fhall’s go to Dinner? 
Fath. To mottow'l crave your Companies in Mark-lane : 
To Night we'll frolick in Mr. Civet’s Houle, 
And to each Health’ drink down a full’ Caroute, 
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ACT I SCENE I 


Eater Hodge; and two: other Smiths, Servants to 
old Cromwell. 


HODGE, 

@a)OME, Matters, I think it be paft five a 
Z| Clock, is it not time we were at Work? my 

Hii old Mafter he’ll be ftirring anon. 

AL 1 Smith. © cannot tell whether my old Ma- 

fter will be ftitring or no; but I am fure I 

can shardly take my Afternoons Nap, for my 

young Matter Thomas, he keeps fuch a quile in his Study, 


with the Sun, and the Moon, and the feven Stars, that Ido 
verily think he'll read out his Wits. 





Hodge. 
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Hodge. He Skill of the Stars ¢ 
There's Goodman Car of Fulham, 
He that carried usto the ftrong Ale, where Goody Trundel 
Had her Maid got with Child: O, he khows the Stars, 
Helliitickle you Charles's Wain in nine Degrees : 
That fame Man will tell Goody Trundel 
When her Ale fhall mifcarry, only by the Stars. 
2 Smith. Ay, that’s a great Virtue indeed; I think Thomas 
Be no Body in comparifon to him. 
1 Smith, Well, Malters, come, fhall we to our Hammers? 
Hodge. Ay,' content ; firft let’s take our Mornings 
Draught, ‘and then to work roundly. 
2 Smith, Ay, agreed, go in, Hodge. [Exeunt. 
Enter young Cromwell. 
Crem. Good Morrow, Morn, I do falute thy brightnefs, 
The Night feems tedious to my troubled Soul: 
Whofe black Obfcurity binds in my Mind 
A thoufand fundry Cogitations : 
And now Asrora with a lively die, 
Adds Comfort to my Spirit that mounts on high. 
Too high indeed, my ftate being fo mean : 
My Study like a mineral of Gold, 
Makes my Heart proud, wherein my hope’s inroll’d ; 
My Books are all the Wealth I do poffefs, 
‘And unto them L-haye ingag’d my Heart ; 
O; Learning, how divine thou feem’ft to me ! 
Within whofe Arms is all Felicity. 
Peace with your Hammers, leave your knocking there, 
| Here avithin they beat with their Hammers. 
You do difturb my Study and my Reft 5 
Leave off, I fay, you mad)me with the Noife. 
Enter Hodge, and. the two Men 
Hodge. Why, how now, Mafter Thomas, how now ; 
Will you not let us work for you ? 
Crom. You fret my Heart, with making of this Noife, 
Hodge. How, fret your Heart ¢ Ay, but Thomas, youll 
Fret your Fathet’s, Purfe if you let us,from Working. 
2 Smith. Ay, this’tis forhim to make him a Gentleman: 
Shall-we leave work for your mufing 2, that’s. well faith ; 


But there comes my old Mafter now, . 
Enter 
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Enter old Cromwell. 
Old-Crom. You idle Knaves, what are you loytring:‘now? 

No. Hammers walking, and my work to do? 

What not a Heat among your work to day ? 

Hodge. Marry, Sir, your Son Thomas will not let us 
work at all. 
Old Crom. Why Knave I fay, have thus catk’dand car’d, 

And all to keep thee like a Gentleman, 

And doft thou let my Servants at their work; 

That {weat forthee, Knave 2? labour thus for thee? 
Crom. Father, their Hammers do offend my Study. 
Old Grom. Out of my Doors, Knave, if thou lik’ft-it not; 

I cry you Mercy, are your Ears fo fine 2 

I cell thee, Knaye, thefe get when I do fleep ; 

I will‘not have my Anvil ftand for thee. 

Crom. There’s Mony, Father, I will pay your Men. 
| He throws Mony among them. 
Old Crom. Have I thus brought thee up unto my Coft; 

In hope that one Day thou would’ft relieve my Age, 

And art thou now fo lavifh of thy Coin, 

To fcatter it among thefe idle Knaves 2 
Crom, Father be patient, and content your felf, 

The time will come I fhall hold Gold’ as trafh : 

And here I fpeak with a prefaging Soul, 

To build a Palace where now this Cottage ftands, 
As fine as is King Henry’s Houfe at Sheen. (Beggar ; 
Old Crom. You build a Houfe? you Knave, you'll be’a 
Now afore God all is but caft away 
That is beftow’d upon this thriftlefs Lad : 
Well, had I bound him to fome honeft Trade, 
This had not been; but it was his Mother’s doing, 
To fend him to the Univerfity : 
How? build a Houfe where now this Cottage ftands, 
As-fair as that at Sheen 2 he fhall not’ hear me. 
A good Boy Tom, I con thee thank Tom, 
Well faid Tom, Grammarcies Tom : 
Tn to your work, Knaves ; hence faucy Boy. 
[ Exewntall bar young Cromwell, 
Grom, ° Why fhould my Birth keep’ down my mounting 
Are not all Creatures fubje& unto time 2 (Spirit 2 
To time, who doth abufe the World, 


le EO 0 ° 


Te 

it 
y 
© 
w 
Y 
; 
y 
>| 
¥ 
; 
i; 
g 
‘7 
v 
© 
. 
& 


And 


=) 








es 
3068 The Lifeand Death 


And fills ir full of hodge podge Baftardy ; 

There’s Legions now of Beggars on the Earth, 

That their Original did {pring from: Kings ; 

And many Monarchs now, whofe Fathers were 

The riff-raff of their Age } for Time’ and Fortine 

Wears out a noble train to Beggary ; 

And from the Dunghil Minions do advance 

To State ; and mark, in this admiring World 

This is but Courfe, which in the name of Fate 

Is feen as often .as it whirls about: 

The River Thames that by our Door doth pat, 

His firft beginning is but {mall and thallow, ~ F 

Yet keeping on his Courfe grows to a Sea. 

And likewife Wol/éy, the wonder of our Age, 

His Birth as mean as mine, a Butcher’s'Son 5 

Now who within this Land a greater Man ? 

Then, Cromwell, cheer thee up, and tell thy Soul, 

That thou may’ft live to Aourifh and controul. 
Enter old Cromwell. 

Old Crom. Tom Cromwell, what Tom I fay. 

Crom. Do you call, Sir? 

Old Grom, Here'is “Mafter Bow/er come to know if you 
have difpatch'd his Petition for the Lords of the Counfel, 
or no. 

Crom. Father, Whave, ‘pleafe ‘you’ to call hin in. 
Old Crom. That's well faid, Tom,°4 good Lid, Tom. 
Enter Mafter Bowfere 


Bow. Now, Mafter Gromyell, have you difpatch’d this 


Petition 2 
Crom. I have, Sir, here it is, pleafe you perafe it. 


Bow. It fhall not need, we'll read it as'we go by Water 


And, Mafter Cromwell, 1 have made’a Motion 
May do you good, ‘and if you like of it. P 
Our Secretary at. Antwerp, Sit, is dead; 

And the Merchants there have fent to-me, 

For to provide a Man fit for the place ¢ 

Now I do know none fitter than your felf, 

If with your liking it Rand, Matter’ Cromwell. 


Grom. With all my Heart, Sir, ‘and: Iemuch am bound,” 
Old 


In Love and Duty for your Kindnefs “fhown, 
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Old Crom, Bodi-of me, Tom, 
Make hafte, left fome Body 
et between thee and home, Tom. 
I thank you, good Mafter Bow/er, 
I thank you for my Boy, 
I thank you always, Ithank you moft heartily, Sir 
Ho, a Cupof Beer here for Mafter Bower, 
Bow. It thall-not need, Sir: Mafter Cromavell, will you 
£0? 
Crom. I vill attend you; Sir, 
Old Crom. Farewel, Tom, God blefs thee, Tom, 
God {peed thee, good Tom. 
Enter Bagot, a Broker; folus. 
Bag. I hope this day. is fatal unto fome, 
And by their lofs muft Bagot leek to gain. 
This is the Lodging of Matter Friskibal, 
A liberal Merchant, .and 4 Florentine, 
To whom Eanifter owes a thoufand Pound, 
A Merchant Bankrupt, whofe Father was my Matter; 
What do I care for pity or regard, 
He.once. was wealthy, but he now is fall'n, 
And this:Morning have I got him arrefted 
Ac the Suit of Mafter Friskibal, 
And by thismeans thall I be fure of Coin, 
For doing this fame good to him unknown: 
And in good time, fee where the Merchant comes, 
Exter Friskibal. 
Good morrow to kind Mafter Friskibal, 
Frif. Good motrow to your felf, good Mafter Bugot, 
And. what’s the News you are fo early ftirring 2 
It is for Gain, I make no doubt of that. 
Bag. It is for the Love, Sir, that I. bear to you. 
When did you fee your Debtor Baniffer ? 
Frif: T promife you, I have not feen the Man 
This two Months day, his Poverty is fuch, 
As I do think he thames to fee his Friends. 
Bag. Why thenaffure your {elf to fee him ftraighe, 
For at.your-Sait L-have-arrefted him, 
And here they willbe with-him prefently, 
Frif? Acrelt him at my Suit 2 you were to blame, 
know the Man’s misfortunes to be fuch, 
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As he’s not able for.to pay the Debts 

And were it known to.fome, he were undone. 
Bag. This is your pitiful,Ficareto think. it fo, 

But you are much deceiv’d in Banifter:s 

Why, fuch as he. will. break for. Pafhion fake, 

And unto thofe they owe,a,thoufand Pound, 

Pay fcarce a hundred. OQ; Sity beware of him 

The Man is lewdly given. to Dice and Drabs, 

Spends all he hath in Harlots companies, 

It is no mercy for.to pity him 

1 {peak the.truth-of him, for nothing elfe, 

But for the kindnefs that I bear to. you. 

Frif. Ef it be fo, he hath deceiv’d. me much, 

And to deal ftri@tly.with.fuch a one as he, 
B.trer fevere than too much lenity : 
But here is Mafter Banifter himfelf, 
And with him, as I take’t, the Officers. 
Enter Banihters his, Wife, and 1we-Offiets. 

Ban. O Matter Friskibal, you have undone me: 
My ftate was well nigh overthrown before; 

Now altogether down-caft. by your means. ' 

Urs. Ban. Oy Mrs Friskibal, pity my Husbind’s, cafes 
He is a Man hath liv’d as wellasiany, 

’Till envious Fortune; and, the ravenous Sea 
Did rob, difrobe, and fpoik- us of ourown. J 

Frift Miftrefs Banifter, 1 envy not your Husbands 

Nor willingly would Ehave us’d. him thus: 

But that I hear he is fo lewdly. given, 

Haunts. wicked Companys\.and: hath, enough 

To pay his Debts, yet ,will.not be known thereof. 

B.uz. This is that:damned:Broker, that fam: Bagor, 
Whom I have often from my. Trencher-fed:: 
Ingrateful Villain-for to ufe me thus. 

Baz. What L have-faid to him is pought-bat Truth, 

Airs.Ban.W hat thou haft.faid{prings from anenvious Heart, 
A Cannibal that doth eat Men alive: 

But here upon.amy. Knee believe me,, Sir, 

And what I fpeak, fo;help me:Gady isetrtie; teed 
We fearce have Meat to feed: our JittlesBabens 

Mof of our Plate is in-that Broker's dlandy 


Which 
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Which had we Mony to defray our Debts, 
O think, we: would not bide that Penury : 
Be merciful, kind Mafter Friskibal, 
My Husband, Children; and my felf will eat 
But one Mala day, the other will wekeep and felh 
Frif’ Goto, Lee thou art an envious Man, 
Good Mitftregs Banifter, kneel not to me; 
I pray rife up, you fhall have your defire, 
Hold Officers; be gone, there's for your pains, 
You know you owe to mea thouland Pound, 
Here take my Hand,’ if eet God make you able, 
And place you in your former ftate again, 
Pay me: but if fill your Fortune frown, 
Upon my Faith 171) never ask you Crown ; 
I never yet did wrong to Men in thrall, 
For God doth know what to my felf may ‘fall, 
_ Ban. This unexpe@ed Favour undeferv’d, 
Doth make my Heart bleed inwardly with joy : 
Ne’er may ought profper with me is my own, 
If I forget this kindnefs. you have fhown. 
Mrs. Ban, My Children in their Prayersboth night and day; 
For your good Fortune and Succefs. fhall pray. . 
Frif? 1 thatk you both; I pray go dine with me, 
Within thefe three Days, if God give me leave, 
I will to Floresce to my native home, 
Hold, Bagot, there’s a Portague,to drink, 
Although you ill deferv’d it by your merit; 
Give not fuch cruel {cope unto your Heart; 
Be fure the ill you do will be requited : 
Remember what I fay, Bagot, farewel, 
Come, Matter Banifter, you fhall with me; 
My Fare’s but fimple, but welcome heartily, 
[ Exeunt all but Bagot. 
Bag. A Plague gowith you, would you had eat your aft, 
Is this the thanks I have for all my pains? 
Confufion light upon you all for me: 
Where he had wont to give a fcore of Crowrs, 
Doth he now foift me with a Portague? 
Well, Iwill be reveng’d upon this Baviffer, 
I'll to his Creditors, buy all the Debts he owes, 
As feeming tha; I do it for good will, 
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I am fure to have them at an eafie rate 5 
And when ’tis done, in Chriftendom he ftays net, 
ButTl meke his Heart Pake with forrow, 
Aod if that Banifer become my Debtor, 
B, Heaven and Earth I'l make his Plague the greater. 
| Exit Bagot. 
Enter Chorus. 
Cho. Now, Gentlemen, imagine 
7 bat Young Cromwell is ia Antwerp, 
Ledger for the Englith Merchants : 
And Banifter; to foun this Bagot’s hate, 
Hearing that he hath got fome of his Debts, 
1) fled ro Antwerp, rit his Wife and Childrén, 
Which Bagot hearing, is gone after them? 
And thither fends his Bills of Debt before, 
To be reveng’d on wretched Banifter : 
What doth fal ont, with Patience fit and {ees 
A juft Requitat of falfe Treachery. Exit. 
Ener Cromwell inthis Study, with Bags of Adony before 
hina, cafting of Account. 
Crom. Thiié far my reckoning doth go ftraight and ev’n, 
Bur, Cromwell, this fame plodding fits not thee; 
Thy Mind is altogether fet, on Travel, 
And not to live thus -cloyfter’d, like a Nun: 
It is pot this fame trafh, that 1 regard, 
Experience is the Jewel of my Heart. 
Enter a Pott. 
Poft, I pray, Sir, are you ready to difpatch me? 
Crom. Yes, here’s thofe Sums of Mony you muft carry. 
You eof far as “Frankford, do you note 
Poff. I doy: Sir. 
Grom. Well; prethee make all the hafte thou canft, 
For there be certain Englify Gentlemen 
Are bound for Vezice, and may happily want, 
And if that you fhould Jinger by the way: 
But in hope that you will make good {peed, 
There's two Angels to buy you Spurs and Wands. 
Pot, 1 thank yous Sirs this will, add. wings indeed. 
Crom. Gold is of pow’ to make an Eagles fpeed. 
Enter Miftre{s Banilter. 
What Geptlewoman is this, that grieves fo much? ‘ 
t 
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Te feems fhe doth-addre& her felfto me. 
Mrs. Ban, God fave you, Sir, pray is your Name Mefter 
Cromwell ? 
Crom. My Name is Thomas Cromwell, Gentlewoman, 
‘Mrs. Ban, Know you not one Bagot, Sir; that’s come .fo 
Antwerp ? { 
Crom. No, truft.me, I never faw the Man, 
But‘here are Bills of Debt I have received 
Againft.one Baxi/ter, aMerchant, fall’n into decay. 
Mrs, Bam Into decay indeed, long. of that Wretchs 
T am the Wife to wofui Banifter, 
And by that bloody Villain.am purfu’d, 
From Loudon, here to Antwerp 
My Husband he is in’ the Governor's Hands, 
And God. of Heav’a knows how heildeal with him; 
Now, Sir, your Heart is fram’d. of milder Temper, 
Be merciful to a diftreffed Soul, 
And God no doubt willtreble blef your Gain, 
Crom. Good Miktrefs. Baniffer; what Lean, I will, 
Tn any thing that lies within my pow’r. 
Mrs. Ban. © {peak to Bagot, that fame.wicked. Wretch, 
An Angel’s Voice may move a damned. Devil. 
Grom; Why is he come.to Aiutrwerp, as you hear ? 
Atrs. Bam VU heard-he tanded fometwo, Hours fince. 
Crom. Well, Miftrefs Bunifter, alure.-your {clf, 
V'll {pcak to Bagor ih your own behalf, 
And win him vall the pity that I can: 
Mean time, to comfort you,,in your diftreft, 
Receive thefe Angels to relieve your need, 
And be affar’d, that what I éan elfeQ,; 
To do you good, no way I will negle@. 
Mrs, Ban. That mighty God thatknows each Mortal’s Heart, 
Keep you from trouble, forrow, grief and {mart. 
LExit Adiftref; Banifter 
Crom. Thanks, courteous Woman, for.thy hearty Pray’p: 
It grieves my Soul to fee-her mifery, 
But we that live under the Work of Fate, 
May hope th: belt, yet know. not to.what {tate 
Our Stars and Deftinies have us aflign’d, 
Fickleis Fortune, and her Face is blind, [ Exit, 
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Eater Bagot Solus. 
Bag. $o, all gots well, it is as I would have ‘it, 
Banifter, he is with the Governor : 
And fhortly fhall have Gyves upon his Heels, 
It glads my Heart to think upon the Slave; 
I hope to have his Body rot in Prifon, 
And after here, his Wife to hang vher felf, 
And all his, Children:die for-want of Food. 
The Jewels I have brought to datwerp 
Are reckon’d to be- worth five thoufand Pound, 
Which fearcely ftood me in three hundred Pound; 
I bought them atian eafie kind of rate, 
I care not -which way they came by! them 
That fold them me, it comes not near my Heart; 
And left they fhould be ftoln, as fure they are, 
I thought it meet to fell them here in Antwerp, 
Ard fo have left them in the Governor’s Hand, 
Who offers me within two hundred Pound 
Of all my Price: but now no more of that, 
I mutt go fee and if my Bills be fafe, 
The which I fent'to Mafter Cromwell, 
That if the Wind fhould keep me on the Sea, 
He might arreft him-here before I came: 
And ingoad time, fee where he is: God faye you, Sir, 
Enter Cromwell. 
Crom. And you; pray pardon me, Iknow-you not, 
Bag. It may be fo, Sir, buc my Name is Bagot, 
The Man that fent.to you the Bills of Debt. 
Crom. O, the Man that purlues Baniffer, 
Here arethe Bills of: Debt you fent to me: 
As forthe Man, you know beft where he-is; 
It is reported. you’ve a Flinty Heart, 
A Mind that will not ftoop to any Pity; 
An Eye that knows not how to fhed a Tear, 
A Hand that’s always open for Reward: 
Bat, Mafter Bagot, would you be rul'd by me, 
You fhould turn all thefe to the Contrary ; 
Your Heart fhould ftill have feeling of remorfe, 
Your Mind, according to your State, be liberal 
To thofe that ftand in need, and: in diftrefs; 
Your Hand to help them that do ftand in want, 
Rathes than with your Poife to hold them down, For 
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For every ill turn fhow your felf more kind, 

Thus thould I dos:pardon, I {peak my Mind. 
Bag. I, Sir, you {peak to-hear what I would fay, 

But you mutt live, I-know; as wellas I : 

I know this Place to be Extortion, 

And ’tis not for a Manto keep fafe here, 

But he muft lye, cog, with his dearéft Friend; 

And as for Pity, {corn it, hate all Confeience: 

But yet I do commend your Wit inthis, 

To make a fhow of what I hope you are not, 

But I commend you, and it is well done: 

This is the only way'to bring your Gain. 

Crom. My Gain? Uhad rather chain me toan Oar, 
And like a Slave, there toil out all ny Life, 

Before I’d live fo bafe a Slave as thou. 

I, like an Hypocrite, to make a fhow 

Of fe:ming Virtue, and a Devil within? 
No Bagot, if thy Confcience ‘were as ‘clear, 
Poor Banifter ne’er had been’ troubled ‘here. 

Bag. Nay, good Mafter Cromyell, bei not angry; Sir, 
I know full well that youare no fuch Man, 

But if your Confcience were as whiteas Snow, 
Tt will be thought that you are otherwife, 

Crom. Will it bethought that I dm otherwife? 
Let them that think {4}, know they are deceiv’d; 
Shall Cromwell live to have his Faith mifconfterd? 
Antrwerp,, for all the Wealth within thy Town, 

I will not tarry here full two Hours longer: 

As good luck ferves, my Accounts are all'made even, 
Therefore I'll ftraight-unto'the Treafurer : 

Bagot, 1 know you'll to the Governor, 

Commend me to him, fay I am bound to Travel, 
To fee the fruitful Parts of Italy; 

And as you ever bore a Chriftian Mind, 

Let Banifter fome Favour of you find. 

Bag. For your fake, Sir; I'll help:him all I can, 

To ftarve his Heartout'e’er he gets 2 Groat; 

So, Matter Cromwell, do T tke my leave, 

Kor [ muft ftraight uato the Governor. [Exit Bagot. 
Crom. Farewel, Sir» pray you remember. what I faid, 

No, Cromyell, no, thy Heart: was ne’er fo bafe, 
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'Po'live by Falfhood, or by Brokery; 

Bie’t falls out well, [little st repent, 

Hereafter, tithe in Travel fhall be ipent. 
Enter Hodge, his Father's Aan 

Hodge. Your Son Thomas, quoth you, I have been Tho. 
maj; {had thought it had been no fuch matter to’a gone by 
Water; for at Pwivey Til go you to Pari/>-Garden for two 
Pence, fit as ftillas may be, withoutany wagging or joulting 
in my Guts, ina little Boat too: Here we were {caree four 
Miles in the great green Water, but I thinking to goto my 
Afternoon’s Lunehities, as "twas my manner at homie; but l 
felta kind of rifing'inmy Guts: Atdaft, one ‘of the Sailors 
{pying cf me, bea good cheer, fays he, fet down thy Vietu- 
a's, and up with it, thou haft nothing but an°Eehan thy 
Belly: Well, to’t went I, to my Vidtuals ‘went the Sailors, 
aid thinking-me to’be-a Man of better Experience than any 
in the Ship, ask’d’ me what Wood .the Ship was made ‘of. ; 
They all {wore I told them as right as if I had been acquaint. 
ed with the Carpenter that made it: At laft we grew near 
Land, and I grew villanous hungry; went tomy Bag, the 
Devil a bit there was, the Sailors had tickled:me ; yet J cannot 
blame them, ‘it’ was-a part of kindnefs, ‘for'l in kindnefs told 
them what Wood the’ Ship was miade of, and they in‘kind- 
nefs eat up-my Vidiuals, as indeed one good turn) asketh 
another: Well, would I, could I, find my Mafter Thomas 
in this Datch Towns’ he might put fome Exglifh Beer into 
my Belly. 

Crom. What, Hodge, my Father’s Man, by my Hand weleome; 
How doth my Father? ‘what’s the News at home? 

Hodge. Mialter Thomas, O God, Mafter Thomas, your 
Hand, Glove afid all, this is to’ give you to undérftanding, 
that your Father isn Healih, and Alice Downing here: hath 
fent you a Nutmeg, and Be/s Adake-watera Race of Ginger, 
my Fellows Wl. and Tom hath between them fent you a do- 
zen of Points, and Goodman Toll; of the Goat, a pair’ of 
Mittons, my felf came in Perfon, and this-is all the News. 

Grom. Gramercy good Hodge, and thou'art welcométo me, 
But in as il] a time thou comeft.as may be; 

For I am travelling tnto /ralys 
What fey’R thou, /7odge, wilt thou bear me company? 
rs Hodges 
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Hodge. Will I bear thee company, Tom ? what tell’it me of 
Italy? were it to the fartheft part of Flanders, 1 would go 
with thee, Tom; I,am. thine in all weal and woe, thy own 
to command; what, Zem, I have pafsid the rigorous Waves 
of Weptane’s blafts, [tell you, Thomas, I have been in danger 
of the Floods, and when I have feen. Boreas begin to play the 
Rufio with, us, then would I down.a.my Knees, and call 
upon Vulcan. 

Crom. And. why upon him? 

Hodge. Becaufe,|.as this fame Fellow, Neptuxe is God of 
the Seas, fo Vulcanis Lord over the Smiths, and therefore I 
being aSmith, thought his Godhead would have fome care 
yet of me. 

Crom, A-good Conceit.: but tell me, haft thou din’d yet? 

Hodge, Thomas, to {peak the truth, not a bit yer, I. 

Crom. Come, go'with me, thou fhalt have cheer good ftore : 
And} farewel, dunwerp, if I come no.more, 

Hodge. I follow thee, {weet Tam, I follow thee. 

[Exeunt ambo. 
Enter the Governor of the Englith Hou/é, Bagot, 
Banifter, bis Wife, and two. Officers. 

Gov. Is Cromwell gone then? fay you, Mr. Bagot, 
What diflike, I pray.? what was,the cgule 2 

Bag. To tell you true, awild Brain of his. owr, 
Such Youth as they cannot fee when they are well; 
He is,all bent. to Travel, that’s his reafon, 
And doth not love to eat his Bread at home. 

Gov, Well, good Fortune with him, if the Man be gone. 
We hardly fall. find fuch a Man as he, 

To fit our turns, his Dealings were fo honeft. 
But now, Sir, for your Jewels that I have, 
What do you fay? what, will you take my Price? 

Bag, O, Sir, you offer too much under foot. 

Gov, ’Tis but two hundred Pound betweenus, Man, 
What's that in Payment of five thoufand Pound? 

Bags Two hundred Pound, birlady, Sir, °tis great, 
Before.I got fo much it made me fwear. 

Gov. Well, Matter Bagot, Vil proffer you fairly, 

You fee this Merchant,’ Mafter Banifer, 
Is going now to, Prifon at your Suit: 
Fis Subftance all is gone, what would you have? 
Yet 
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Yet in regard I knew the Man of Wealth, 
Never difhoneft Dealing, but {uch Mifhaps 
Hath fall’n on him, ‘may light on me or you : 
There is two hundred Pound between us, 
We will divide the fame, I’ll give you one, 
On that condition you will fet him free : 
His ftate is nothing, that you fee your felf, 
And where nought is, the King muft lofe his Right, 

Bag. Sir, Sir, you fpeak out of your Love, 
*Tis foolifh Love, Sir, fure to pity him: 
Therefore content your felf, this is my Mind, 
To do him good J will not bate a Penny. 

Ban. This is my Comfort, though thou doft no good, 
A mighty Ebb follows a mighty Flood. 

Mrs. Ban. O thou bafe Wretch, whom we have fofter’d, 
Even as aSerpent for to poifon us, 
If God did ever right a Woman’s wrong, 
To that fame God I bend and bow my Heart, 
To let his heavy wrath fall on thy Head, 
By whom my. hopes and joys are.butchered. 

Bag. Alas! fond Woman, I prethee pray thy worft. 
The Fox fares better ftill when he is curft. 

Enter Mafter Bowfer a Aterchant. 

Gov. Matter Bowfer § you're welcome, Sir, from England, 
What’s the beft News? how do all our Friends? 

Bow. They are all well, and do commend them.to you 
There’s Letters from your Brother and your Son: 
So, fare you well, Sir, I muft take my leave, 
My Hafte and Bufinefs doth require fo. 

Gov. Before you. dine, Sir? what, go you out of Town? 

Bow. Wfaith unlefs [hear fome News in Town, 
J muft away, there isno remedy. 

Gov. Matter Bowfer, what is your Bufinefs, may [know it? 

Bow. You may,’ Sir, and fo fhall all the City. 
The King of late hath had his Treafury. robb’d, 
And of the choiceft Jewels that he had . 
The value of them was feven thoufand: Pounds, 
The Bellow that did 'fteal thefe Jewels is hang’d, 
And did confefs that for:three hundred Pound, 
He fold ‘them to one Bagot dwelling in Londons 
Now Bagor’s fled, and as we hear, to -dutwerp, ; 
Ang 
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And hither am IT come to feck him out, 
And they that firft.can'tell me of his News, 
Shall have a hundred Pound for their Reward. 
Ban. How juft is God to right the Innocent ! 
Gov. Mafter Bower, you come in happy time, 
Here is the Villain Bagot that you feck, 
And all thofe Jewels have I in my Hands: 
Officers, look to him, hold him faft. 
Bag. The Devil ought me a thame, and now he hath paid 
it. 
Bow. Is this that Bagor? Fellows, bear him hence) 
We will not now ftand for his Reply; 
Lade him with Irons, we will have him try d 
In England, where his Villanies are known. 
Bag. Mifchief, confufion light upon you all, 
O hang me, drown me, let me kill my felf, 
Let go my Arms, let me run quick to Hell; 
Bow. Aways bear him away, ftop the Slave’s Mouth, 
| They, carry hins away. 
rs. Bax. Thy Works are infinite, great God of Heav'n, 
Gow. I heard this Bagor was a wealthy Fellow. 
Bow. He was indeed, for when his\Goods were feiz’d, 
Of Jewels, Coin, and -Plate within his Houfe, 
Was found the value of five thoufand Pound, 
His Furniture fully worth half fo much, 
Which being all ftrain’d for the King, 
He frankly gave it to the Antwerp Merchants, 
And they again, out of their bounteous Mind, 
Have to a Brother of their Company, 
A. Man decay’d by Fortune of the Seas, 
Given Bagot’s Wealth, to fet him up again, 
And keep it for him, his Name is Banifter. 
Gove Mafter Bow/er, with this happy News, 
You have reviv'd two fromthe Gates of Death, 
This is that Baniffer, and this his Wife. 
Bow. Sir,-T am glad my Fortune is fo good, 
To bring fuch tidings as may comfort you. 
Ban. You have giv’n Life unto'a Man deem’d dead, 
For by thefe News my Life is newly bred. 
44rs. Ban, Thanks to my God, ‘next to my Soveraign 
King ; 
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And laft to youythat thefe good News-do bring. 

Gov. The hundred Pound I muft receive, as due 
For finding Bagor, I freely give to you. 

Bow. And, Mafter Banifter, if fo you pleafe, 

Pil bear you Company, when you crofs tlie Seas. 

Ban. Vf it pleafe you, Sir, my Company is but mean) 
Stands with your hking, I'll wait on you. 

Gov. I am glad that all things do accord fo well: 
Come, Matter Bow/ér, Iet us to Dinner: 

And, Miftrefs Baniffer, be metry, Woman, 
Come, after Sorrow now let’s cheer your Spirit, 
Knaves have their due, and you but what you Merit. 
[ Exeunt omnes, 
Enter Cromwell and Hodge in their Shirts, and without 
Hints. 

Hodge. Call ye this feeing of Fafhions? 
Marry would had ftaid at Putney ftill, 

O, Mafter Thomas, we are {poil’'d, we are gone. 

Crom. Content thee, Man, this is but Fortune. 

Hodge. Fortune, a Plague of this Fortune, it makes-me go 
wet-fhod, the Rogues would not leave me a Shooe to my 
Feet; for my Hofe, they fcorn’d them with their'Heels; 
but for my Doublet and Hat, O Lord, they embrac’d ine, 
and unlac’d me, and took away my Cloaths, and fo difgrac'd 
mic. 

Crom. Well, Hodge, what Remedy ? 
What fhift fhall we make’ now ? 

Hodge. Nay I'know ‘not, for begging I am naught, for 
ftealing worfe; by my troth, I muft’even fall to my old 
Trade, to the Hammer and the Horfe-heels again; but now 
the worft'is, I am not acquainted with the -humour of the 
Horfts in this Country; whether they are not coltith, given 
much to kicking, or no, for when I have one Leg in my 
Hand, if hefhould up and fay t’other’on me Chops, f were 
gone, there lay Y, there lay Hodge. 

Crom. Hodge, believe thou muft work for us both, 

Hodge. O, Mafter Thomas, have not I told you ‘of this? 
have not IL many @ time and often faid, Tom, or Mafter 
Thomas, learn to make a Horfe-fhooe, it will be your?own 
another Day; this was not regarded. »Haik you, Thomas, 
what do you call the Fellows that robb’d us? 

Cron 
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Crom. The Bandetti. 

Hodge. The Bandetti, do you call them? I know not what 
they are ¢all’d here, but I am, fure we. call them plain 
Thieves in Exgland...O, Tom, that we.were now at Put- 
ney, at the Ale there. 

Crom. Content thee, Man, here fet up thefe two Bills, 
And let us keep our ftanding on the Bridge: 

The Fafhion of this Country is fuch, 

If any Stranger be opprefled with want, 
To write the manner of his Mifery, 

And fuch as are difpos’d to fuccour him, 
Will do it. What, haft thou fet them up? 

Hodge. Ay they’re up, God fend fome to read them, 
And not only to read them, but alfé to look on us: 
And not altogether look on us, 

But to relieve us, O cold, cold, cold, 
[One ftands at one end, and one att other. 
Enter Friskibal. the AdZerchant, and reads the Bills. 
Frif. What's here?, two Englifbmensobb’d by the Ban+ 
detti; 
One, of them feems fo be a Gentleman: 
"Tis: pity that his! Fortune was fo hard, 
To fall into the defperate Hands of Thieves. 
V'll queftion him, of what Eftate he is, 
God fave you, Sir, are you an Englifbman? 

Crom. I am, Sir, a,diftrefled Exglifhman, 

Frif, And what are you, my Friend. 

Hodge. Who, 1 Sir, by my troth I.do not know my felf, 
what I.am now, but, Sir, I was a Smith,, Sir, a poor Far- 
riet of Putney, that’s my Mafter, Sir, yonder, I was robb'd 
for his fake, Sir. 

Frif. I fee you have been met by the Bandetti, 

And therefore need not ask how. you came thus, 

But Friskibal, why doft theu queftion them 

OF their Eftare, and, not relieve. their,need2 

Sir, the Coin I have about me is not much: 

‘There’s fixteen Duckets for to cloath. your felves, 

There’s fixteen more to buy your Diet with, 

And there’s fixteen' to pay for your Horfe-hire. 

*Tisyall the Wealth, you fee, my Purfe poffefles; 

But if you pleafe for to enquire me out, 

You fhall not want for ought that I can do, My 
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My Name is Friskibal, a Florence Merchants 
A Man that always lov’d your Nation. 

Crom. This unexpected favour at your Hands, 
Which God doth know, if ever I fhall requite ir, 
Neceffity makes me to take your Bouhty, 

And for your Gold:can yield younought but thanks: 
Your Charity hath help’d me from defpair ; 
Your Name hall {till/be in. my hearty Prayer: 

Frif. Ic is not worth fuch thanks, come to my Houfe, 
Your want fhall better be reliev’d: thamthus. 

Crom. I pray excufe mes this fhall well fuffice, 

To bear my charges to Bonoxia, 

Whereas a noble Earl is much diftrefs'd : 

An Englifhman, Ruffel the Earl of Bedford 

Ts by the French King fold unto his Death, 

It may fall our, that I may do him good: 

To fave his Life, I’l! hazard my Heart Blood: 
Therefore, kind Sir, Thanks for your liberal Gifts 
I muft be gone to aid him, there’s no fhift. 

Frif. Vil be no hinderer to {o good an AG, 

Heav’n profper you, in that you go about: 

Tf Fortune bring you this way back again, 

Pray let me fee you; fo I take my leave, 

All good a Man can with, I do-bequeath..  [ExirFriskibs 

Crom. All good that God doth fend, light on your Head, 
There’s few fuch Men within our. Climate bred. 

How fay you now, Hodge, is not this good Fortune? 

Hodge. How fay you, I'll tell you what, Mafter Thomas, 
. If all Mea be of this Gentleman’s Mind, 

Let's keep our ftandings upon this. Bridge, 
We fhall get more here, with begging in one Day; 
Than I fhall with making Horfethooes in a whole. Year. 

Grom. No, Hodge, we muft be gone unto Boxoniay 
There to relieve the noble Earl of Bedford + 
Where if I fall not in my Policy, 

I fhall deceive their fubtle Treachery. 

Hodge, Nay, U'll follow you, God blefs us from the thie 

ving Bandetti again. [Exennt 
Enter Bedford and his Hoff. 

Bed. Am 1 betray’d? was Bedford born to die 

By fuch bafe Slaves, in fuch a Place as this? 


Have 
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Have I efcap’d fo many, times in. France, 
So many Battels have I over-pafs’d, 
And made the French ftir, when they beard my Name : 
And am I now betray’d unto my Death? 
Some of their Hearts Blood firft fhall pay for it. 
Hoft.. They do defite, my Lord, to {peak with you. 
Bed. The Traitors do defire to have my Blood, 
But by my Birth, my Honour, and my Name; 
By all my Hopes, my. Life thall coft them dear. 
Open the Door, I’ll:-venture out upon them, 
And if I muft die, then Pl.die with Honour. i, 
Hof, Alas, my Lord, that.is a defperate Courfe, H 
They have begirt you, round about the Houfe: ‘| 
Their meaning is to:take you Prifoner, 
And fo to fend your Body unto France. 
Bed. Firft fhall the Ocean be as dry as Sand, 
Before alive they fend me unto France: 
I'll have my Body firft bor’d like a Sieve, 
And die as Heétor, ’gainft the Atermydons, 
E’er France fhall boaft, Bedford's their Prifoner, 
Treacherous France, that *gainft the Law of Arms, 
Hath here betray’d. thy Enemy to Death: 
But be affur'd, my Blood fhall be reveng’d 
Upon the: beft Lives that remain in France. 
Stand'back, or elfe.thou run’ft upon thy Death, 
Enter Servant. 
Ser. Pardon, my Lord, I come to tell your Honour, 
That-they thave’hired:a Neapolitan, 
Who by his Oratory hath promis’d them, 
Without the thedding of one drop of Blood, 
Into their. Hands fafe to deliver you, 
And therefore craves none but himfelf may enter, 
And a poorSwain that attends on him. [Exit Servant, 
Bed. A Neapolitan? bid him come in, 
Were he as cunning in his Eloquence, 
As Cicero the famous Man of Rome, 
His words would -beas Chaff againft the Wind. 
Sweet tongu’d Uses, that made -djax mad, 
Were he and his ‘Tongue in-this Speaker’s Head, 
Alive he wins me-not;.then *tis no-Conquett. 
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Enter Cromwell like a Neopolitan, and Hodge with him: 

Crom. Sit, are you the Mafter of the Houfe? 

Hoff, T am, Sir. 

Crom. By this fame Token you muft leave this Place, 

ii And leave none but the Earl and I together, 
And this my Peafant hereto tend on us. 
7 Hoff. With all my Heart, God grant you’ do fome good. 
r [ Exit Hoft. Cromwell shuts the Door. 
Bed. Now, Sir, what’s your Will with me? 
a Crom. Intends your Honour not to yield your felf? 
sufbe Bed, No, good-man Goofe, not while my Sword doth latt; 
| Is this your Eloquence for to perfwade me? 

Crom. My Lord, my Eloquence is for to fave you; 
Tam not, as you judge, a Weopolitan, 

1 aaa But Cromwell your Servant, and an Englifhman. 
whats Bed. How? Cromiyell? not my Farrter’s Son? 

Crom. The fame, Sir, and am come to fuccour you. 

Hodge. Yes Faith, Sir, and I am Hodge, your poor Smith; 
Many a time and oft have I fhooed your Dapper Gray, 

Bed. And what avails it me, that thou art here? 

Grom, It may avail, if you'll be rul’d by me; 

My Lord, you know the Men of AZantua, 

And thefe Boxonians, are at deadly ftrife, 

a And they, my Lord, both love and honour you ; 
He Could you but get out of the AZantua Port, 

Pa 48 _ Then were you fafe, defpight of all their Force. 

ae aae a Bed. Tut, Man, thou talk’ft of things impoffible; 
Dae nici: 4 Doft thou not fee, that we are round befet, 

a How then is’t poffible we fhould efcape? 

4 Crom. By Force we cannot, but by Policy: 

Bie Put on the Apparel here that Hodge doth wear, 

And give him yours; the States they know you not, 
For, as I think, they never faw your Face, 
And at a Watch-word muft I ca! them in, 
And will defire, that we two fafe may pafs 
To Mantua, where Vllfay my Bufinefs lyes ; 
How doth your Honour like of this advice? 

Bed. O, wondrous good: But wilt thou venture, Hodge? 
Hod. Will 12 O noble Lord, I doaccord, in any thing I can; 
Rani 4 And do agree, to fet thee free, do Fortune what fhe can. 
wig Bed. Come then, let’s change our Apparel ftreight. 
ia Nh ia Crome 
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Crom. Go, . Hodge, make hafte, left they chance to call. 
Hodge. 1 warrant, yousT'll ft him with a Sute. 
[Exennt Earl and Hodge. 
Crom, Heavens grant this Policy doth take Succefs, 
And that the Ear] may fafely {cape-away. 
And yet it grieves me for this fimple Wretch, 
For fear they fhould offer him violence ; 
But of two Byils tis beft to fhun the greatelt, 
And better is ic that he live in thrall, 
Than fuch a noble Earl as He fhould fall, 
Their ftubborn Hearts, it may be will relent ; 
Since he is gone, to whom their hate is bent. 
My Lord, have you difpatch’d 2 
Enter Bedford like the Clawn, and Hodge in his Cloak. 
Aud bis Hat, 
Bed. How doft thou like us, Cromwell, is it well 2 


Crom. O, my good Lord, excellent, Hodge, how doit 
feel thy [elf 2 


Hodge. How do I feel my felf 2 why, as a Noble Man 
fhould do. 
© how I feel Honour come creeping on, 
My Nobility is wonderful Melancholy : 
Is it not moft. Gentleman-like to be Melancholy 2 


Crom, Yes, Hodge; now go fit down in thy Study, 
And take State upon thee. 


Hodge. I warrant you, my Lord, let me alone to. take 
State upon me: but hark, my. Lord, do you. feel nothing 
bite about you 2 


Bed. No, truft me, Hodge, 


Hodge, Ay; they know they want their old Pafture ; ’tis 
a ftrange thing of this Vermin, they dare not meddle with 
Nobility. 


Crom. Go take thy place, Hodge, I will call them in. 

| Hodge fits in the Study, and Cromwell calls jn the States. 
All is done, enter and if you pleafe, 

Enter the States, and Officers with Halberts, 

Gov. What, have you won. him? will he yield himfelf 2 

Crom, I have, an’t plea‘e you, and the quieo Earl 
Doth yield himfelf to be difpos’d by you, 

Gov.-Giye him the Mony that ‘we promis’d him : 
So let"him'go, whither he Pl: afe himfelf, 

Vou. Vi. » — Crom. 
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Crom. My Bufinefs, Sir, lyes unto Mantua; 
Pleafe you to give me fafe Condué thither. 

Gov. Go, and condu& him to the AZantua Port, 

And fee him fafe delivered prefently. 

| Exeunt Cromwell and Bedford. 

Go draw the Curtains, let us fee the Earl : 

O, he is writing, ftand apart a while. 

Hodge. Fellow William, 1 am not as I have been ; I went 
from you a Smith, I write to you as a Lord ; I am at this 
prefent writing, among the Poloman Cafiges. 1 do commend 
my Lordfhip to Ralph and to Roger, to Bridget and to De- 
rothy, and fo to all the Youth of Putney. 

Gov. Sure thefe are the Names of Exglifh Noblemen, 
Some of his fpecial Friends, to whom he writes : 

But ftay, he doth addrefs himfelf to fing. 
[ Here he fings 4 Song. 
My Lord, I am glad you are fo Frolick and fo Blithe ; 
Believe me, Noble Lord, if you knew all, 

You’d change your merry Vein to fudden Sorrow. 

Hodge. I change my very Vein? no, thou Bononian, no; 
I ama Lord, and therefore let me go ; 

And do defie thee and thy Cafges : 

Therefore ftand off, and come not near my Honour. 

Gov. My Lord, this Jefting cannot ferve your turn. 

Hodge. Doft think, thou black Bononian Beaft, 

That I do flout, do gibe, or jeft ? 

No, no, thou Bear-pot, know that I, 

A Noble Earl, a Lord par-dy. 

Gov, What means this ‘Trumpet’s found ? 

[4 Trumpet founds. Enter a Meffenger. 

Cit. One come from the States of AZantua. 

Gov. What, would you with us, fpeak thou Man of 

Mantua? 

Def. Men of Bononta, this my Meflage is, 

To let you know the Noble Earl of Bedford 
Is fafe within the Town of AdZantaa, 

‘And wills you fend the Peafant that you have, 

Who hath deceiv’d your ExpeCation ; 

Or elfe the States of Aantna have vow'd, 

They will recal:the Truce that they have made, 


And not a Man fhall ftir from forth your Town, 
That 
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That hall return; unlefs you fend him. back. 
Gov. O this Misfortune, how it mads my Heart 2 
The Meopolitan hath buguil’d us all, 
Hence with this Fool, what fhall we do with him, 
The Earl being gone? a plague upon it all. 
Hodge. NoVilaffure you, I amno Earl, buta Smith, Sir, 
One Hodge, a Smith at Putney, Sir 3 
One. that hath gulled you, that hath bored you, Sir. 
Gov. Away with him, take hence the Fool you came for. 
Hodge. Ay, Sir, and I'll leave the greater Fool with you, 
Me/. Farewel, Bonenians. Come, Friend, along with me, 
Hodge. My Friend, afore, my Lordthip will follow thee. 
Exit. 
Gov, Well, Adantua, fince by thee the Earl is loft, 
Within few Days I hope to fee thee croft. 
Enter Chorus, 
Cho. Thus far you fee bow Cromwell’s Fortuye pafs'd. 
The Earl of Bedford being fafe in Mantua, 
Defires Cromwell’s Company into France, 
To make requital for his Courtefe : 
But Cromwell doth deny the Earl his Suit, 
And tells him that thofe Parts he meant to fee, 
He had not yet fet footing on the Land, 
“And fo direttly takes his way to Spain ; 
The Earl to France, and fo they both do part. 
Now let your Thoughts as favift as is the Wind, 
Skip fome few Years, that Cromwell Spent in Travel ; 
And now imagine him to be in England, 
Servant unto the Mafter of the Rolls : 
Where in fhort time he there began to fouri fh, 

An Hour fhall foow you what few Years did cheri fp.  [ Exit. 
The Mujick plays, they bring ont the Banquet. Enter Str 
Chriftopher Hales, Cromwell, and two Servants. 

Hales. Come, Sirs, be careful of your Mafter’s Credit ; 
And as our Bounty now exceeds the Figure 
Of common Entertainment, fo do you, 
With Looks as free as is your Mafter's Soul, 
Give formal Welcome to the thronged Tables, 
That fhall receive the Cardinal’s Followers, 
And the Attendance of the great Lord Chancellor, 

= 2 


[Exeunt. 
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{i But allmy Care, Crompell, depends on thee : 
Hagel Thou art a Man differing from vulgar Form, 

Ip Rie And by how much thy Spirit is rankt *bove thife, 
EM Jo rules of Art, by fo much it fhines brighter by trivel, 
EE aR Whofe Obfervance pleads his Merit, 





8 er : 

f oe ¥n a moft learn’d, yet unaffecting Spirit. 

Aci Good Cromwell, caft an Bye of fair Regard 

i. * Bout all my Houfe, and what this ruder Flefh, 

ae | Through Ignorance, or Wine, do mifcreate, 
Ne Baye Salve thou with Courtefie ; if Welcome want, 

re ba: Full Bowls, and ample Banquets will feem fcant. 

. ai Crom. Sir, whatfoever lies in me, 

i Affure you I will thew my utmoft Duty. [Exit Crom. 
H nA Hales, Aboutit then, the Lords will ftraight be here: 

+ Mia Gromwell, thou haft thofe parts would rather fate 

ie acbalaed The Service of the State than of my Houfe : 

me Ee: I look upon thee with a loving Eye, 

a Pe, ait, That one Day will prefer thy Dettiny. 

: Enter Meffenger. 

; at a Mef. Sit, the Lords be at hand. 

i a) Hales. They are welcome, bid Cromwell ftraight at: 
; rant tend us, 

et And look you all things be in perfect readinefs 
— The Mufick Plays. Enter Cardinal Wolfey, Sir Thomas 
EAS Moore and Gardiner. 
i Wol. O, Sit Chriffopher, you are too libenl : What, a 
| eae Banquet too ? 

Mi wife Hales. My Lords,: if Words could fhow th: ample Wel- 


come, that my free Heart affords you, I could then become 
att Bia a Prater: but I now’ muft deal like a fealt Prlitician with 
He hi your Lordfhips, defer your Welcome rill the Banquet end, 
that it may then falve our defect of Fare : 
Ma Yet welcome now, and all that tend on you. 
Wol, Thanks to the kind Mafter of the Rolls. 
Come and fit down, fit down Sir Thomas Moore : 
‘Tis ftrange, how that we and the Spaniard differ, 
Their Dinner is our Banquet, after Dinner, 
And they aredMen of active dilpofition : 
This I gather, that by their {paring Meat, 
Their Bodies are more fitter fcr the Wars : 
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And if that Famine chance to pinch their Maws, 
Being us’d to faft, it breeds Jefs Pain. 
Hales, Fill me fome Wine; Ill anfwer Cardinal Wolfey : 
My Lord, we Englifh Men are of more frcer Souls, 
Than hunger-ftarv’d, and ill-complexion’d Spaniards 3 
They that are rich in Spain, {pare belly Food, 
To deck their Backs with an J¢alian Hood, 
And Silks of Sevil, and the pooreft Snake, 
That feeds on Lemmons, Pilchers, and ne’er heated 
His Pallet with fweet Fleth, will bear a cafe 
More fat and gallant than his ftarved Face : 
Pride, the Inquifition, and this belly-evil, 
Are, in my Judgment, Spain's three-headed Devil. 
Moor. Indeed it is a plague unto their Nation, 
Who ftagger after in blind Imitation. 
Hal. My Lords, with welcome, I prefent your Lordhhips 
a folemn Health, 
Moor. I love Health well, but when as Healths do bring 
Pain to the Head,\ and Bodies furfeiting : 
Then ceafe I Healths: 
Nay {pill rot Friend, for though the drops be fmall, 
Yet have they force, to force Men to the Wall, 
Wol. Sir Chriftopher, is that your Man? 
Hal, And like your Grace, he is a Scholar, and a Linguift, 
One that hath travelled many parts of Chriftendom, my 
(Lord. 
Wol. My Friend, come nearer, have you been a Traveller? 
Crom. My Lord, I have added to my Knowledge, the 
France, Spain, Germany, and Italy : (Low Countries. 
And tho’ fmall gain of Profit I did find, 
Yet did it pleafe my Eye, content my Mind. ~ \ 
Wol, Waat do you think of the feveral States, 
And Princes Courts as you have travelled ? 
Crom. My Lord, no Court with England may compare; 
Neither for State, nor Civil Government : 
Luft dwells in France, in Italy, and Spain, 
From the poor Peafant, to the Prince’s Train; 
In German, and Holland, Riot ferves, 
And he that moft can drink, moft he deferves: 
England I praife not: For I here was born, 
: » But 
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But that fhe laugheth the others unto {corn. 
Wol. My Lord, there dwells within that Spirit, 
More than can be difcern’d by outward Eye ; 
Sir Chriffopher, will you part with your Man ? 
Hales. 1 have fought to proffer him to your Lordfhip, 
And now I fee he hath preferr’d himfelf ? 
Wol. What is thy Name ? f 
Crom. Cromwell, my Lord. (our Caufes, 
Wol. Then, Crompyell, here we make thee Sollicitor of 
And neareft next our felf : 
Gardiner, give you kind welcome to the Man, 
[Gardiner embraces him. 
Moor. My Lord, you are a royal Winner, 
Hath got a Man, befides your bounteous Dinner. 
Well, Knight, pray we come no more : 
If we come often, thou may’ft fhut thy Door. 
Wol, Sir Chriftopher, had(t thou given me 
Half thy Lands, thou couldeft not have pleafed me 
So much as with this Man of thine, 
My infant Thoughts do fpell : 
Shortly his Fortune fhall be lifted higher, 
True Induftry doth kindle Honour’s Fire, 
And fo, kind Mafter of the Rolls, farewel. 
Hales. Cromwell, farewell. 
Crom. Cromwell takes his leave of you, 
That ne’er will leave to love, and honour you. 
[Exennt. The Mufick plays as they go out. 
Enter Chorus. 
Cho, Now Cromwell's highe/t Fortunes do. begin. 
Wolfey that lov’d him, as he did his Life: 
Committed all his Treafure to his Hands, 
Wolfley is dead, and Gardiner his Adan 
Is now created Bifbop of Winchefter : 
Pardon if we omit all Wolfey’s Life, 
Becaufe onr Play depewds on Cromwell's Death, 
Now fit.and fee his higheft State of all; 
His height of rifing and his {adden fall : 
Pardon the Errors are already paft, 
And live in hope the beft doth come at laft : 
Ay hope upon your Favour doth depend, 
And look ta have your liking e'er the end. [ Exit. 
Enter 
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Enter Gardiner Bifbop of Winchefter, the Dukes of Norfolk 
and of Suffolk, Sir Thomas Moor, Sir Chriftopher Hales, 
and Cromwell. 

Nor. Malter Cromwell, fince Cardinal Wolfey’s Death, 

His Majefty is given to underftand, 

There’s certain Bills and Writings in your Hand, 

That much concern the State of England ; 

My Lord of Winchefter, is it not fo 2 
Gar. My Lord of Norfolk, we two were whilome Fellows, 

And Mafter Crommvell, though our Mafter’s love, 

Did bind us, while his love was to the King, 

It is no boot now to deny thofe things, 

Which may be prejudicial to the State : 

And though that God hath rais’d my Fortune higher, 

Than any way I looked for, or deferv’d, 

Yet my Life, no longer with me dwell, 

Than [ prove true unto my Sovereign. 

Saf. What fay you, Matter Cromwell? have you thofe 

Writings, ay, or no? 

Crom. Here are the Writings, and upon my Knees, 

I give them up unto the worthy Dukes, 

Of Suffolk, and of Norfolk; he was my Matter, 

And each vertuous Part 

That liv’d in him, IT tender’d with my Heart, 

But what his Head complotted ’gainft the State, 

My Country’s love commands me that to hate. 

His fudden Death I grieve for, not his Fall, 

Becaufe he fought to work my Countries thrall. 

Suf. Cromavell, the King thall hear of this thy Duty 

Whom I affure my felf, will well reward thee ; 

My Lord, let’s go unto his Majefty, 

And fhow thofe Writings which he longs to fee. 

[ Exeunt Norfolk and Suffolk. 
Enter Bedtord haftily. 
Bed. How now, whofe this, Cromwell ? 

By my Soul, welcome to England : 

Thou once didft fave my Life, didft thou not, Cromwell 2 
Crom. If 1 did fo, ’tis greater Glory 

For me that you remember it, 

Than for my felf vainly to report it, 

Bed. Well, Cromwell, now is the time, 
¥ oa I 
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{ fhall commend thee to my Sovereign: 
Cheer up thy felf, for I will raifethy: State, 
A Ruffel yet was never found ingrate: [ Exit. 
Hal. O how uncertain is the Wheel of State, 
Who lately greater. than the Cardinaly 
For Fear, and Love; and now whe lower lies? 
Gay Honours are but Fortune’s flateeries, 
And whom this Day. Pride and-Promotion -{fwells, 
To Morrow Envy. and: Ambition quells. 
Moor. Who fees the Cob-web intanglethe poor Fly 
May boldly fay,the Wretch’s Death:is igh, 
Gard. 1 know-his State, and proud Ambition, 
Were too too violent,to lat over-long, 
Hal. Who\foars too near the Suns -with golden Wings, 
Melts them, to-ruin-his own Fortune biings. 
Enter the Duke of Suffolk. 
Suf. Cromwell, kneel down in King Henry's Name, 
Arife, Sir Thomas Cromwell, thus bégins thy, Fame, 
Enter the Duke of Norfolk. 
Nor, Cromwell, the Majelty of England, 
For the good liking . he .conceivesnof. thee, 
Makes thee Matter of the Jewel-houfe, 
Chief Secretary.to.himfeli, and -withal, 
Creates thee one.of -his Highnefs's Privy-Council. 
Euter the Earl of Bedford, 
Bed. Where is Sir Thomas Cromwell? is he Knighted? 
Suf. He is, my Lord, 
Bed. Then, to.add Honour to his Names 
The King creates him Lord K eeperiof shis;Privy-Seal, 
And Matter of the Rolls ; 
Which you, Sir Chriftopber, do. now enjoy 
The King determines higher place..for yous (fert, 
Crom. My Lords, thefe Honours are too high for.my De- 
Moor, O content thee; Man, who,would»nct chufe it? 
Yet thou art. wife, in feeming’ to refufe it. 
Gard. Here's Honours, Titles and Promotions; 
I fear,this climbing. will have.afudden fall. 
Nor. Then come, my Lords, let’s altogether bring 
This new-made,Counfellor to Exgland’s King. 
| Exennt all but Gardiner. 
Gard. 
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Gard. But Gardiner means his Glery thall be dim’d : 
Shall Cromell live a greater Man than I 2 
My Envy with his Honour now is bred, 

I hope to fhorten Cromwell by the Head. [ Exit. 
Enter Frisbibal very poor. 

Frif, O Friskibal, what fhall become of thee ? 

Where fhalt thou go, or which way fhalt thouturn? 
Fortune, that turns her too unconftant Wheel, 
Hath turn’d thy Wealth and Riches in the Sea; 
All parts abroad where-ever I have been, 
Grow weary of me, and denies me Succour ; 
My Debtors they, that fhould relieve my want, 
Forfwear my Mony, fay they owe me none : 
They know my State too mean to bear out Law ; 
And here in Loxzdon, where I oft have been, 
And have done good to many a wretched Man, 
And now moft wretched here, defpis'd my felf ; 
In vain it is more of theit Hearts. to try ; 
Be patient therefore, lay thee down and die. 
[ He lies down, 

Enter Goodman Seely, and his Wife Joan. 

Seely, Come Foan, come, let’s fee what he will do for us 
now ¢ I wis we have done for him, when many atime and 
often he might have gone a hungry to Bed. 

Wife. Alas Man, now he is made a Lord, he’l] never look 
upon us; he'll fulfil the old Proverb, Sez Beggars a Horfe- 
back and they'll ride :.a, well a day for my Cow}; fuchas he 
hath made us come behind hand, we had never pawn’d our 
Cow elfe to pay our Rent. 

Seely. Well Foan, he'll come this way 3 and by God’s 
Dickers Pi] tell him roundly of it, and if he were ten Lords; 
a fhall know that I had not my Cheefe and my Bacon for 
nothing. 

Wife. Do you remember Husband, how he would mouch 
upon my Cheefe-Cakes, he hath forgot this now, but now 
we'll remember him. 

Seely. Ay, we fhall have now three flaps with a Fox 
Tail: But ?faith Pil gibbera Joint, but I’ll tell him his own ; 
ftay, who comes here 2 Q, ftand up, here he comes, ftand 
up. 

: Enter 
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Enter Hodge very fine, with a Tip-ftaff, Cromwell with the 
Mace carried before him ; the Dukes of Norfolk and Suf- 
folk, and Atendants. 
Hedge. Come, away with thefe Beggars here, 

Rife up, Sirrah; come out, good People ; 

Run before there ho. 

[Friskibal vifeth, and ftands afar off. 

Seely. Ay, we are kick’d away now, we come for our 
own; the time hath been, he would a look’d more friendly 
upon us: And you, Hodge, we know you well enough, tho’ 
you are fo fine. 

Crom. Come hither, Sirrah': Stay, what Men are thefe? 
My honeft Hoft of Hoxnflow, and his Wife ; 
I owe thee Mony, Father; do I not? 

Seely. Ay, by the Body of me, doft thou; would thou 
wouldeft pay me, good four Pound it is, I have a the Poft 
at home, 

Crom. \ know °tis true 3 Sirrah, give him ten Angels, 
And look your Wife and you do ftay to Dinner : 

And while you live, I freely give to you, 

Four pound a Year, for the four Pound I ought you, 

Seely. Art not chang’d, art old Tom ftill? 

Now God blefs thee, good Lord Tom: 

Home oan, home; I'll dine with my Lord Tom to Days 

And thou fhalt come next Week. 

Fetch my Cow; home Foan, home. 

Wife. Now God blefs thee, my good Lord Tom; 

I'll fetch my Cow prefently. 

Enter Gardiner. 

Crom. Sirrab, go to yon Stranger, tell him I defire him 
ftay to Dinner: I mutt fpeak with him. 

Gard. My Lord of Norfolk, fee you this fame Bubble? 
That fame puff ; but mark the end, my Lord, mark the 
end. 

Nor. 1 promife you, I like not fomething he hath done 3 
But let that pafs; the King doth love him well. 

Crom. Good morrow to my Lord of Winchefter : 

I know you bear me hard about the Abbey Lands. 

Gar. Have I not reafon, when Religion is wrong’d ? 


You had no colour for what you have done. 
Crom. 
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Crom. Yes, the abolithing of Antichrift, 
And of his Popith order for our Realm : 
Iam no Enemy to Religion, 
But what is done, it is for England’s good : 
What did they ferve for,’ but to feed a fort 
OF lazy Abbots, and of full-fed Fryers 2 
They neither plow, nor fow, and yet they reap 
The Fat of all the Land, and fuck the Poor : 
Look what was theirs, is in King Henry's Hands, 
His Wealth before lay in the Abbey. Lands. 

Gar. Indeed thefe things you havealledg'd, my Lord, 
When, God doth know, the Infant yet unborn, 
Will curfe the time, the Abbies were pull’d down ; 
IT pray now where is Hofpitality 2. 

Where now may poor diftreffed People go, 
For to relieve their Needy or reft their Bones, 
When weary Travel doth opprefs their Limbs 2 
And where religious Men fhould take them ID, 
Sdall now be kept back by a Mattive Dog: 
And.thoufand thoufand 
Nor. O my Lord, no more : things paft redrefs, 
‘Tis bootlefs to complain. 
Crom. What, thall we to the Convocation-houfe 2 
Nor, We'll follow you, my-Lord, pray lead the way. 
Enter old Cromwell, like a Farmer. 

Old Crom, How? one Cromwell 
Made Lord Keeper fince [ left Putney, 
And dwelt in York hire? I neverheard better News; 
T'll fee that Cromvell, or it thall go hard. 

Crom. My aged Father ! State fet afide : 
Father, on my KneeT-crave your Blefling : 
One of my Servants go and have him in, 
At better Leifure will we talk with him. 

Old Crom. Now if I dyehow happy weretheday, 
To fee this Comfort-rains forth thowers of oy. 

[Exit old Cromwell. 
Nor. This Duty in him thows a kind of Grace. 
Crom. Go on before, for time draws’on apace, 
{Exeunt all but Friskibal. 

Frif. T wonder what this Lord would have with me, 

His Man fo ftriGly gave me charge to {tay : 
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I never did offend him to my Knowledge: 
Well, good or bad, I mean to bide it all, 
Worfe than I am, now never can befal. 
Enter Banifter and his Wife. 
Ban. Come, Wife, I take it be almoft Dinner tine, 
For Mr. Newton, and Mr. Crosby fent to me 
Laft Night, they would come Dine with me, 
And take their Bond in: I pray thee hie thee honr, 
And fee that all things be in readinefs. 
Mrs. Ban. They thall be welcome, Husband, I’ll go before, 
But is not that Man Mafter Friskibal ? 
[She runs and embiaces him 
Ban, O Heavens! it is kind Mafter Friskibal: 
Say, Sir, what hap hath brought you to this pafs? 
Frif: The fame that brought you to your Mifery. 
Ban. Why would you not acquaint me with your ftate? 
Is Banifter your poor Friend forgot ? 
Whole Goods, whofe Love, whofe Life and all is yours. 
Frif: I thought your ufage would be as the reft, 
That had more kindnefs at my Hands than you, 
Yet look’d afcance when as they faw me poor. 
Mrs. Ban. If Baniffer would bear fo bafe a Hear, 
I never would look my Husband in the Face, 
But hate him as I would a Cockatrice. 
Ban. And well thou mighteft, fhould Baniffer dial fo, 
Since that I faw you, Sir, my ftate is mended : 
And for the thoufand Pound I owe to you, 
I have it ready for you, Sir, at home: 
And tho’ I grieve your Fortune is fo bad: 
Yet that my hap’s to help you makes me glad: 
And now, Sir, will it pleafe you walk with me. 
Frif. Not yet L cannot, for the Lord Chancellor, 
Hath here commanded me to wait on him, 
For what I know not, pray God it be for good. 
Ban, Never make doubt of that, I'll warrant you, 
He is as kind a noble Gentleman, 
As ever did poffefs the place he hath. 
Mrs. Ban, Sit, my Brother is his Steward, if you pleafe, 
We'll go along and bear you Company ; 
I know we fhall not want for welcome there. 
Frif. Withall my Heart; but what’s become of Bagot? 
by eee Ban. 
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Ban, He is hang’d for buying Jewels of the King’s. 
rif; Ajaft Reward for one fo Impious, 
The tine draws on, Sir, will you go along 2 


Ban. \'ll follow you, kind Mafter Friskibal, [ Exennt. 


Enter two Merchants, 
1 Me. Now, Matter Crosby, I fee you have a care 
To keep your Word, in payment of your Mony. 
2 Mer. By my Faith I have reafon upon a Bond, 
Three thou‘/and Pound is too much to forfeit, 
Yet I doubt not Matter Baxifter, 
1 Me. By my Faith your Sum is more than mine, 
And yei I am not much behind you too, 
Confide'ing that to Day I paid at Court. 
2 Afer.. Mals, and well remembred: 
What's the reafon the Lord Cromawell’s Men 
Wear fich long Skirts upon their Coats? 
They reich down to their very Hams. 
1 Me, I willrefolve you, Sir, and thus it is ; 
The Bihop of Wincheffer, that loves not Cromwell, 
As great Men are envied as well as lefs, 
A whileago there was a jar between them, 
And it vas brought to my Lord Cromowell’s Ear, 
That Bihop Gardiner would fit on his Skirts, 
Upon which Word he made his Men long blue Coats, 
And in the Court wore one of them himfelf: 
And meting with the Bifhop, quoth he, my Lord, 
Here’s Stirts enough now for your Grace to fiton: 
Which vexed the Bithop:to the very Heart ; 
This is the reafon why. they wear long Coats. 
2 Ader, Tis always feen, and mark it fora Rule, 
That on? great Man willeovy ftill another; 
Buc ’tis 1 thing that nothing concerns me : 
What, thall we now. to Malter Baniffer’s 2 
1 Mei. Ay, come, we'll pay him royally for our Dinner, 
[Exeunt, 
Enter the Ufber, and theShewer, the Meat Zoes over the Stages 
Usb. Ineover there, Gentlemen, 
Enter Cromwell, Bedford, Suffolk, old Cromwell, Friskibal, 
Goodman Seely, and Attendants. 
Crom. My noble Lords of Suffolk and Bedford, 
Your Honours welcome to poor Cromell’s Houle: 
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Where'is my Father? nay; be covered, Father, 

Although that Duty to thefe Noblemen doth challenge it, 
Yet I'll make bold with them. 

Your Head doth bear the Calender of ‘Care: 

What 2 Cromwell cover’d, and his Father’ bare 2 

It muft not be. “Now, Sir, to you $ 

Is not your Natne Friskibal, and a Florentine ? 

Frif. My Name was Friskibal, *till cruel Fate 
Did rob me of my Name, and of my State. 

Crom. What Fortune brought you to this Country now é 

Frif; All other Parts hath left me fuccourlefs, 
Save only this, becaufe of Debts I have 
I hope to gain, for to relieve my want. 

Crom, Did younot once upon your Florence Bridge, 
Help a diftreffed Man, robb’d by the Bandetti, 

His Name was Cromovell 2 

Frif. 1 never made-my Brain 
A Calender of any good T did, 

I always lov'd this Nation with my. Heart. 

Crom. Lam that Cromwell that you there reliev’d, 
Sixteen Duckets you gave me for to cloath me; 
Sixteen to bear my Charges by the way, 

And fixteen more I had formy Horfe-hire, 
There be thofe feveral Sums juftly return’d + 
Yet it Injultice were, that ferving at my need, 
For to repay them without Intereft : 

Therefore receive of me thefe four feveral Bags; 
In each of them there is four hundred Mark, 
And bring to me the Names of all your Debtors, 
And if they will not fee you paid, [ will. 

O God forbid, that I fhould fee him fall, 
That helpt me in my greateft need of all. 

Here ftands my Father that firft gave me Life, 
Alas, what Duty is too much for him ? 

This Man in time of need did fave my Life, 
And therefore cannot do too much for him. 
By this old Man I oftentimes was fed, 

Elfe might I have gone fupperlefs to Bed. 

Such kindnefs Have I had of thefe three Men, 


That Cromwell no way can repay agen, 
: Now 
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Now in to Dinner, for we ftay too long, 
And to good Stomachs is no greater wrong. LExeunt. 
Enter Gardiner in his Study, and his Man. 
Gard. Sirrah, where be thofe Men.I caus’d to flay 3 
Ser. They do attend your Pleafure, Sir, within. 
Gard. Bid them come hither, and ftay you without, 
For by thofe Men the Fox of this fame Land, 
That makes a Goofe of better than himfelf, 
Muft worried be unto his lateft home, 
Or Gardiner will fail in his intent. 
As for the Dukes of Suffolk and of Norfolk, 
Whom I have fent for to come {peak with me ; 
How({aever outwardly they thadow it, 
Yet in their Hearts I know they love him not. 
As for the Earl of Bedford, he is but one, 
And dares not gain-fay what we do fet down. 
Enter the two Witneffes. 
Now, my Friends, you, know I fav’d your Lives, 
When by the Law you had deferved Death; 
And then you promis’d me upon your Oaths, 
To venture both your Lives to do me good, 
Both Wit, We {wore no more than that we will perform. 
Gard. I take your Words, and that which you. muft do, 
Is fervice for your God, and for your King ; 
To root a Rebel from this flourifhing Land, 
One that’s an Enemy unto the Church: 
And therefore muft you take your folemn Oaths, 
That you heard Cromwell, the Lord Chancellor, 
Did with a Dagger at King Henry's Heart : 
Fear not to {wear it, for I heard him fpeak it; 
Therefore we'll thield you from enfuing Harms. 
2 Wit. If you will warrant us the Deed is good, 
We'll undertake ir. 
Gard. Kneel down, and I will here abfolve you both; 
This Crucifix I lay upon your Heads, 
And {prinkle Holy-water on your Brows : 
The Deed is meritorious that you do, 
And by it fhall you purchafe Grace from Heav’n, 
1 Wit. Now Sir we'll undertake it, by our Souls. 
2 Wit. For Cromwell never loved none of our fort, 
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Gard. 1 know he doth not, and for both.of you, 

I will prefer you to fome place of worth. 

Now get you in, until 1 call for you, 

For prefently the Dukes mean to be here. [ Exeunt Wit. 

Cromwell, fit faft, thy time’s not long, to reign ; 

The Abbies that were pull’d down by thy means, 

Is now a mean for me to pull thee down: 

Thy Pride alfo thy own Head lights upony 

For thou art he hath chang’d Religion: 

But now no more, for here the Dukes are come. 

Eater Suffolk, Norfolk, and the Earl of Bedford. 
suf. Good Even to my Lord Bifhop. 
Nor. How fares my Lord? what, are you all alone? 
Gard. No, not alone, my Lords, my mind is troubled : 

I know your Honours mufe wherefore I fent, 

And infuch hafte: What, came you from the King? (him. 
Nor. We did, and left none but Lord Cromwell with 
Gard. O what a dangerous time is this we live in ? 

There’s Thomas Wolfzy, he’s already gone, 

And Thomas Moor, he follow’d atter him: 

Another Thomas yet there doth remain, 

That is far worfe than either of thofe twain ; 

And if with {peed, my Lords, we not. purfue it, 

I fear the King and all the Land will rue it. 

Bed. Another Thomas? pray God it be not Cromwell. 
Gard. My Lord of Bedford, it is that Traitor Cromayell. 
Bed. 1s Gromvell falle ? my Heart will never think it, 
Suf. My Lord of Winchefter, what likelihood, 

Or proof have you of this his Treachery. 

Gard. My Lord, too much, -call in the Men within. 
Enter the Witneffes. 

Thefe Men, my Lord, upon their Oaths affirm, 

That they did hear Lord Cromvell in his Garden, 

Withed a Dagger fticking at the Heart 

Of our King Henry: What is this but Treafon2 
Bed. If it be fo; my Heart doth bleed with Sorrow. 
Suf. How fay you, Friends; what, did you hear thefe 


Words ? : 
1 Wit. We did, an’t like your Grace. 


Wore 
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Nor. In what Pla¢e*was*Lord Cromwell when’ he {pane 
them 2 
2 Wit. In his Garden¥<where we did attend a Suit, 
Which we had waicéd™for two years: and more, 
Suf. How long is’efince yowheard him {peak thefe Words? 
2 Wit. Some half'a Year fince, 
Bed. How chance that you conccald-it:all this time? 
1 Wit. His Greatnefs made us fear; that was the caute. 
Gard. Ay, ay, his Greatnefs, that’s the caufe tadeeds 
And to make his Tyeafon here:more manifclt, 
He calls his'Servantsto him round about, 
Tells them of Wolfey’s Life, and of his Fail, 
Says that himfelf hath many Enemies; 
And gives to fome of them a Park, or Manor; 
To others Leafes, Lands to‘otherfome: 
W hat need he do tits in bis prime of ‘Wife, 
An if he were nor fearfulof: his Death? 
Suf. My Lord, thefe likelihoods:are very-grear, 
Bed. Pardon me, Lordsy:for mutt needs depart ; 
Thejr Proofs are great, “but greater is: my Heart, 
| Exit Bedfors, 
Nor. My Friends; take heed of that which you have faites 
Your Souls muft anfwer what your Tongues:report: 
Therefore take heed, ‘be wary what you do, 
2 Wit. My Lord, we fpeak no more-but truth, 
Nor, Let them depart, my Lord of Winchefler; 
Let thefe Men be clofe kept until the Day of Trial. 
Gard. They thal, my Lord 5-ho, takein thefe taro Men 
fBxrcant Wisin fs, 
My Lords, if Cromivell have a publick: Trial, 
That which we do, is void, by his-denial; 
You know the King will credit nore but him. 
Nor, *Tis true, he rules the King ev’n as he pleats, 
Sf. How fhall we do for to attach him they 2 
Gard, Marry, my Lords, thus, 
By an Act he made himfelf, 
With an torent to intrap fe meof our.Lii 
And this it is: If any Counfellor 
Be convicted of High Treafon, 
He fhall be executed withour a publick Trial. 
Vou. VI. Z, 
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This AG, my Lords, he caus’d the King to make. 


Suf. A did indeed, and I remember it, 
And now it is like to fall upon himfelf. 
Nor. Let us not flack it, tis for England's good, 
We mutt be wary, elfe he'll go beyond us. 
Gard. Well hath your Grace faid, my Lord of Norfolk; 
“herefore let us prefently to Lambeth, 
Thither comes Cromuell, from the Court to Night, 
Let us arreftt him, fend him to the Tower, 
And in the Morning cut off the Traitor’s Head. 
Nor. Come then about it, let us guard the Town, 
This is the Day that Cromwell muft go down. 
Gard. Along my Lords, well, Gromell is half dead, 
He fhak’d my Heart, but I will thave his Head. [ Excunt. 
Enter Bedford folus. 
Bed. My Soul is like a Water troubled, 
And Gardiner is the Man that makes it fo5 
O Cromwell, 1 do fear thy End is nears 
Yet I’ll prevent their Malice if I. can, 
And in good time, fee where the Man doth come, 
Who little knows how near’s his Day of Doom. 
Enter Cromwell with his Train, Bedford makes as though he 
would {peak to him: He goes on. 
Grom. You're well encountred, my good Lord of Bedford, 
Pray pardon me, I am fent for to the King, 
And do not know the Bufinefs yet my felf, 
So fare you well, for I mutt needs be gone: 
[ Exit with the Train. 
Red. You mutt; well, what remedy? 
I fear too fcon you muft be gone indeed, 
The King hath Bufinefs, but little doft thou know, 
Who’s bufie for thy Life; thou think’ft not fo. 
Enter Crorawell and the Train again. 
Gom. The fecond time well met my Lord of Bedford: 
I am very forry that my hafte is fuch, 
Lord Marquels Dor/er being fick to Death, 
I muft receive of him the Privy-Seal. 
At Lambeth, foon my Lord, we'll talk our fill. 
[ Exit with the Traine 


Bed, 
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Bede How {mooth and eafie is the way to Death. 
Enter a Meffenger. 
Mef. My Lord, the Dukes of Norfolk and of Suffolk, 
Accompanied with the Bithop of Winchefter, 
Intreats you to come prefently to Lambeth, 
On earneft matters that concerns the State. 
Bed. To Lambeth, fo: Go fetch me Pen and Ink, 
T and Lord Cromwell there hall talk enough : 
Ay, and our laft, I fear, and if he comie. 
[He writes a Letter. 
Here, take this Letter, and bear it to Lord Cromwell, 
Bid him read it; fay it concern him near, 
Away, be gone, make all the hafte you can, 
To Lambeth do I go, a woful Man, Exit. 
Enter Cromwell and his Train, 
Crom. Is the Barge ready? I will ftraight to Lambeth, 
And if this one Day’s Bufinefs, once were pat, 
I'd take my eafe to Morrow after trouble. 
How now my Friend, would’ft thou {peak with me2 
[The Meffenger brings the Letter, he puts itin his Pocket. 
Me, Sir, here’s a Letter from my Lord of Bedford, 
Crom. O good my Friend, commend me to thy Lord, 
Hold, take thofe Angels, drink them for thy pains, 
Mef: He doth defire your Grace to read it, 
Becaufe he fays it doth concern you near, 
Crom. Bid him affure himfelf of that, farewel, 
To Morrow, tell him, he thall hear from me, 

Set on before there, and away to Lambeth, [Exeunp, 
Enter Winchefter, Suffolk, Norfolk, Bedford, Serjeant 
at Arms, the Herald, and Halberts. 

Gard. Halberts ftand clofe unto the Water-fide, 
Serjeant at Arms, be bold in your Office, 

Herald, deliver your Proclamation. 

Her, Thisis to give notice to all the King’s Subje&s, 
The late Lord Cromwell, Lord Chancellor of England, 
Vicar General over the Realm, 

Himto hold and efteem as a Traitor, 
Againft the Crown and Dignity of England, 
So God fave the King, 

Gar. Amen, 

Z3 Bed. 
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Red. Amer, and root thee from the Land, 
For whilft thou liveft Truth cannot’ ftard. 
Nor, Make a lane tere, rhe Traitor is at hand, 

Keep back Cromwell's Men: 

Drown them if rhcy come on. Serjeant, ‘your Office? 
Enter Cromycii, they make a lane with their Halberts. 
Crom. What mcans my Lord of Norfolk by thefe Words? 

Sirs, COME a ONB. 

Gurd. Kill them, if they come on. 
Ser. Lord Cromwell, in King Henry's Name, 
I do arreft your Honour of High Treafon. 
Crom, Serjeant, me of Treafoné 
Cromwell's AZen offer to draw. 
Saf. Kull them, if they draw a Sword. 
Crom. Hold, 1 chiige you, a8 you love me, draw not a 

Who dares accufe Gomwell of Treafon now ¢ (Sword, 
Gard. This is no Place te reckon up your Crime, 

ur Dave-lke Looks were view’d with Serpents Eyes. 

2, With Serpents Byes irdeed, by thine they were, 

"ty ‘ner, do thy worlt,’ 1 fear thee nor, 

My Baith compar'd wi h thine, as much ‘fhall pafs, 

As doth the Diamond excell the Ghifs. 

Aitach’d of Treafon, no Accaters bys 

Inde-d what Tongue dares fpesk fo foul atiet 

rd, my Lo:d, matters are too well known, 
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And is it time the King had fote thereof. 
ing, Jet me go to him Face to Face, 
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i io thar, 
Let him but fay,. that Cromavell’s Faith was feign’d, 
Phen let my Honour, and my Namie be ftatn’d; 
’ @er my Heart agatit rhe King was fet, 
© ler my Soul in Fudgment anfwe: its : 
Then if my Faith's confirmed with his Reafon, 
'Sainft whom hath Cromwellthea committed Treafong 

Suf. My Lord, your Matter fhal} be trieds 
Meay tune with patience content your felf. 

Crom, Perforce | mutt with Patience becontent: 
O-dear Friend Redford, doft thou ftand fo near ¢ 

C one Friend fheds a Tear: 


Cromwell rejoyceth, 
‘ ' ey» 4 Sam | 7 
And whicher is'c¢ vs Aico Way mult Cromwell now 2 
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Gard. My Lord, you muft unto the Tower : 
Lieutenant, take him to your Charge. 
Crom, Well, where you pleafe, yet before I part, 
Let me confer a little with my Meo. 

Gard. As you go by Water fo you fhall. 

Crom. I have fome Butinefs prefent to impart. 

Nor. Youmay not ftay, Lieutenant, take your Charee. 

Crom. Well, well, my. Lord, you fecond Gardiner’s Text. 
Norfolk, farewel, thy turn will be the next. 

[ Exit Cromwell and the Lieutenant, 

Gard. His guilty Con{cience makes him rave, my Lord. 

Nor. Ay, let him talk, his time is fhort enough. 

Gard. My Lord of Bedford, come, you weep for him, 
That would not fhed a Tear for you. 

Bed. It grieves me for to fee his fudden Fal, 

Gard. Such SuccefS,with L unto Traitors all.  [ Exeunt. 

Enter two. Citizens, 

1 Cit, Why %can this News be true? is’t poMible? 
The great Lord Gromwellarrefted upon High Treafon, 
I hardly will believe it can be fo. 

2 Gt. It is too true, Sir, would it were otherwife, 
Condition I {pent half the Wealth I have; 

Twas at Lambeth, faw him there arrefted, 
And afterward committed to the Tower. 

1 Cit, What was’t for Treafon that he was committed? 

2 Cit. Kind Noble Gentleman : I may rue the time; 
All that I have, I did enjoy by him, 

And if he die, then all my State is gone. 

1 Cit. It may be hoped that he fhall not dye, 
Becaufe the King did favour him fo much. 

2 Cit. O'Sir, you are deceiv'd in thinking fo: 
The Grace and Favour he had with the King, 
Hath caus'd him have fo many Enemies: 

He that in Court fecure will keep himfelf, 
Mutt not be Great, for then he is envied at. 
The Shrub is fafe, when as the Cedar fhakes, 
For where the King doth love above compare, 
OF others they as much move envied are, 

1 Cit, *Tis pity that this Nobleman fhould fa’l, 
He did fo many charitable Deeds. 
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2 Cit. ’Tistrue, and yet you fee in each eftate, 
There’s none fo good, but fome one doth him hate, 
And they before would {mile him in the Face, 
Will be the foremoft to do him difgrace: 
What, will you go along unto the Court? 
1 Cit, I care not if I do, and hear the News, 
How Men will judge what fhall become of him. Pr, t 
2 Cit. Some Men will {peak hardly, fome will {peak in pity, 
Go you to the Court. I'll go into the City, 
There I am fure to hear more News than you. 
1 Cit, Why then foon will we meet again. [Exewnt. 
Enter Cromwell in the Tower. 
Crom. Now, Cromwell, hatt thou time to meditate, 
And think upon thy ftate, and of the time: 
Thy Honours cameunfought, ay, and unlook’d for; 
They. Fall as fudden, and unlook’d for too: 
What Glory was in Exgland that had not 2 
Who in this Land commanded more than Cromwell ? 
Except the King, who greater than my. felf 2 
But now I fee what after Ages thall, 
The greater Men, more fudden is their. Fall. 
And now I do remember, the Earlof Bedford 
Was very defirous for to {peak to me: 
And afterward fent unto mea Letter, 
The which I think I have ftill in my Pocket, 
Now may I read it, for I now have leifure, 


And this I take it is, [He reads the Letter. 


My Lord, come not this Night to Lambeth, 
for if you do, jour State is overthrown, 
And much I doubt your Life, and if you conte ; 


Then if you love your felf, Stay where you are. 


O God, had I but read this Letter, 
Then had I been free from the Lion's Pj 
Deferring this to read. until to Morrow, 
I {purn’d at Joy, and did embrace my Sorrow. 
Enter the Licutenant of the Tower and Officers. 
Now, Mafter Lieutenant, when’s this Day of Death? 
Lies. Alas, my Lord, would I might never fee it : 


Winchefter, 


Here are the Dukes of Suffolh and of Norfolk, 
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Winchefter, Bedford, and Sir Richard Ratcliff, 
With others, but why they come I know not. 
Crom. No matter wherefore, Cromwell is prepar’d, 

For Gardiner has my Life and State infnar’d : 

Bid them come in, or you fhall dothem wrong, 

For here ftands he, whom fome think lives too long, 

Learning kills Learning, and, inftead of Ink 

To dip his Pen, Cromwell's Heart-blood doth drink. 

Enter all the Nobles. 
Nor. Good Morrow, Cromwell, what, alone fo fad 2 
Crom. Onegoodamong you, none of you are bad: 

For my part, it beft fits me be alone, 

Sadnefs with me, not I with any one. 

What, is the King acquainted with my caufe 2 
Nor. We have, and he hath anfwered us, my Lord. 
Crom. How fhall I come to {peak with him my felf 2 
Gard. The King is fo advertifed of your Gilt, 

He will by no means: admit you to his prefence. 
Crom. No way admit.me, am I fo foon forgot? 

Did he but yefterday embrace my Neck, 

And faid that Gromavell.was even half himfelf, 

And are his Princely Ears fo much bewitch’d 

With {candalous Ignominy, and fland’rous Speeches, 

That now he doth deny to look on me ? 

Well, my Lord of Wincheffer, no doubt but you 

Are much in favour with his Majefty, 

Will you bear a Letter from me to his Grace? 
Gard. Pardon me, I’Jl bear no Traitor’s Letters, 
Crom. Ha, will-you do this kindnefs then 2 

Tell him by Wordof Mouth what I fhall fay to you. 
Gard. That will I. 

Crom, But on your. Honour will you? 
Gard. Ay, on my Honour, 
Crom. Bear witnefs, Lords. 

Tell him, when he hath known you, 

And try’d your Faith but half fo much as mine, 

He’ll find you. to be,the falfeft hearted Man 

In Exgland: Pray.tell him this. 

Bed. Be patient, good my Lord, in thefe Extremities. 
Crom. My kind and honourable Lord of Bedford, 
I know your Honour always lov’d me well, 
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3108 The Life and Death 
ut, pardon me, this ftill thall be my Theme, . 


Cardiner’s the caufe makes Cromoyell.1o. extream : 
“tv Ralph Sadler, pray a Word with you; 
You were my Man, and all that you poffels 
Came by my means, to requite all this, 
Will you take this Letter here of me, 
‘And give it with your own Hands to ithe King. 
Sad. 1 kifs your Hand, and never will I reft, 
E’er to the King this bedelivered. [ Exit Sadler. 
Crom. Why yet Cromwell hath one Friend in ftore. 
Gard. But all the hafte he makes fhall be but vain; 
i Lere’s a difeharge for’ your Prifoner, 
Vo fee him executed prefently : 
My Lord, you hear the tenor of your Life. 
Crem. Ido embrace it, welcome my laft date, 
And of this gliftering World I take lait leave, 
And, Noble Lords, I take my leave of you: 
i\s willingly I go to meet with Death, 
As Gardiner did pronounce it with his Breath; 
om Treafon is my Heart. as white as Snow, 
\ty Death only procured by my Foe : 
' pray commend me to my Sovereign King, 
And tell him in what fort his Crommuell.dy’d, 
Mo lofe his Head before his Caufe. was try’d; 
ut let his Grace, when jhe fhall hear. my Name, 
Siwy only this, Gardiner procur’d the fame. 
Exrer young Cromwell. 
Liew. Here is your Son come to take his leave. 
Cron, To take his leave? Come hither, Harry Cromwell ; 
tik, Boy, the laft Words that I {peak to thée; 
‘ister not Fortune, neither fawn upon her ; 
‘sape not for State, yet lofe no {park of Honour; 
\na sition, like the Plague, fee thou efchew it; 
1 die for Treafon, Boy, and never knew it; 
yt let thy Faith as fpotlefs be as mine, 
Aod Cromwell's Virtues in thy Face hall fhine : 
‘ome, go along and fee me leave my Breath, 
And Vil leave thee upon the floor of Death. 
Son, O Father, T thall die to fee that Wound, 


Your Blood being [pilt will makemy Heart tofound. 
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Crom. How, Boy, not look upen the Axe? 
How fhall I do then to have my Head ftrook off? 
Come on, my Child, andfee the end of ali, 
And after fay, that Gardiner was my Fall. 
Gard. My Lord you fpeak it'of an envious Heart, 
I have done no more than’ Law’ and Equity. 
Bed. O; my good Lord of Wincheffer, forbear ; 
It would better feenied you to been abfent, 
Than with your Words difturb 4 dying Man. 
Crom. Who me; my Lord? no: he difturbs not me, 
My Mindhe ftirs not, tho’ his mighty Skock 
Hath brought more Peers Heads down to the Block. 
Farewel, my Boy, all Cromavell can bequeath, 
Hy hearty Bleffing, fo I take my Icave. 
Hang. Tam your Death’s Man, pray my Lord forgive me, 
Crom. Ev’n with my Soul, why Man thou art my Doctor, 
And _bring’ft me precious Phyfick for my Soul; 
My Lord of Bedford, Tdefire of you, 
Before my Death a corporal embrace, 
[Bedford comes to him, Cromwell embraces him. 
Farewel, great Lord, my Love I do commend: 
My Heart to you, my Soul to Heaven I fend; 
This is my Joy, thate’er my Body flect, 
Your honour’d Arms is my true Winding. theet; 
Farewel, dear Bedford, my Peace is made in Heav’n; 
Thus falls great Cromwell a poor Ellin length, 
0 rife to unmeafur’d height, wing’d with new ftrength, 
The Lands of Worms, which dying Men difcover. 
My Soul is fhrin’d with Heaven’s Celeftial cover. 
[Exeunt Cromwell and the Officers, and others, 
Bed, Well, farewel Cromwell, the trueft Friend 
That ever Bedford thall poffefs again, 
Well, Lords, I fear when this Man is dead, 
You'll with in vain that Gomewell had a Head. 
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Enter one with Cromwell’s Head. 


Off. Here is the Head of the deceafed Cromwell. 
Bed. Pray thee go'henice, and bear his Head away 
Unto his Body, inter them bath in Clay. 


Enter 
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Enter Sir Ralph Sadler. 

Sad. How now my Lords, what is Lord Cromyell dead 3 

Bed. Lord Cromwell's Body now doth wanta Head. 

Sad. O God, a little fpeed had fav’d his Life, 
Here is a kind Reprieve come from the King, 
Tobring him ftraight unto his Majefty. 

Saf. Ay, ay, Sit Ralph, R eprieves comenow too late. 

Gard. My Confcience now tells me this Deed was ill; 
Would Chrift that Cromwell were alive again. 

Nor. Come let us to the King, whom well I know, 
Will grieve for Gromvell, that his Death was fo. 

A [Exeunt omnes. 
















































































ate eee <a. ; - Aer hand 





PS 8 0S 8 8 CS ee S89 EB SE— 9-9 OE ~ 8 AES -9 E 8 EH ED OMe -O aE 
meer, 


ams. 





THE 


HISTORY 


OF 


Su Fohn Oldcaftle, 


LORDCOBAAM 





re 


Printed in the YEAR 1709. 














THE 


PROLOGUE 


HE doubtful Title, Gentlemen, prefixt 
Upon the Argument we have in Hand, 
May breed fufpence, and wrongfully difturb 
The peaceful Quiet of your fetled Thoughts : 
To flop which Scruple, let this brief Suffice, 
It is no pamper'd Glutton we prefent, 
Nor aged Counfellor to youthful Sin ; 
But one, whofe Virtue foone above the reff, 
A valiant Martyr, and a virtuous Peer, 
In whofe true Faith and Loyalty expreft 
Unto his Sovereign, and his Country's weal: 
We fivive to pay that Tribute of our Love 
Your Favours Mevit 5 let fair Truth be grac’ d, 
Since forg’d Invention former Time defac'd. 
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Dramatis Perfonz. 


ING Henry the Fifth. 
Sir John Oldcaftle, Lord Cobham. 

Harpool, Servant to the Lord Cobham. 
Lord Herbert, with Gough his Man. 
Lord Powis, with Owen, and Davy, his Men. 
The Mayor of Hereford, and Sheriff of Hereford- 

fhire, with Bayliffs and Servants. 
Two Fudges of Affize. 
The Bifbop of Rochefter, and Clun his Sumner. 
Sir John the Parfon of Wrotham, and Doll his 

Concubine. 
The Duke of Suffolk. 
The Earl of Huntington. 
The Earl of Cambridge. 
Lord Scroop. 
Lood Grey. 
Chartres the French Agent. 
Sir Roger Acton, 
Sir Richard Lee. 
Mafter Bourn, 
Mafter Beverleys ‘ Rebels. 
Murley the Brewer of Dunttable, 
Mafter Butler, Gentleman of the Privy-Chamber. 
Lady Cobham. 
Lady Powis. 
Cromer, Sheriff of Kent. 
Lord Warden of the Cinque-Ports. 
Lieutenant of the Tower. 
The Mayor, Conftable, and Goaler of St, Albans. 
A Kentith Conftable and an Ale-man. 
Soldiers and old Men begging. 
Dick and Tom, Servants to Murley. 
An Irifhman. 
An Hoff, Hoftler, a Carrier and Kate. 
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ACT I SCENEL 


Enter Sheriff, Lord Herbert, Lord Powis, Owen; 
Bailiff, Gough, and Davy. 


SIP ER ES F, 
a] Y Lords I charge ye in his Highnefs Name, 
Aj to keep the Peace, you and your Follow- 
ers. 
Her, Good Mafter Sheriff, look unto your 
felf. 
Pow. Do fo, for we have other Bufinefs. 
[Proffer to fight again. 
Sher. Will ye difturb the Judges, and the Affize 2 
Hear the King’s Proclamation, ye were beft. 
Pow. Hold then, let’s hear it. 
Her. But be brief, ye were beft. 
Bail. O yes. 
Davy. Coffone, make fhorter O, or fhall mar your Yes. 
Bail. O yes. Owen. 
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Oiven. What, has her nothing'to fay, but O yes‘ 
Bail. O Yes. 
Davy. O nay, PY cofs plut, down with her, down with 
her. A Powis, a Powis. 
Gough. A Herbert, 2 Herbert, and down with Poawis. 
[Helter skelter again. 
Sher. Hold in the King’s Name, hold, 
Owen. Down with a Kanaves Name, down. 
[ In this fight the Bailiff is knock’d down, and the Sheriff 
and the other run away. 
Her. Powis, 1 think thy Welfh and thou do fmart. 
Pow. Herbert, 1 think my Sword came near thy Heart. 
Her. Thy Heart’s beft Blood fhall pay the lofs of mine. 

Gough. A Herbert, a Herbert. 

Davy. A Powis, a Powis. 

As they are fightiag, Enter the Mayor of Hereford, his 

Officers and Townfmen with Clubs. 

May. My Lords, as you are Liegemen to the Crown, 

True Noblemen,..and Subjeéts_to the King, 
Attend his Highnefs Proclamation. 
Commanded by the Judges of Affize, 

For keeping Peace at this Affembly. 

Her. Good Mafter Mayor of Hereford, be brief. 

May. Serjeant, without, the Ceremonies of O yes, 
Pronounce aloud the Proclamation. 

ser. The King’s Juftices, perceiving what publick Mif- 

chief may enfue this private Quarrel; in his Majefty’s 
Name, do ftraitly charge and. command. all Perfons, of 
what Degree foever, to depart this City of Hereford, ex- 
cept fuch as are bound to give attendance at this Affize, 
ahd that no! Man prefume to wart any Weapon, efpecially 
Welth-Hooks; Foreft Bills. 

Owen. Haw? No pill nor Wells hoog ¢ ha? 

Maye. Peace, and hear the Proclamation. 

Ser. And thatthe Lord Powis do prefently difperfe and 
—— his Retinue, and depart the City in the King’s 
Peace, he and his Followers, On pain of Imprifonment. 
Davy. Haw’ pud her Lord Powis in Prifon ? A Powis, 
Coffoon, her will live and tye with her Lord. 
Herbert, a Herbert. 2 
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Zn this fight the Lord Herbert is Wounded, and fallsto the 
Ground, the Ddayor and his Company cry for Clubs : Powis 
rans away, Gough and Herbert’s Faétion are bufie about 
him. Enter the two Fuages, the Sheriff and his Bailiffs 
afore them, &c. 


1 Fudge. Where's the Lord Herbert 2 ¥s he hurt or (iin? 
Sher. He's here, my Lord. 
2 Fudge How fares his Lordfhip, Friends? 
Gough. Mortally wounded, fpeechlefs, he cannot live. 
I Fudge, Convey him hence, let not his Wounds take 
Ai, 
Ard get him dreft with Expedition. 
[Exit L. Herbert. aud Gough, 
Mafter Mayor of Hereford, Mafter Sheriff o’th’ Shire, 
Commit Lord Powis to fafe Cuftody, 
To anfwer the difturbance of the Peate, 
Lord Herbert’s Peril, and ‘his high contempt 
OF us, and you the King’s Commiffioners, 
See it be done with Care and Diligence. 
Sher, Pleafe it your Lordthip, my Lord Powis is gone 
ase all recovery. 
2 Fudge. Yet let fearch be made, 
To apprehend his Followers that a, left. 
Sher. There are fome of them: Sirs, Jay hold of them. 
Owen, Of us? and why? what hai her done, I pay 
you? 
Sher, Difarm them, Bailiffs. 
$4ay. Ofticers. afitt 
Davy.'Hear-you, Lord Shudge, what reffon for this? 
Owen. Coffoon, pe pule for fighting forour Lord? 
1 Fudge. Away with them. 
Davy. Harg you, my Lord, 
Owen. Gough my Lord Herbert's Mah’s a thitten Karave. 
Davy. Ice live and tye in good Quarrel, 
Owen. Pray you do fhuftice, let awl be Prifon. 
Davy, Prilon, no, 


Lord Shudge, I wool give you Pale, good Surety. 
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2 Fudge. What Bail? what Sureties? 

Davy. Her Cozen ap Rice, ap Evan, ap Morice, ap Mor- 
gan, ap Lluellyn, ap Adadoc, ap Aderedith, ap Griffin, ap Da~ 
vy, ap Owen, ap Shinken Shoues, 

2 Fudge. ‘Two of the moft fufficient are enow. 

Sher. And’t pleafe your Lordthip thefe’aré all but one. 

1 Fudge, To Goal with them, and the Loid Herbert's 
Men. 

We'll talk with them, when the Affize is done. [ Exennt. 
Riotous, audacious, and unruly Grooms, 

Mutt we be forced to come from the Bench, 

To quiet Brawls, which every Conftable 

In other civil Places can fuppref? : 

2 Fudge. What was the quarrel that caus’d all this ftir? 

Sher. About Religion, asI heard, my Lord. 

Lord Powis's detraéted from the Paw’r of Rome, 
A firming Wickliff’s DoGtrine to be true, 

And Rome's Erroneous: Hot reply was made 
By the Lord Herbert, they were Traitors all 
That would maintain it. Powis anfwer’d, 
They were as true, as noble, and as’ wife 

As he, that'would defend it with their Lives, 
He nam’d for inftance Sir fohn Oldcaftle 

The Lord Cobham: Herbert veply’d again, 
He, thou, and all are Traitors that fo hold. 
The Lie was giv’n, the feveral Factions drawn, 
And fo enrag’d, that we could not appeafe it, 

t Fudge. This cafe concerns the King’s Prerogative, 
And ’tis dangerous to the State and Commonwealth. 
Gentlemen, Juftices, Mafter Mayor, and Mafter Sheriff; 
It doth behove us al], and each of us 
In general and particular, to have care 
For the fuppreffing cf all Mutinies, 

And all Affemblies, except Soldiers Mufters, 

For the King’s Preparation into France. 

We hear of fecret Conventicles made, 

And there is doubt of fome Confpiracies, 

Which may break out into rebellious Arms 

When the King’s gone,’ perchance before he go: 

Note as an inftance, this one perilloys Fray, ie 
at 
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What Fations might have grown on either part, 
To the deftruétion of the King and Realm: 
Yet, in my Confcience, Sir Jobs Oldcaffle’s 
Innocent of it, only his Name was usd. 
We therefore from his Highnefs give this charge: 
You Matter Mayor, look to your Citizens, 
You. Matter Sheriff, unto your Shire, and you 
As Juftices in every ones Precin& 
There be no Meetings. When the vulgar Sort 
Sit on their Ale-Bench, with their Cups and Cans, 
Matters of State be not their common talk, 
Nor pure Religion by their Lips prophan’d. 
Let us return unto the Bench again, 4 
And there examine further. of this Fray. 
Enter a Bailiff and a Serjeant. 
Sher. Sirs, have ye taken the Lord Powis yet? 
Bail. No, nor heard of him. 
Ser. No, he’s gone far enough, 
2 Fudge. They that are left behind, fhall anfwer all: 
[ Exeunt. 
Eater the Duke of Suffolk, Bifbep of Rochefter, AZafter But- 
ler, Sir Jobo the Parfon of Wrotham, 
Sf. Now, my Lord Bithop, take free Liberty 
To {peak your Mind; what is your Suit to us? 
Roch, My noble Lord, no more than what you know, 
And have been oftentimes inyefted with: 
Grievous Comiplaints have paft between the Lips 
OF envious Perfons.to upbraid the Clergy, 
Some carping at the Livings which we have; 
And:others {purning at the Ceremonies 
That are of ancient Cuftom in the Church. 
Amongft the which, Lord Cobham is a Chief: 
What Inconvenience may proceed hereof, 
Both to the King, and. to the Commonwealth, 
May eafily be difcern’d, when like'a frenfie 
This Innovation fhall poffefs their:Minds. 
Thefe Upftarts will have Followers to upholdi 
Their damn’d Opinion, more than Harry thall, 
To undergo his quartelgainft the French. 
Suf, What proof is there againft them to be had, 
That what you fay. the Law may juftifie? 
Aaz Rothe 
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Roch, They give themfelves the Names of Proteftants; 
And meet in Fields and folitary Groves, 

S. Fobn, Was ever heard, my Lord, the like *till now 2 
That Thieves and Rebels, ’sbloud Hereticks, 

Plain Hereticks; i'll ftand to’t co their Teeth, 
Should have, to colour their vile Practices, 
A Title of fuch worth, as Proteftant2 

Enter one with a Letter. 

Suf. O but you muft not fwear, it ill becomes 
O.1¢ of your Coat, to rap out bloody Oaths. 

Roch, Pardon him, good my Lord, it is his Zeal. 

An honeft Country Prelate, who laments 
To fee fuch foul diforder in the Church. 

S.-Fohn. There’s one they call him Sir Yohn Oldcaftle. 
He has not his Name for nought: For like a Caftle 
Doth he encompafs them within his Walls, 

But *till that Caftle be fubverted quite, 
We ne’er thall be at quict in the Realm. 

Roch, This is our Suit, my Lord, that he be ta’en 

And brought in qucftion for his Herefie: 
Befide, two Letters brought me out of Wales, 
Wherein my Lord of Hertford writes to me, 
What tumult and fedition was begun, 

About the Lord Cobham, at the Sizes there, 
For. they had much ado'to calm the Rage, 
And that the valiant Herbert is there flain. 

S#f. A Fire that muft be quench'd. Well fay no more, 

The King anon goes to the Council Chamber, 
There to debate of Matters touching France, 
As he doth pafs by, Pil inform h's Grace 
Concerning your.Petition.. Matter Butler, 

If I forget, do you rcmember me, 

But. 1 will my Lord, 

Roch. Not .as a Recompence, 

But as a Token of our ‘Love to you, | Offers him a Parfe. 


By me, my Lords, the Clergy doth:prelent 
This Purfe, asd-in it full’a thoufand Angels, 
Praying your. Lordfhip to accept their Gift, 
Saf. 1 thank them,amy Lord Bithop, for their love, 
But will.bor take their’ Mony, if you pleafe 
To give it to this Gentleman, you may. 5p 
OCs 
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Roch, Sir, then we crave your furtherance herein, 
Bur. The beft I can, my Lord of Rocheffzr. 
Koch. Nay, pray take it, truft me you fhall. 
S. Fohn. Were ye all three upon New Market Heath, 
You thould not need {train cur’fie who fhould ha’, 
Sir Fobn would quickly rid ye of that care. 
Suf. The King is coming: Fear yenot, my Lord, 
The very firft thing I will break with him 
Shall be about your matter. 
Exter the King, and Earl of Huntington in talk. 
King. My Lord of Suffolk, 
Was it not faid the Clergy did refufe 
To lend us Mony toward our Wars in France 2 
Swf. It was my Lord, but very wrongfully. 
King. T know it was: For Huntington here tells me 
They have been very bountiful of late. 
Swf. And ftill they vow, my gracious Lord, tobe fo, 
Floping your Majefty will think on them 
As of your loving $ ibje@s, and fupprefs 
All fuch malicious Erors ‘as begin 
To fpot their calling, and difturb the Church. 
King. God elfe forbid: why, Szfolk, 
Is there any new Rupture to difquiet them 2 
Suf. No new, my Lord, the old is great enough, 
And fo increafing, as if not cut down, 
Will breed a {candal to your Royal State, 
And fet your Kinedom quickly in an uproar. 
The ‘Kentifh Knight, Lord Cobham, in defpight 
Of any Law, or fpiritual Difcipline, ; 
Maintains this upftart new R eligion full, 
And divers great Affemblies by his mearis 
And private Quarrels are commenc’d abroad, 
As by this Letter more at large, 
King. We do find it here, 
There was in Wales a certain Fray of late 
Between two Noblemer: But what of this? 
Follows it ftraight Lord Cobbam mutt be he 
Did caufe the fame? 1 dare be fworn, good Knight, 


He never dream’d of any fuch contention, 


Roch. But'in his Name the quarrel did begin, 
About the Opinion which he held, my Liege. 


A a 3 King. 


my Liege, is made apparent, 
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King. What if he did? was either he in place 
To take part with them? or abett them in it? 
If brabling Fellows, whofe enkindled Blood 
Seeths in their fiery Veins, will needs go fight, 
Making their Quarrels of fome words that paft 
Either of you, or you, amongft their Cups, 
Is the Fault yours? or are they guilty of it? 
Swf. With pardon of your Highnefs, my dread Lord, 
Such little fparks neglected, may in time 
Grow to a mighty Fleme. But that’s not all, 
He doth befide maintain a ftrange Religion, 
And will not be compell’d to come to Mafs. 
Roch. We do.befeech you therefore, pracious Prince, 
Without Offence unto your Majefty, 
We may be bold to ufe Authority. 
King. As how? 
Roch. To fummon him unto the Arches, 
Where fuch Offences have their Punifhment. 
King. To anfwer perfonally, is that your meaning? 
Roch. It is, my Lord, 
King. How if he appeal 2 
Roch. My Lord, he cannot in fuch a cafe as this. 
Suf, Not where Religion is the Plea, my Lord. 
King. I took it always, that our felf ftood._ on’t 
‘As a fufficient Refuge: Unto whom 
Not any but might lawfully Appeal. 
But we'll not argue now upon that point. 
For Sir Fohn Oldcaftle, whom you accufe, 
Let me intreat you to difpence a while 
With your high Title of Preheminence. [Jn feorn 
Report did never yet condemn him fo, 
But he hath always been reputed Loyal: 
And in my Knowledge I can fay thus much, 
That he is virtuous, wife, and honourable. 
If any way his Confcience be feduc’d 
To waver in his Faith, I’ll fend for him, 
And {chool him privately: If that ferve not, 
Then afterward you may proceed againft him. 
Butler, be you the Meffenger for us, 
And will him prefently repair to Court. [Exeunt. 


S. Fohm. 
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S. Fobn. How now my Lord? why ftand you difcontent? 
Infooth, methinks, the King hath well decreed. 
Roch. Ay, ay, Sir Fon, if he would keep his Word 
But I perceive he favours him fo much 
As this will be to fmall Effeét, I fear. 
S. Fohn, Why then Vil tell you what you're beft to do: 
If you fulpe& the King will be but cold 
In reprehending him, fend you a Procefs too 
To ferve upon him, fo ye may be fure 
To make him anfwer’t, howfoever it fall. 
Roch, And well remembred, I will have it fo, 
A Samuer thall be fent about it ftraight. [ Exit, 
S. Fohn. Yea, do fo. In the mean fpace this remiins 
For kind Sir ohn of Wrothamy, honeft Fack, 
Methinks the Purfe of Gold the Bifhop gave 
Made a good fhew, it had a tempting Look: 
Befhrew me, but my Fingers ends do itch 
To be upon thofe golden Ruddocks. Well ‘tis thus; 
T am not as the World doth take me for: 
If ever Wolf were cloathed in Sheep's Coat, 
Then I am he; old huddle and twang ’ifaith: 
A Prieft in thew, but, in plain Terms, a Thief: 
Yet let me tell you too, an honeft Thief; 
One that will take it where it may be fpar'd, 
And {pend it freely in good Fellowthip, 
I have as many Shapes as Proteas had, 
That ftill when any Villany is done, 
There may none fufpe@ it was Sir Fobn. 
Befides, to comfort me, (for what’s this Life, 
Except the crabbed Bitternefs thereof 
Be fweetned now and then with Letchery?) 
I have my Doll, my Concubine as ’twere, 
To frolick with, a lufty bouncing Girl. 
But whilft I loiter here, the Gold may fcape, 
And that muft not be fot It is mine own, 
Therefore I'll meet him on his way to Court, 
And thrive him of it, there will be the {port. [Exit 
Enter four poor People, fome Soldiers, fome old Men, : 
1. God help, God help, there’s Law for puniihing, 
But there’s no Law for our Neceffity: 
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There be more Stocks to fet poor Soldiersin, 
Than there be Houfes to relieve them at. 

Old Man. Ay, Houft-keeping decays in every place, 
Even as St. Peter writ, ftill worfe and worfe. 

2. Mafter Mayor of Rochefter has given command, ‘That 
none fhall go abroad out of the Parifh, and has fet down an 
Order forfooth, what every poor Houfholder muft give for 
our relief; where there be fome fefled, I may fay to you, 
had almoft as much need to beg as wes 

1. It is a hard World the while. 

Old Man. If a poor Man ask at Door for God’s fake, they 
ask him for a Licence or a Certificate from a Juftice. 

2. Faith we have none, but what we bear upon our Bo- 
dics, our maim’d Limbs, God help. us. 

4. And yer aslameias Lam, I’llwith the King into France, 
if I can but crawl a Ship-board, I had rather be flain in 
France, than ftarve in Exgland. 

Old Adan. Ha, were V but as lufty as I was at Shrewsbury 
Battel, 1 would not. do as Ido. but, we:are.now come. to 
the good Lord Cobham's Houle, \ the beft Man to the Poor 
yn all Kent. 

4, God blefs him, there be but few duch. 

Enter Cobham with Harpool. 

Cob, Thou peevith froward.Man, what wouldft thou 

have? 

Har. This Pride, this Pride, bringsiall to beggary, 

I ferv’d your Father, and syour Grandfather, 
Skew me fuch two Men now: No; no, 
Your Backs, yourBacks; the Devil and Pride 
Has ‘cut the Throat of all good Houfe-keeping, 
They were the beft Yeomens Matters that 
Ever were in England. 

Cob. Yea, except thou havea crew of filthy Knaves 
Acd fturdy Rogues ftill feeding at my Gate; 

T here is no Hofpitality with thee. 

Har. They may fitatthe Gate well enough, but the De- 
vibdfany thing you'give them, except they’ll eat Stones. 

Cob. *Fis long then of fuch hungry Knaves as: you: 
Yeed, Sirs. here’s your Retinue, your Guefts be come; 
They know their Hours, T warrant yous oar 

Old 
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Old Man, God blefs your Honour, God fave the good 
Lord Cobham, and sll his Houfe. 

Sold, Good your: Honour, beftow your bleffed Alms 
Upon poor Men. 

Cob. Nowy Sir, here be your alms Knights : 

Now are you as fafe asithe Emperor. 

Har, My alms Knights ? Nay, they're yours: 
Tcis a fhame for you, and I'll ftand to’r, 

Your foolifh Alms maintains more Vagabonds 

Than all the Noblemen in:Kenr befide, 

Out you Rogues, you Keaves, work for you Livings, 
Alas, poor Men, they »may beg their Hearts out, 
There's no more Charity among Men 

Than amongft fo many Mattive Dogs; 

What make you here, you needy Knaves? 

Away, away, you Villains, 

2 Sold. I befeech you, Sir; be good, 

Cob. Nays nay, they know thee well enough, Ithink that 
all the Beggars 10 this Land ate thy Acquaintance 
ftow your Alms, none will conttoul you, Sir. 

Hav. What thould I give them 2 you are grown fo Ber- 
garly, that you canfcarce give a bit of Bread at your Door: 
you talk of your Religion fo long, that you have banifh'd 
Charity from you : a:Man may make a Flax-fhop in your 
Kitching Chimnics, for any Fire there is ftirring. 

Cob. Lt thou wilt give them nothing, fend them hence ; 
Let them not ftand here ftarving in-the Cold, 

Har. Who, I drive them»hence?) 1f Idrive poor Men 
from the Door, I'l] be hang’d:) I know not-what I may come 
to my {elf : God help ye poor Kaaves, ye: fee the World, 
Well, you had a Mother: O-God. bé with thee good L 
thy Soul’s at reft : fhe gave more in Shirts and Smoc 
poor Children, th 
live a Beggar too, 

Cob. Ev’n the worft deed that ever my Mother did, 

Was in relieving fuch.a Fool as thou, 

Har. Ay, Tam aFool ftill: with all your Wit you'll die a 
Beggar, go too. 

Cob, Go, you old Fool, give the poor People fomethirg : 


Go in poor Men into the inner Court, and take {uch Alms as 
there isto be had. ;: 
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Sold. God blefs your Honour, 
Har. Hang you Rogues, hang you, there’s nothing but 
Mifery amongft-you, you fear no Laws, you. | Exit. 
Oldm.. God blefs you good Mafter, Ralph, God fave your 
Life, you are good to the Poor ftill. 
Enter the Lord Powis difguifed. 
Cob. What Fellow’s yonder comes, along the Grove? 
Few Paffengers there be that know this way ; 
Methinks he ftops as though he ftaid for me, 
And meant to fhroud himfelf among the Buthe, 
I know the Clergy shates me to the Death, 
And my Religion. gets me many Foes: 
And this may be fome defperate Rogue 
Suborn’d to work me Mifchief : as pleafeth Goc, 
If he come toward me, fure Pll ftay his coming, 
Be he butone Man, whatloe’er hebe. [Lord Powis comes on. 
I have been well acquainted with that Face. 
Pow. Well met; my Honourable Lord and Friend, 
Cob. You are welcome, Sir, whate’er you be; 
But of this fudden, Sir, E-do not kaow. you. 
Pow. I am one that wifheth well unto. your Honour, 
My Namevis Powis, an old Friend of yours. 
Cob. My Honourable Lord, and worthy Friend, 
What makes your Lordthip thus alone in Kent 
And thus difguifed in this ftrange Attire ? 
Pow. My Lord, an.unexpected accident 
Hath at this time enfore'd me to thefe Parts, 
And thus it hape... Not yet full five Days fince, 
Now at the laft Affize at Hereford, 
It chane’d that the Lord Herbert and my felf, 
’Mongft other things difcourfing at the Table, 
To fall in Speech about fome certain Points 
Of Wickliff’s Doctrine “gainft the Papacy, 
And the Religion Catholick maintain’d 
Through the moft part of Europe at this day, 
This wilful tefty. Lord ftuck not toMfay, 
That Wickliff was a Knave, a Schifmatick, 
His Do@rine devilith and Hereticals 
And whatfoever he was maintain’d the fame, 
Was Traitor both to God, and to his Country. 
Being moved at his peremptory Speech 
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I told him, fome maintain’d thofe Opinions, 
Men, and truer Subjects than Lord Herbert was: 
And he replying in*comparifons, 
Your Name was urp’d; my Lord, againft this challenge, 
To be a perfect favourer of the Truth, 
And to be fhort, from words we fell to: blows, 
Our Servants, and our Tenants taking parts. 
Many on both fidés hurts and for an Hour 
The broil by no means could be pacified, 
Until the Judges rifing from the Bench; 
Were in their Perfons fore’d to part the fray. 
Cob. I hope no ‘Man was violently. flain. 
Pow, Fiith none f truft, burtheLord Herbert's felf, 
Who is in truth fo dangeroufly hurt, 
As it is doubted’he can hardly feape. 
Cob, Tim forry, my good Lord, of thefe ill News. 
Pow. This isthe caufe that drives me into: Kens, 
To fhroud my felf with you fo good's Friend, 
Until I hear how things do fpeed:at home. 
Cob, Your Lordfhip is moft welcome unto Cobham 3 
But I'am very forry, my good Lord, 
My Name was brought in queftion in this matters 
Confidering I have many Enemies, 
That threaten Malice,’ and do lie in wait 
To take the vantage of the fmalleft thing: 
But you ire welcome, and repofe your. Lord fhip, 
And keep your felf here fecret in my Hovfe, 
Until we hear how the Lord Herbert {pceds. 
Enter: Harpoo), 
Here comes my Man: Sirrahy what News @ 
Har. Yonder’s one’ Mr. Butler of the Privy Chambers is 
fent unto you fromthe King. 
Pow. Pray God the Lord Herbert be not dead, and the 
King hearing whither T am gone, hath fent for me. 
Cob, Comfort your felf, my Lord, I warrant you. 
Har, Fellow, what ails thee? do’ft thou quake? -do'ft 
thou fhake? do’ft thou tremble? ha? 
Cob, Peace, you old Foo}: Sirrah, convey this Gentleman 
in the back way, and bring the other into the walk. 
Har, Come, Sir, you're welcome, if you love my Lord. 
Pow. Grarsercy;' gentle Friend. | Exewnt: 
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Cob. Y thought as much, that it would not be long 
Before I heard of fomething from the King, 

About this matter. 
Enter Harpool, with AZafter Butler. 

Har. Sir, yonder my Lord walks, you fee him; 
I'll have your Men into the Sellar the while. 

Cob, Welcome, good Mafter Butler. 

But. Thanks, my good Lord: his Majefty doth commend 
his Love unto your Lordfhip, and wills you to repair unto 
the Court, 

Cob. God blefs his Highnefs, and confound his Enemies, 
I hope his Majefty is well? 

But. In good Health, my Lord. 

Cob. ‘God long continue it: methinks you look asthough 
you were not well, what ails ye, Sir 2 

But. Faith 1 have had a foolifth odd mifchance, that an- 
gers me: coming over Shooter’s-Hill, there came one to. me 
like'a Sailor, and askt me Mony,; and whilft I. ftaid.my,Horfe 
to draw my Purfe, he takes th’ advantage of a little: Banks 
and leaps behind ‘me, whips my Purfe away, and with afud- 
den jerk, I know not how, threw me at leat three Yards out 
of my Saddles P'never was fo robb’d in.all my Life. 

Cob, Yam very forry,. Sir, for your mifchance; we will 
fend ‘our’Wartant forth, to ftay fuch fufpicious Perfons: as 
fhall be found, then’Mr. Butler we'll attend you, 

Bat. I humbly thank your Lordfhip, Twill attend you. 

Enter the Sumoer. 

Sam. T have the Law to warrant whar I do, and though 
the Lord Cobham be 4 Nobleman, that. difpenfes not, with 
Law,’ I dare ferve a Procefs were he five Noblemen, though 
we Sumuers make {ometimes a mad flip in a corner withoa 
pretty Wench, a Smner muft not go always by feeings.a 
Man may be content to hide his Eyes where he may feel-his 
Profit. Well, this is Lord Cobham’s Houle, if I cannot 
{peak with him, Pil clap my Citation upon’s Door, fo my 
Lord of Rocheffer bad me; but methinks here comes one.of 
his Men. 

Har. Welcome Good-fellow, welcome, who. would’ft thou 
fpeak with? 

Sam. With my Lord Cobham 1 would fpeak,. if thou be 
ane of his Men, 


Har, 
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Har. Yes, l-amone of his Men, but thou canft not, {peak 
with my Lord, 

Sum. May ¥ fend to him then2 

Har. Vl tell thee that, ‘when I know thy. Errand. 

Sum, I will not'tell my Errand to thee. 

far. Then keep it to thy felf, and walk like a Knave as 
thou cam’ft 

Sum,'T tell thee, my Lord keeps no Knaves, Sitrah, 

Har. Then thou ferveft him not, I believe, What Lord 
is thy Matter 2 

Sum. My. Lord of Rochefter. 

Har. In good time: and what would’t ‘thou: have with 
my Lord Cobham 2 

Sum. 1 come by verte of a Procefs, to cite him to ap- 
peat before my Lord in the Court at Rochefter. 

Har. afide. Well, God grant me Patience, I could: eat 
this Counger. My Lord is not 4 home, therefore it were 
good; Sumner, you carried your Procefs back. 

Sum, Why,’ if he will not be {poken withal, then will I 
leave it’here, and fee that he take Knowledge of jr, 

far, ’Zounds you Slave, do you fet up your Bills here: 
$0 too, ‘take it down again, Doft thou know. what thou 
doft? Doft thou know on whom thou ferveft a Procefe? 


Sum. Yes, matry do I, on Sir Foba Oldcaftle,: Lord 
Cobham, 

Har. Tam glad thou knoweft him yet: and Sirrah, doft 
not know that the Lord Cobham is a brave Lord, that keeps 
good Beef and Beer in’ his Houfe, and every Day. feeds .a 


hundred: poor People at’s Gate, and keeps a: hundred tall 
Bellows 2 


Sun. What's that to my Proce; 2 

Har) Marty this, Sir, is this Procefs Parchment? 
Sum. Yes marry is it, 

Har. And this Seal Wax 2 

Sam. Tters fo, 


Har. If this be Parchment, and this Wax;_.eat you this 
Parchment’and this Wax,’ or f will make Patchment of your 
Skin, and beat your Brainsinto Wax; Sitrah, ‘ Svmuer, di- 
fpatch, devour, Sirrah, devour. 

Sum. T am my Lord of Rochefter’s Suis 


ery 'T-came toda 
my Office, and thou fialt/anfwer it, 


Tiny, 
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Har. Sirrah, no railings but betake -your felf to your 
Teeth, thou fhalt eat no worfe than thou bring’ft with thee, 
thou bring’ft it for my Lord, and wilt thou bring my Lord 
worfe than thou wilt eat thy felfé 

Sum, Sir, I brought it not my Lord:to eat. 

Har. O, do you Sir me now; all's; one for that, V’ll 
make you eat it, for bringing if. 

Sum. 1 cannot eat it. 

Har. Can you not? 'sblood I'll beat. you till. you have'a 
Stomach. | Beats him, 

Sam. O hold, hold, good:.Mr. Servingman, I will eat:it. 

Har. Be champing, be chawing, Sir, or Vl chaw you, 
you Rogue, the pureft of the Hony. 

Sum, Tough Wax is the pureft Hony. 

Har. O Lord, Sir, oh, oh, 
Feed, feed, ’tis wholfome, Rogue; wholfome. 
i Cannot you, like an honeft Sumner, walk with the Devil 
Re your Brother, to fetch in®your Bailiff’s Rents; but you 
es mutt come to a Noble Man's Houfe with Procefs? | If thy 
’ } Seal were as broad as the Lead that covers Rocheffer Church, 
, ae thow fhould’ft eat it. 
ite Sum. ©, Lam almoft choak’d, Tuam almoft choak’d. 
hin Har, Who’s within there?’ will you: fhame my: Lord) is 
, there no Beer in the Houfe? Butler, I fay. 

Enter Butler. 


























Bat. Here, here. 

Har. Give him Beer. [He drinks. 
There : tough old Sheepskins, bare dry Meat, 

Sum. O; Sir, let me go no further, Pll eat my. word. 

Har. Yea marry, Sir, I mean ye fhall eat more than your 
own word, for I’ll make you eat all the words in the Procefs. 
Why you Drab-monger, cannot theSecretsof all the Wenches 
ina Shire ferve your turn, but you muft come hither. witha 
Citation with a’ Pox? Fil cite you. 
A Cup of Sack for the Sumner. 

But. Here, Sir, here. 

Har. Here, Slave, I drink to thee. 

Sam. 1 thank you, Sir. 

Har» Now if thou find’ft thy Stomach well, becaufe thou 
fhalt fee my Lord keeps Meat in’s Houle, if thou wilt goin 
thou fhalt have a piece of Beef to thy Break-falt, 


Sits 
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Sum. No, I am very: well, good Matter Servingman, I 
thank you, ‘very well, Sir, 

Har. Tam glad on't, ‘then be walking towards Rochefter to 
keep your Stomach warm. Aid Sumner, if Ido know you 
difturb a good Wench withia: this Diocefs, if I do not make 
thee eat herPctticoar, lif there were four Yards of Kenti [b 
Cloth in’t, I am a Villain. 

Sum. God be w'ye, Mafter Servingman, [Exit. 

far. Farewel, Sumuer; 

Enter Conftable. 

Con. Save you, Matter Harpool, 

Har, Welcome: Conitable , * welcome Conftable, whet 
News with thee? 

Con. An’t pleafe you; Matter Harpool, I am to makeHue 
and Cry fora Fellow with one Eye, .that has rob’d two 
Clothiers; and amito crave*your hindrance to fearch all fu- 
{pected Places 5: and they fay «there wasea Woman. in the 
Company. 

Har, Haft thou been at the Ale-houfe2 -haft thou fought 
there ? 

Con. I durft not fearch in my Lord Cobbam's Liberty, ex 
cept I had fome’ of his'Servants:for my Warrant, 

Har, An honeft Conftabley call forth him that keep the 
Ale-houfe there, 

Con. Ho, who’s within there? 

<Ale-man. Who calls there? Oh, is’t yous Mr. Conftable, 
and Mr, "Harpool ? yowre welcome with al} my Heart, what 
make you here fordarly ‘this Morning? 

Har, Sintra, “whit ‘Strangers do youslodge?. there wis. a 
Robbery done this*Morhing, and we ate to fearch for all 
fufpested Petfons: 

Ale-man, Gods-bores; Tam forry for’. Dfaith, Sir, I 
lodge no body, ‘but a' good honeft Prieft, call’d Sir Fobn.a 
Wrotham, and a handfome Woman that is his Neece, that he 
fays he has fome Suit in Law for, and as they go up and down 
to London, fometimes they lie at my Houfe, 

Har, What, is the herein thy Houfe now? 

Ale-man, She is, Sir: I promife you; Sir, he is a quiet 
Min,’ and: betaufe he will/nottrouble too many Rooms, ‘he 
makes the Woman ‘lie-every Night: at his Beds Feet, 


Har. Bring her forth, Conftable, bring her forth, let's fee’: 


her; “Iet’s fee her, Ales 
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a 


Ale-man. Dorothy, you mufteome down. to\Mafter Con- 


ftable. 

Doll. A-non forfooth:  Sheénters. 

Har. Welcome; {weet Lafs; welcome. if 

Doll. thank ‘you, good Sir, “and Matter Conftable alfo. 

Har. A plump Girl by the? Mats," plump. »Girl; haj 
Doll, hae Wilt. thou forfake the Prieft, and go with me; 
Doll? 

Con. Ab! well faid, Matter Harpool, you are a merry old 
Man ‘faith ; you will never be old: now by the Mack, a 
pretty Wench indeed. 

Kar, Ye old mad merry Conftable, art thou advis’d of 
that? Ha, well faid Doll, fill fome Ale heré. 

Doll afide. Ob, if Lwift this old Prieft would’ not ftick to 
m>, by Jove I would ingle this old Serving-mans 

Har. © you old mad Cole, i’faith Ti ferk yous fill all 
the Pots in the Houfe there. 

Con. Oh! well faid, Mafter Harpool, youcare a Heart of 
Oak when all’s done. 


Har. Ha Doll, thou haft a’ fweer. pair of “Lips by the 
Mafs. 
Doll. Truly you are a moft {weet old Man, asever Tfaws 
by my Troth, you have 2Face able ‘to make any Woman in 
Love with you. 

Har. Fill, {weet Doll, Pi'drink-to thee. 

Doll. Upledge you, Sirs and thank you therefore, and. I 
pray you let it come. 

Har. (Imbracing her| Doll, cant thou*love me} a mad 

God I had never feen thee, 


merry Lafs, would to 
Doll. 2 warrant you, you will not outof my Thoughts 
full sof Favourysas any 


this Twelvemonth, truly you are as 
Man may be. Ah thefe tweet Gtay’ Locks,’ by my Troth 


they are moft lovely. 
Con. ‘Cuds’ Bores, “Matter Harpool, Vi) have one Bufs 


00. 
Har. No licking for you, Conftable, hand off; hand off, 
Con. Berlady f love Kiffing as well'as ‘you, 
Doll, Oh, you are an odd Boy, you have.a wanton Eye 
of your own? ah you {weet Sugar-lipt wantod, you will 


win as many Womens Heatts as come in your Company. 
’ ; Enter 
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Enter Prieft. 

Prieft. Doll, come hither. 

Har, Prieft, the thall not: 

Doll. 111 come anon, {weet Love. 

Prief?. Hand off, old. Fornicator. 

Har, Vicar, 1’)l fit here in {pight of thee, is this ftuff for 
a Prieft'to carry up and down with him? 

Prieft. Sirrab, doft thou not know that a good Fellow Par- 
fon may have a Chappel of Eafe, where his Parifh Church 
is far off 2 

Har, You Whorfon fton’d Vicar, 

Prieff. You old ftale Ruffin, you Lion of Coz/el, 

Har, ’Zounds; Vicar, Vil geld you. [Flies upon bim, 

Con. Keep the King’s Peace. 

Doll, Murder, murder, murder ! 

<le-man, Hold, asyou are Men; hold; for God’s fake be 
quiet: put up your Weapons, you draw not in my Houfe, 

Har. You Whorfon Bawdy Prieft. 

Prieft. You old Mutton-monger. 

Con. Hold, Sir Fohn, hold. 

Doll. I pray thee, {weet Heart, be quiet, I was but fitting 
to drink a Pot of Ale with him, even as kind a Man as ever 

I met with, 

Har. Thou art a Thief, I warrant thee, 

Prieft. Then I am but as thou haft been in thy Days, 
let’s not be afham’d of out Trade, the King has been a Thief 
himfelf, 

Doll. Come, be quict, haft thou fped2 

Prieft. I have, Wench, here be Crowns i’faith, 

Doll, Come, let’s be all Friends then. 

Con. Well faid, Miftrefs Dorothy. 

Har. Thowt are the maddeft Prieft that ever I met with. 

Prieft. Give me thy Hand, thou art as good a Fellow : 

I ath a Singer, a Drinker, a Bencher, a Wencher; I can fay a 
Ma(s, and. kifs a Lafs: Faith, I have a Parfonage, and be- 
caufe I would not be at too much Charges, this Wench 
ferveth mé for a Sexton. ; 
Har. Well faid, mad. Prieft, we'll in and be Friends, 
[Exennt. 


Vor. VI. Bb Enter 
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inter Sir Roger ACton, AdafPer Bourn, Afafter Beverley, 
and William Murley the Brewer of Dunttable. 

Att, Now Mafter AZarley, Lam, well affur'd 
‘ou know our Errand, and do like the Canfe, 

sing-a Mian affeéted as’ we are. 

Méur. Marry God dild ye dainty my dear: No Ma- 

ry good Sir Roger -déton, Mafter Bourn, and Mafter 

verleyy Gentlemen and Juftices of thé Peace, no Mafter, 
. but plain Wiliam Marley the Brewer of Dunjtable, yout 
neft Neighbour and your Friend, if ye be Men of my 
ofeffion. 

Sev. Profeffed Friends to Wickliff ; Foes to Rome. 

‘Mur, Hold by me, Lad, lean ‘upon ‘that Staff, good 
‘i {ter Beverley, all of a Houfe, fay your Mind, fay your 
blind. 

Att. You know our Faction now is grown fo great 

hroughout the Realm, that it begins to {moak 
o the Clergies Eyes, and the King’s Ears 5 
‘h time it is that we were drawn to head, 

ir General and Officers appointed. 

«id Wars ye wot, will ask great ftore of Coin, 
-5le to flrength our action with your Purfe, 
You are Elected for a Colonel 

Over a Regiment of fifteen Bands, 

Mur. Fue, paltry, paltry, in and out, to and fro, be ir 
more or lefs upon occafion, Lord have Mercy upon us, 
‘hat a World is this! Sir Roger Afton, I am but a Dua/ta- 
fe Man, a plain Brewer, ye know; Will lufty Caveliering 
Captains (Gentlemen) come at my culling, go at my bid- 
Jing? dainty my Dear, they'll do ‘a Dog of Wax, a Horfe 
ct Cheefe, a Prick and a Pudding; no, no, ye muft appoint 
fame Lord or Knight at leaft, to that. place. 

Bours Why, Matter Adurlzy, you thall be a Knight: 
Were’ you not in Ele@tion to be Sheriff 2 
‘fave ye not pafs'd all Offices bur that 2 
Mave ye not Wealth to make your Wife a Lady? 

{ warrant you, my Lord, our General 
Beftows that Honour on you, at firlt fight. 

Mur. Marry God dild ye dainty my Dear; 
Put tell me, who fhall be our General. 
Where's the Lord Cobham, Sir ohn Oldcaffle, 


That 
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That noble Alms-giver, Houfe-keeper, virtuous, 
Religious Gentleman? Come to me there, Boys, 
Come to me there, 

Ai, Why, who but he fhall be our General ? 

Mur. And fhall he Knight me, and make me Colonel? 

Aé&, My word for that, Sir Wiliam Murley Knight. 

Mur. Fellow, Sir Roger Aiton Knight, all Fellows I 
mean in Arms, how {trong are we ? how many Partners 2 
Our Enemies befide the King are mighty, be it more or lefs 
upon occafion, reckon our Force. 

Aét. There arecf as, our Friends, and Followers, 

Three thoufand and three hundred at the leaft: 
Of Northern Lads four thoufand, befide Horfe; 
From Kent there comes with Sir John Oldcaftle 
Seven thoufand: then from London iffue out, 

Of Mafters, Servants, Strangers, Prentices, 
Forty odd thoufand into Ficket Field, 

Where we appoint our fpecial Randevouz, 

Mur. Fue, paltry, paltry, in and out, to and fro, Lord 
have Mercy upon us, what a World is this! Where’s that 
Ficket Field, Sir Roger? 

A&, Behind St. Giles’s in the Field, near Holbourn. 

Mur. Newgate, up Holbourn, St. Giles’s in tre Ficid, and 
to Tyburn, an old fay. For the Day, for the Day? 

Att, On Friday next, the Fourteenth day of Fandary. 

Mur. Tilly vally, truft me never if Ihave any liking of 
that Day. - Fue, paltry, paltry, Friday, quoth a, diftmal day, 
Childermas-day this Year was Friday. 

Bev. Nay Matter AZurley, if you obferve fuch days, 

We make fome queftion of your Conftancy, 
All Days are alike to Men refolv’d in Right. 

Mur. Say Ames, and fay no more, but fay and hold 
Mafter Beverley: Friday next, and Ficket Field, and William 
Murley and his merry Men fhall be all one: I have half a 
fcore Jades that draw my Beer Carts, and every Jade fhall 
bear a Knave, and every Knave fhall weara Jack, and eve- 
ry Jack fhall have aScull, and every Scull fhall fhew aSpear, 


} 


and every Spear fhall Killa Foe at Ficker Field, at Ficker Field : 
Sohn and Tom, Dick and Hodge, Ralph atd Robin, William 
and George, and all my Knaves fhall fight like Men, at 
Ficket Field, on‘Friday next. 

Bb z Bourn, 
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Bourn. What Sum of Mony mean you to disburfe2 

Mur. It may be modeftly, decently, and foberly, and 
handfomely, I may bsing five hundred Pounds 

“és Five hundred, Man?) five thoufand’s not enough; 

A hundred thoufand. will not pay our Men 

‘we Months together; either come prepar’d 
Like a brave Knight, and Martial Colonel, 

In glittering Gold, and gallant Furniture, 
Bringing in Coin, a Cart-load at leat 

And all your Followers mounted on good Horfe; 
Or never come difgraceful to us all, 

Bev. Perchance you may be chofen Treafurer, 
Ten thoufand Pound’s the leaft that you ¢an bring, 

Mur. Paltry, paltry, in.and, out; to and fro: upon. o¢- 
cafion I have ten thoufand Pound to fpend, and ten too. 
And rather than the Bifhop fhall have his will of me for my 
Confcience, it thall all go... Flame and Flex, Flax and Flame. 
It was got with Water and Malt, and it thall fly: with Fire 
and Gun-powder. Sir Roger, a Cart-load of Mony ’till the 
Axletree crack; my. felf and my-Meni in: Ficket Field om Fri- 
day next : remember my Knight-hood and my Placey there’s 
my Hand, [ll be there, Exit. 

At, See what Ambition may perfwade Men to, 

In hope of Honour he will fpend himfelf 

Bourn. 1 never thought a Brewer-half fo riche 

Bev. Was never, Bankrupt Brewer yet but one, 
With ufing too much Malt, too little Water. 

Att, That’s no fault in. Brewers now adays: : 

Come, away about our Bufinefs, [ Exeunt. 

Enter King, Duke of Suffolk, A¢after Butler, Oldcattle 

Kneeling to the King. 
King. *Vis not enough, Lord Cobham,.to fubmit; 

You muft forfake your grofs Opinion: 
he Bifhops find themfelves much injured; 
And though for fome.good Service you: have done, 
We for our part are pleas'd to pardon: you, 
Yet they will not fo foon be fatisfy’d. 

Cob, My gracious Lord, unto.your Majcity, 
Next unto my God, I owe my Life; 
And what is mine, eicher by Nature’s-gift, 
©: Fortune's bounty, <all. is at your Services 
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But for Obedience to the Pope of Rome, 
I owe him none3. nor. fhall his fhaveling Priefts 
That are in England, alter my belief. 
If out of Holy Scripture they can prove 
That I am in an Error, I will yield, 
And gladly take Inftru@ion at their Hands: 
But otherwife, I do befeech your Grace, 
My Confcience may not ‘be incroach’d upon. 
King. We would be loth to prefsour Subje@ts Bodies, 
Much lefs their Souls, the dear redeemed part 
OF him that is the Ruler of us all: 
Yet Ict me Counfel you, that might command ; 
Do not prefume to tempt them with ill words, 
Nor fuffer any meetings to be had 
Within your Houfe,: but to the uttermoft 
Difperfe the Flocks of this new gathering Se@. 
Cob, My Liege, if any Breath that dares come forth, 
And fay, my Life in any-of thefe Points 
D.ferves th’ attainder of ignoble Thoughts : 
Here:ftand I, craving no remorfe-at all, 
But even the utmoft Rigour may be fhown. 
King. Let it fufficey we know your Loyalty, 
What have you the¥e? 
Cob. A Deed of Clemency, 
Your Highnefs Pardon for Lord Powis Life, 
Which I did beg; and you, my. Noble Lord, 
Of gracious Favour did vouchfafe to grant. 
King. But yet it is not figned with out Hand. 
Cob, Not yet, my Liege. 
King. The Fa& youfay was done 
Not of propenfed malice, but by chance. z 
Cob. Upon mine Honour fo, no otherwife. | Writes, 
King. There is his Pardon, bid him make amends, 
And cleanfe his Soul to: God for his offence, 
What we remit, is but the Body’s feourge. 
How now, Lord Bifhop2 
Enter Bifhop of Rocheller, 
Roch, Jultice, dread Soveraign, 
As thou art King, fo grant I may have Juttice. 
King. What means this Exclamation? ict us know, 
&och. Ah, my good Lord, the State’s abus’d, 
Bb 3 And 
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And our Decrees moft fhamefully prophan’d. 
King, How? Or by whom? 
Roch. Even by this Heretiek, 
This Few, this Traitor to your Majefty. 
Cob. Prelate, thou lyeft, evenin thy greafie Maw, 
Or Wwholoever twits me with the Name 
Of cither Traitor, or of Heretick. 
King. Forbeary fay: and Bifhops fhew the Caufe 
From whence this late abufe hath been deriv’d. 
Roch. Thusy mighty King: by general confent 
A Meffenger was fent to cite this Lord 
To make appeararice in the Confiftory: 
And coming to his Houfe, a Rufhan Slave, 
One of his daily Followers, met the Man, 
Who knowing him to be a Parator 
Affaults him firft, and after in contempt 
Of us, and our proceedings, makes him eat 
The written Procefs, Parchment, Seal and all: 
Whereby this Matter neither was brought forth, 
Nor we but fcorn’d for our Authority. 
King. When was this done? 
Rech. At fixa Clock this Morning, 
King. And when came you to @ourt? 
Cob. Lat Night, my Liege. 
King. By this it feems he is not guilty of it, 
And you have done him wrong t’accufe him ‘o. 
Roch. But it was done, my Lord, by. hisappotntment, 
O:- elfe his Man-durft: not have been fo bold. 
King. Or elfe you derft be bold to-interrupt 
And fi'l-our Ears with frivolous Complaints. 
Ts this the Duty you do bear.to us ? 
Was’t not fufficiént we did pafs our word 
To fend forhim, but you mifdoubting jt, 
Or which is worfe; intending to foreftal 
Our Regal Powers muft likewife fummon him? 
This favours of Ambition, not of Zeal, 
And rather proves you malice his, E ftate, 
Than any way that he offends the Law. 
Go too, we like it not: and he your Officer 
Had his defert foribeing Infolenr, 
Enter 
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Enter Lord Huntington. 
That was inploy’d fo much amifs herein, 
So Cobham vhen you pleafe, you may depart. 


Cob. 1 humbly bid farewel unto my. Liege. [ Exie, 


King. Faewels what’s the News: by, Huntington ? 
Hun, Sir Roger Acton, anda Crew, my, Lord, 
Of bold Secitious Rebels, are in Arms, 
Intending Reformation of Religion, 
And with their Army ms y intend: to pitch 
In Ficker Fidd, unk is they be repuls’d. 
King. So reat our Prefence? Dare they be fo bold? 
And will prowd War’ and cager. thirft of Blood, 
Whom we lad thought to entertain far off, 
Prefs forth upon us in our Native Bounds? 
Matt we be tore’dto hanfelour.fharp: Blades 
In Exgland tere, which we prepard. for Frauce ? 
Well, aGocs Name be its: What’s their Number, fay, 
Or who’s th: chief Commander of this Row 3 
Hun. Their Number is not:known as-yet, my Lord, 
But ’tis reported, Sir Folon Oldcaftle 
Is the chief Man, on'whom-chey dodepend, 
King. How? the Lord Cobham ? 
Hun. Yes, my gracious Lord, 
Roch. I cculd have told your Majeftyoas much 
Before he went, but that [faw yor = Grace 
Was too much blitided’ by: his Fla artery. 
Suff. Send Poft, my Lord, to fetch him back again. 
Bat. Traitr unto his Country, how: he fmooth’d 
And feem’d is: Innocent as Truthit felf 2 
King. I canot think it yet he would be falfe: 
But if he be, no matter; Ict him go, 
We'll meet both him and them. unto their woe. 
Roch, This falls out well, and at the laft I hope 
To fee this Heretick die in a Rope. [ Exennt. 
Enter Earl of Cambridge, Lord Scroop, Gray, and 
Chartres the French Factor. 
Scroop. Once more, my Lord of Cambridge, make Rehcarfal 
How you do [tand Tatituled tothe Crown, 
The deeper fhall we print itin our Minds, 
And every Min the better be refolv’d, 
When he perceives his Quarrel to besjuft. 
Bb4 Gam. 
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Cam. Then thus, Lord Scroop, Sir Thomas Gray, 
And you, Monfieur de Chartres, Agent for’ the French. 
This Lionel, Duke of Clarence, (as ¥ {aid) 

Third Son of Edward (Englana’s King) the Third, 
Had Iffue, Philip his tole Daughter add: Heir; 
Which Philip afterward was given'in Marriage 

To Edmund Adortimer the Earl of March, 

And by him hada Son call’d Roger’ Afortimer 3 

W hich Roger likewife had of his Defcent, 

Edmund, Roger, Ann and Elianor, 

Two Daughters and two Sons, but of thofe, three 
Dy’d without Iffue: “Avn, that did Survive, 

And now was left her Father's only Heir, 

By fortune was to marry,’ being too 

By my Grandfather of King Edward's Line: 

So of his Sir-name, I am/call'd you know. 

Richard Mantaginety my Father was, 

Edward the Duke-of Yorks and Son and Heir, 

To Bdmund Langley; Edward the T hird’s firft Son. 

Scroop. So that-iefeems your Claim: comes by your Wife, 
As lawful Heir to Rager AdZortimer, 

The Son of Edmand, which did marry Philip 
Daughter and Heir to Lionel Duke: of Glarente, 

Cam. True, forthis Harry, and his-Father both, 
Harry the firft, as plainly doth appears 
Are falfe Intruders;-and: Ufurp the Crown. 

For when Young Richard was at Ponsfrer flain, 

In him the Title of Prince Edward dy’d, 

That was the Eldeft of King Edwara’s Sons: 

Wiliam of Hatfield, and their fecond Brother, 

Death in his Nonage had before bereft’: 

So that my Wife deriv’d from Lionel, 

Third Son unto King Edward, ought ‘proceed 

And take Poffeflion.of the Diadem 

Before this Harry, ‘or his Father Kiag, 

Who fetch their Title but from Laxcafer, 

Forth of that Royal Line, And being thus 

What reafon is’t, but fhe thould have her Right? 
Scroop. 1 am refolv’d, our Enterprize is juft. 
Gray. Harry (hall Die, or elfe refign his Crown, 

Char. Perform but:that, and Charles the King: of France 
Shall 
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Shall aid you Lords,’‘not only with his Men; | 
But fend you Mony: to: maintaim your Wars : 
Five hundred thoufand’ Crowns he: badme proffer, 
If you canftop but Harry’s Voyage for France. 
Scroop. We never had a fitter time than now; 
The Realm insfuch divifion-as it is, 
Cam. Befides you mutt perfwade you, there is due 
Vengeance for Richard's. Murther, which although 
Tt be deferr’d, yet willit'fall at laft, 
And now as likely as another-time. 
Sin hath had many Years to ripen in, 
And now the Harveft: cannot be far off, 
Wherein the Weeds of Ufurpation 
Are to be crop’d, and caft into the Fire, 
Scroop. No more, Earl:Cambridge, herel plight my Faith, 
To fet up thee and thy tenowhed Wife. 
Gray. Gray will perform the fame, as: he-is Knight. 
Char. And to-aflit -yesas I faid befdre; 
Chartres doth “gage the Honour of his King, 
Scroop. We lack but now Lord Cobbam's Fellowthip, 
And then our Plot were abfolute indeed: 
Cam. Doubt not of him, my: Lord ; his Life’s purfu’d 
By the incenfed. Clergy, and of late 
Brought in difpleafure with the King, affures 
He may be quickly won-unto our BaGion, 
Who hath the Articles were drawn at large 
Of our whole purpofe? 
Gray. That have I, my Lord: 
Cam. We fhould not now be far off from his Houfe, 
Our ferious Conference hath beguil’d the way: 
See where his Caftle ftands, give me the writing, 
When we are come unto:the Speech of him, 
Becaufe we will not ftand to make recount 
Of that which hath been faid, -herehe hall read 
Our Minds at large, and what we crave of him. 
Enter. Lord Cobham. 
Scroop. A ready way; here comes the Man himfelf 
Booted and fpurr’d, it feems he hath beem+iding, 
Cam. Well met, Lord Cobham. 
Cob, My Lord of Cambridge? 
Your Honour is moft welcome into. Kear, 
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‘And all the reft of this fair Company. 
I am new come from London, gentle Lords: 
But will ye not take. Cowling for your Hoft, 
And fee what entertainment it affords? 
Cam. We were intended to have been your Guefts: 
But now this lucky Meeting fhall fuffice 
To end our Bufinefs, and defer that kindnefs. 
Cob. Bufinefs, my Lord? what Bufinefs fhould 
Let you to be merry? we have no delicates; 
Yet this Pil promife you, a piece of Venifon, 
A Cup of Wine, and fo forth, Hunters fare: 
And if you pleafe, we'll {trike the Stag our felves 
Shall fill our Difhes with his well-fed Fleth. 
Scroop. That is indeed the thing we all defire. 
Cob, My Lords, and you fhall have your choice with me. 
Cam. Nay, but the Stag which we defire to ftrike, 
Lives not in Cowling: If you will confent, 
And go with us, we'll bring you to a Forelt, 
Where runs a lufty Herd; among the which 
There, is a Stag fuperior to the reft ; 
A ftately Beaft, that_when his Fellows run 
He leads the Race, and beats the fullen Earth, 
As though he.fcorn’d it with his trampling Roofs, 
Aloft he bears his Head, and with his Breaft 
Like a huge Bulwark counter-checks the Wind : 
i And when he ftandeth till, he ftretcheth forth 
ih His proud ambitious Neck, as if he meant 
a To wound the Firmament with forked Horns.’ 
ed Cob. ’Tis pity fuch a goodly Beaft fhould die, 
" Cam. Not fo, Sir Fohn, for he is Tyrannous, 
‘And gores the other Deer, and will not keep 
Within the limits are appointed him. 
* Of late he’s broke-into a feveral, 
Which doth belong to me, and: there he. fpoils 
Both Corn and Pafture, two of his wild Race 
Alike for ftealth, and covetous incroaching, 
Already are remov’d; if he were dead, 
I fhould not only be fecure from hurt, 
But with his Body make a Royal Fealft, 
Scroop. How fay you then, will you firft hunt with us 
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Cob. Faith, Lords, ‘I like the Paftime, where’s the place? 
Cam. Perufe this writing, it will thew you all, 
And what occafion we have for the port. | He reads. 
Cob. Call ye this Hunting, my Lords? Is this the Stag 
You wovld chafe, Harry our dread King? 
So we may make a Banquet for the Devil? 
And in the ftead of wholfome Meat, prepare 
A Dith of Poifon to confound our felves, 
Cum. Why fo, Lord Cobham? See you not our claim? 
And how imperioufly he holds the Crown 2 
Scroops Befides, you know your felf is in difgrace, 
Held as a Recreant, and purfu’d to Death, 
This will defend you from your Enemies, 
And ftablifh your Religion through the Land. 
Cob. Notorious Treafon! yet I will conceal [ Afide. 
My fecret Thoughts to found the Depth of it: 
My Lord of Cambridge, I do fee your claim, 
And what good may redound unto the Land, 
By profecuting of this enterprife. 
But where are Men? where’s pow’r and furniture 
To order fuch an AGtion? we are weak, 
Harry, you know’s a mighty Potentate. 
Cam. Tut, we are ftrong enough; you are belov’d, 
And many will be glad to follow you, 
We are the like, and fome will follow us: 
Nay, there ishope from France: Here’s an Ambaflador 
That promifeth both Men and Mony too. 
The Commons likewife, as we hear, pretend 
A fudden Tumult, we will join with them. 
Cob. Some likelihood, I muft confefs, to fpeed : 
But how thall I believe this in plain truth? 
You are, my Lords, fuch Men as live in Court, 
And have been highly favour'’d of the King, 
Efpecially Lord Scroop, whom oftentimes 
He maketh choice of for his Bed-fellow. 
And you, Lord Gray, are of his Privy-Council+ 
Is not this a train laid to intrap my Life ? 
Cam, Then perifh may my Soul; what,’ think you fo2 
Scroop, We'll {wear to you. 


Gray. 
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Gray. Or take the Sacrament. 

Cob, Nay you are Noblemen, and I imagine, 
As you are honourable by Birth, ‘and Blood, 

So you will be in Heart, in Thought, in Word. 
I crave no other Teftimony but this: 

That you would ali fubfertbe, and fet ‘your Hands 
Unto this writing which you gave to me. 

Cam. With all our Heaits: Who hath any Pen and Ink? 

Scroope My Pocket fhold: have one; O, here it is. 

Cam. Give it me, Lord Scroop. There is my Name, 

Scroop. And there is my Name. 

Gray. And mite. 

Cob. Sir, let me crave that you would likewife write 
your Name with theirs, for Confirmation of your Mafter’y 
words, the King of Franc. 

Char. That will I, nobie Lord. 

Cob. So, now this AGicn is well knit together, 

And I am for you; wheres our Meeting, Lords? 
Cam, Here, if you plese, the tenth of Fuly next. 
Cob. In Kent? agreed. “Now let us in to Supper, 

I hope your Honeurs will sot away to Night. 

Cam. Yes prefently, forl have far to ride, 
About-folliciting of other Friends, 

Seroop. And we would not be abfent from the Court, 
Left thereby grow fulpicion in the King. 

Cob. Yet tafte a Cup of Wine before ye go. 

Gam. Not now, my Lod, we thank you; fo farewell. 

| Exeunt all but Cobham. 

Cob. Farewel, my noble Lords. My noble Lords? 

My noble Villains, bafe Ccnfpirators, 

How:can they look his Highnefs in the Face, 

Whom they fo clofely ftudy to betray 2 

But:I'l! not fleep until I mike ic known, 

This: Head fhall'not'be bur:hen’d with fuch Thoughts, 

Non in this Heart will I conceal a Deed 

Of fuch impiety againft my King. 

Madam; ‘how. now 2 

Enter Lady Cobham, “Lord Powis, Lady Powis and Harpool, 

In Cob, You're welcome home, my Lord: 
W hy sfeem ‘ye fo ‘wnquiet in your Looks? 
What 
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What hath befall’n you that difturbs your Mind 2 
L.Pow. Bad News I am afraid touching my Husband. 
Cob. Madam, notfo; there is your Husband’s Pardon; 
Long may ye live, each joy unto the other. 
L. Pow. So great a Kindnefs, as 1.know not how to re 


ply, 
my Senfe is quite confounded. 


Cob. Let that alone; and, Madam, 
For I muft back unto the Co 
With all the {peed I can: Harpool, my..Horfe, 

L. Cob. Sofoon my Lord? what will you ride all Night? 

Cob, All Night or Day, it mutt be fo {weet Wife; 

Urge me not why, or what my Bufinefs is, 
But get you in: Lord Powis, beat with me. 
And, Madam, think your welcome ne’er the worfe, 
My Houfe is at your Ute. Harpiol, away. 

Har, Shall I attend your Lordfhip. to the Court2 ‘ 

Cob. Yea Sir, your Gelding, mount you prefently. [ Exis, 
L. Cob. 1 prithee Harpool look unto thy Lord, 
I do not like this fudden pofting back. 


Pow. Some earneft Bufinefs is a-foot belike, 
hate’er it be, pray God be his good. Guide. 
L. Pow. Amen, that hath fo highly us befted, 


L. Cob. Come, Madam, and my Lord, we'll hope the beft, 
You fhall not into Wales ull he return, 

Pow, Though great Occafion be we fho 
Yet, Madam, will we flay to be.refolv’d 
©F this unlook’d for doubtful Accident. 


{tay me not, 
urt again, 


uld depart, 


[Exeunt, 


Enter Murley dud his Aden, prepar'd in fome filthy Order 
for War, 

Mur. Come myHearts of flint; 
foberly, and handfomly;. no Man afore. his Leader: Fol- 
low your Matter, your Captain, your Knight that fhall 
be, for the honour of Meal-men, Millers, and Malt-men, 
Dun is the Moufe: Dick, and Tom for the credit of Dun- 
frable, ding down the Enemy to Morrow. Ye fhall nor 
come into the Field like Beggars. Where be Leonard: and 
Lawrence my two Loaders? Lord have mercy upon. us, 
what a World ‘is this? I would give.a.couple of Shillings 
for a dozen of good Feathers for y% and.forty Pence for as 
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many Scarfs to fet you out withal. Froft and Snow, a Man 
has no Heart’to fight ‘till he be brave. 

Dick, Matter, we are no Babes, our Town Foot-Ba 
can bear witnefs; this little ’parrel we have fhall off, anc 
we'll fight naked before we run aways 

Tom, Nay, Um of Lawrence mind for that, for hé means 
to leave his Life behind him,. he and Lemard, your two 
Loaders are making their Wills becaufe they have Wives, 
now we Batchelors bid our Friends ferambie for 
our Goods if. we dies But Mafter, pray let me ride upon 
Cut 

Mur. Meal and Salt, Wheat and Malt, Fire and Tow, 
Froft and Snow,why Tom thou fhalt.. Lec me fee, here 
are you, William and George are with my Cart, and Robin 
and Hodge holding my own two Horfes; proper Men, hand- 
fome Men, tall Men, true Men. 

Dick. But Mafter, Mafter, » methinks « you are \mad 
to hazard your‘own Perfon, and a Cart-Load of Mony 
too. 

Tom. Yea, and Mafter there’s a worfe. matter. in’t; if it 
be as I heard-fay, we go fight againft all the Jearned Bifhops, 
that fhould .give us their bleffing, and if they Curfe uss we 
fhall fpeed ne’er the better. 

Dick. Nay Birlady, fome fay the King takes their part, 
and Mafter dare you fight againft the King ¢ 

Mur. Fiepaltry, paltry, in and-out, to and fro upon oc- 
cafion, if the King be fo unwife to come there, we'll fight 
with him too. 

Tom. What if ye fhould kill the King? 

Mur. Then we'll make another. 

Dick. Is that all? dovye not fpeak Treafon? 

Daur. If we do; who dare trip us? We come to fight 
for our Confcience, and for Honour; little know you what 
is in my Bofom, look here mad. Knaves, a pair of gilt 
Spurs. 

Tom. A pair of Golden Spurs? Why do you not put 
them on your Heels? Your Bofom’s no place for Spurs. 

Mar. Be’t more or lefs-upon occafion, Lord have mercy 
upon us, Tom thou’rt a Fool, and thou {peak’ft Treafon 
to Knight-hood: Dare any wear Gold or Silver Spurs, "rill 
he be a Knight? No, I fhall be Knighted to ae 
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and then they fhall on: Sirs, was it ever read in the 
Church-book of Dynftable, that ever Malt-man was made 
Knight? 

Tom. No, but you are more: You are Meal+man, Malt- 
man, Miller, Corn-mafter, ‘and all. 

Dick. Yea, and half # Brewer too, and the Devil and all 
for Wealth: You bring more Mony with you than all the 
reft. 

Mur. The more’smy Honour, I fhall be a Knight to 
morrow. Let me “{pofe my Men, Tom upon Cut, Dick up- 
on Hob, Hodge upon Ball, Ralph upon Sorrel, and Robin up- 
on the Fore-horfe, 

Enter Acton, Bourn and Beverley. 

Tom. Stand, who comes there? 

Atl. All Friends, good Fellow. 

Mur. Friends and Fellows indeed, Sir Roger. 

Ait. Why, thus you thew your felf a Gentleman; 
Tokeep your Day, and come fo well prepar'd. 

Your Cart ftands yonder guarded by your Men, 
Who tell me it is loaden well'with Coin, 
What Sum is there? 

Mar, Ten thoufand Pound, Sir Roger, and modeftly; 
decently, foberly, and handfomely, fee what I have here 
againft I be Knighted. 

At. Gilt Spurs? °Tis well. 

Mur. Where’s our Army, ‘Sir? 

Ait. Difpertt in fundry Villages about; 

Some here with us in High-gate, fome at Finchley, 
Totnam, Enfield, Edmunton, Newington, 

Iflington, Hog {done, Pantredge, Kenjington, 

Some nearer, Thames, ‘Ratcliff, Blackwall, and: Bow : 
But our chief Strenoth muft be the Londoners, 
Which, eer the Sin to morrow fhine, 

Will be near fifty thoufand in the’ Field. 

Mur. Marry, God dild ye, dainty my Dear, but upon 
occafion, Sir Roger “Afton, doth not the ‘King know. of it, 
and gather his Power againft us? 

Att, No, he’s fecure at’ Eltham. 

Mur. What do the Clergy? 

Att, Fear extreamly, yet prepare no force, 
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Mur. Inand out; to and fro, bully my boykin, we fhail 
carry the World afore.us, I vows by my worfhip, when I 
am Knighted, we'll take the King napping; if he ftand on 
their part. 

Aé&, This Night we few in High-gate will repofe; 

With the firft Cock we'll rife and arm our felvess 
To be in Ficket field by break of Day; 
And there expe& our General. 

Maur. Six Fohn Oldcaftle, what if he comes not? 

Bourn. Yet our Aion ftands, 

Sir Roger Aiton may fupply his place: 

Mar. True, Mr. Bourn, but who fhall make me Knight? 

Bev. He that hath pow’r to be our General. 

Att. Talk not of trifles, come let us away, 

Our Friends of London long *till it be Day. [Exeunts 
Enter Prieft and Doll. 

Doll. By my troth, thou art as jealous a Man as lives. 

Prieft. Cant thou blame me, Doll, thou art my Lands, 
my Goods, my, Jewels, my Wealth, my Purfe, none walks 
within forty Miles of London, but a plies thee as truly; as 
the Parifh does the poor Man’s Box. 

Dell, 1am as true to thee, as the Stone is in the Wall, 
and thot know’ft well enough, I was in as good doing; 
when I. came to thee, as any Wench need to be; and there- 
fore thou haft tryed me that’'thou haft; and I will not be 
kept as I ha bin, that [ will not. 

Prieft. Doll, if this blade hold, there’s not a Pedler walks 
with a pack, but thou fhale as boldly chufe of his Wares, 
as with thy ready Mony ina Merchant's Shop, we'll have 
as good Silver as the King Coins any. 

Doll. What, is all the Gold {pent you took the laft Day 
from the Courtier ¢ 

Prief. Tis gone Doll, ’tis flown; merrily come, merrily 
gone; he comes 3 Horfe-back that muft pay for all; we'll 
have as good Meat as Mony can ger, and as good Gowns 
as can be brought for Gold, be merry Wench, the Malt- 
man comes on Afonday. 

Doll. You might have left me at Cobham, until you had 


been better provided for. 


Priefte 
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Prieft. No, fwéer Doll, no, Ilikes not) that, yon: ‘old 
Rufhan is not-for: the Prieft 301) do: notdike a new Clerk 
fhould come in the old Belfrey, 

Doll. Thou arta mad Prielt faith, 

Prieft. Come:Dall Pil fee thes fate’at fome Ale-honfe 
here ar Cray, and the next Sheep tha eames, fhall feave be- 
hind his Fleece, [Exeunt. 

Enter the King, Suffolk,: aad Butler, 

King, in great hafte. M y Lard of Suffolk, polt away for life; 
And let‘our Forces of fuch Horfe and: Foor, 

As can be gathered wp by: any» means, 

Make {peedy Randévonz: in ‘THe e-fields. 
It mutt be done this Evening,. my Lord, 

‘ This. Night the Rebels ‘mean to. draw to. Head 

Near //lington, which if your {peed prevent nor; 

if once they fhould- unite their feveral Forces; 

Their Power is almott thought invincible, 

Away, my Lord, I will-be with you foon, , : 
Swf. Igo, my Soveraign; with:all happy fpeed,  [Exie: 
King, Make hatte, my:Lord of Suffolk, as you Jove us; 

Butler, pott you to Lovdon with all {peed : 

Command. the Mayor and ‘Sheriffs on their Allegiante, 

The City Gatés be prefently fhut up, 

And guarded with a {trong fuficient Watch, 

And not a Man be fuffered to. pafs, 

ks Without a {pecial Watrant from our -felf. 

Command the Poftern by the Tower be kept, 

And. Proclamation. onthe pain of Death, 

That not a Citizen ftir fromhis Doors; 

' Except fuch as the Mayorand Sheriffs. thall chufe 

{ For their own Guard, and fafety of their Perfons: 

Butler away, have care-unto my Chirge, 

But 1 g0, my. Sovereign. 

King. Butler, 

But.’ My Lord, 

King. Go down by Greeawitch, and command 4 Boar; 
At the Fryars Bridge attend my. coming down. 

Bur. 1 wil'; my Lord [Exit Butler, 

King. It’s time L think to look unto Rebellion; 

When Afton doth expe& unto hig aid, 

No lefs than fifty thoufand Londoners, 
wot VI; - C25 Well 
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Well, I'll to Weftminfter in this Difguife, 
To hear what News is ftirring in thefe Brawls. 
Enter Prieft. 

Prieft. Stand true Man, fays a Thief. 

King. Stand Thief, fays a true Man: how if a Thief ¢ 

Prieft. Stand Thief too. 

King. Then Thief or true Man, I muft ftand I fees 
howfoever the World wags, the Trade of thieving yet will 
never down. What art thou ? 

Prieft. A good Fellow. 

King. So I am too, I fee thou doft know me. 

Prieft. If thou be a good Fellow, play the good Fellows 
part, deliver thy Purfe without more ado. 

King. 1 have no Mony. 

Pricf. 1 muft make you find fome before we part, if you 
have no Mony you fhall have ware, as many found Blows 
as your Skin can carry. 

King. Is that the plain Truth 2 

Prieft. Sirrah, no more ado; comes Come, give me the 
Mony you have. Difpatch, 1 cannot ftand all Day- 

King, Well, if thou wilt needs have it, there it 153 
juft the Proverb, one Thief robs another. Where the De- 
vil are all my old Thieves? Falftaffe that Villain is fo fat, 
he cannot get on’s Horfe, but methinks Poins and Peto 
fhould be ftirring hereabouts. 

Prieft. How much is there on’t of thy word ? 

King. A hundred Pound in Angels, on my word, 

The time has been I would have done as much 
For thee, if thou hadft paft this way, as I have now. 

Prieft. Sitrah, what art thou 2 thou feem’ft a Gentle- 
man ¢ 

King. 1 am no lefs, yet 4 poor one now, for thou haft 
all my Mony. 

Prieft. From whence cam’fi thou ? 

King. From the Court at Eltham. 

Prief, Art thou one of the King’s Servants 2 

King. Yes that I am, and one of his Chamber. 

Prieft. 1 am glad thou’rt no worfe; thou may’ft the better 
{pare thy Mony, and think thou mighvft get a poor Thief 
his Pardon if he fhould have need. 

King. Yes that I cans 

g ; Priefts 
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Prieft. Wilt thou do fo much for me, when I fhall have 
occafion 2 

King. Yes faith will I, fo it be for no murther. 

Prieff. Nay, I ama pitiful Thief, all the hurt I do a 
Man, I take but his Purfe, I'll kill no Man. 

King. Then of my Word I'll do’t, 

Prieft, Give me thy Hand of the fame. 

King. There ’tis, 

Prieft. Methinks the King fhould be good to Thieves, 
becaufe he has beena Thief himfelf, although I think now 
he be turned a true Man. 

King. Faith I have heard indeed h’as had an ill Name 
that way. in’s Youth; but how canft thou tell that he has 
been a Thief 2 

Priejt. How 2 becaufe he once robb’d me before I fell 
to the Trade my felf, when that foul Villanous Guts, that 
led him to all that Roguery, was in’s Company there, that 
Falfaffe. 

King. Well, if he did rob thee then, thou art but even 
with him now I’ll be fworn [ Afde]: Thou knoweft not the 
King now I think, if thou faweft him 2 

Prieff. NotI, ifaith. 

King. So it fhould feem. [ Afide. 

Prief?. Well, if old King Harry had liv’d, this King thar 
is now, had made thieving the beft Trade in England. 

King. Why fo2 

Prieft.. Becaufe he was the chief Warden of our Com: 
pany, it’s pity that e’er he fhould have been a King, he 
was fo brave a Thief. But Sirrah, wilt remember my Par- 
don if need be? 

King. Yes Faigh will I, 

Prief. Wilt thou? well then, becaufe thou thal 20 fafe, 
for thou may’ft hap (being fo eatly) be met with again, 
before thou come to Soxthwark, if any Man when he fhould 
bid thee good morrow, bid thee ftand, fay thou but Sir 
Fos, and they will let thee pafs, 

Keng. Is that the word? then let me alone. 

Prieff. Nay; Sirrah, becaufe I think indeed I thall have 
fome occafion to ufe thee, and as thou com’ft oft this 
way, I may light on thee another time not knowing thee, 
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here Vil break this Angcl, take thou half of it, this is a Tos 
ken betwixt thee and me. 


King. God a mercy ; farewel. [ Exit. 
ne golden Slaves, here’s for thee; Wench, 
ow, Doll, we will revel in our Bever, this. is 
of my “Vicarage, God a Mercy Neighbour 
/, you ha’ paid your ‘Tythe honeftly. Well, I 
is a Company of ‘Rebels up againft the King, 
field near Holborn, and as it is thought, 
yore ent, the King will -be there to Nizht in’s own 
Perfon: Well, Til to the King’s Camp, and it fhall go hard, 
if there be any doings, but I'll make fome good Boot among 
them, [ Exit. 
Enter King; Suffolk, Huntington, and two with Lights. 
Kiag. My Lords of Suffolk and of Huntington, 
Who feouts it now 2 or who ftand Sentinels 2 
What Menof Worth? what Lordsdo walk the round 2 
Saf. May’t pleafe your Highness, 
King. Péace, no more of that, 
The King’s :afleep, wake not his Majeity 
With terms nor Titles ; he’s at reft in Bed, 
Kings do not ufe to watch themfelyes, they fleep, 
And let Rebellion and Confpiracy 
Revel and havock in the Commonwealth, 
Is London look’d unto 2 
Huat.. It-is,. my Lord; 
Your noble Uncle Exeter is there. 
Your Brother Gloucefter, and my Lord of Warwick, 
Who with the Mayor and the Aldermen 
Do guard the Gates, and keep good Rule within. 
The Earl of Cambridge, and Sir Thomas Gray 
Do walk the round, Lord Scroop-and Burley {cout, 
So though’it:pleafe your Majefty to jeft, 
Were you in-Bed, well might you take your reft 
King. Uthank ye Lords; but you do know of old; 
That { have been @ perfe@ Night-walker: 
London, you fay, is fafely look unto, 
Alas, poor Rebels, there yout Aid muft fall, 
And’'the Lord Cobbam: Sir Fobn Oldcaftle, 
Quict-in Keat;. Aon; yourare deceiy’d t 
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Reckon again, you count without your Hoft, 
To morrow you thall give account to us, 
i *Till when, my Friends, this long cold Winter's } vight 
How can we fpend 2 King Harry is afleep, 

And all his Lords, thefe Garments tell us fo; 

All Friends at Foot-Ball, Fellows all in Field, 
Harry, and Dick, and George, bring us a Drum, 
Give us (quare Dice, we'll keep this Court of Guard, 
For all good Fellows Companies that come, 








Where’s that mad Prieft ye told me was in-Arms 
To Fight, as well as Pray, if need requir’d, 
Saf. He’s in the Camp, and if he knew of this, 
I undertake he would not be long. hence, 
King. Trip Dick, trip George. 
Hunt. Tmufthave the Dice; whatdo we play at? | 
Swf, Paflage, if ye pleafe. ' 
Hunt, Set round then ; fo at all. 
King. George, you are our, 
Give me the Dice, I pafs for twenty Pound, 
Here’s to our lucky Paflage into Fraace. 
Hunt. Harry, you pals indeed, for you fweep al}, 
Suf. A Sign King Harry thall {weep all in France, 
Exter Prieft, 
Prieft. Edge ye good Fellows; take a freth Gamefter in, 
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King. Malter Parfony we play nothing but Gold 2 my 
Prieft, And, Fellow, J tell thee thatthe Prich hath:Gold, We 


“a 
I have more Gold than all you three, i 


Hunt. T¢ may be fo, but we believe it not. a 
King. Set, Prieft, fet, I pafs for allithae Gold. nh 
Prieff. Ye pafs indeed. ie 
King. Prieft, haft any more 2 ny, 
Prieft. More? What a Queftion’s thar | 
I tell thee I have more than all you three, ik 
At thefe ten Angels, Hie 
King. I wonder how thou com’ by all this Gold. 
How many Benefices hat thou, Prieft 2 
Prieft. Faith, but one,.doft wonder how I come by Gohd? 
E wonder rather how poor Soldiers fhould have Gold ; for 
Fl tell thee, good Fellow, we have every Day Tythes, 
Offrings, Chriftnings, Weddings, Burials; and you poor 
Ces Srakes 


Gold; what? ye are but Begearly Soldiers to me,: I think i 
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s come feldome to a Booty. I'll fpeak a proud word, 

one Parfonage, Wrotham, “tis better than the 

Reckefter : there’s ne'er a Hill, Heath, nor 

| Kent, but ’tis in my Parith, Barrham-down, 

eaown, Gadsebill, Wrothamebill, Black-heath, Cocks 

sth, Birchen-woody all pay metythe, Gold quoth a? ye 
pais not for that. 

Suf. Harry, ye are out, now, Parfon, thake the Dice. 

Prieft. Set, {ety Vil cover ye, at all: A plague on’t I am 
out; the Devil, and Dice, and a Wench, who will truft 
them ¢ 

Suf. Say’ft thou fo, Prieft ? {ct fair, at all for once, 

King. Out, Sir, pay all. 

Priefi. Sir, pay me Angel Gold, 

I'll none of your crack’d French Crowns nor Piftolcts, 
Pay me fair Angel Gold, 2s I pay you. 

King. No crack’d French Crowns? I hope to {ee more 
crack’d Frexch Crowns eer long, 

Prief. Thou mean’ft of French Mens Crowns, when the 
King’s in France. 

Hun, Set round, at all. _, 

Prieft. Pay all ; this is fome luck. 

King. Give me the Dice, .’tis I muft fhred the Prieft « 
At all, Sir Fobn. 

Prief. The Deviland all is yours: at that. "Sdeath. what 
cafting’s this 2 

Suf. Well thrown, Harry, Vfaith. 

King. Vil caft better yet. 

Prie/fe Then Vill be hang’d. Sirrah, haft thou not givn 
thy Soul to the Devil for cafting 2 

King. \pafs for all. 

Prieft. Thou paffeft all that e’er I. plaid withal : 

Sirrah, doft thou not cog, nor foift, nor flur? 

King. Set, Parfon, fet, the Dice die in my Hand. 
When, Parfon, when? what, can ye find no more ? 
Already dry ? wast you brage’d of your Store ? 

Prieft. All’s gone but that. 

Hun. What? half a broken Angel, 

Prieft. Why, Sir 2 *tis Gold. 

King. Yea, and Vilcover it. 

Prieft. 














































‘A 
elt 


hy! 








ba @ RO BP OSL OED C-3 D— RP O~TE t- O Sg Ow BE 


Sir John Oldecattle. 


Prieft, The Devil give ye good on’t, I am blind; you 
have blown me up. 

King. Nay, tarry, Prieft, you fhall not leave us yet, 
Do not thefe pieces fit each other well? 

Prief. What if they do? 

King. Thereby begins a Tales 
There wasa Thicf, in Face much like Sir fobs, 

Bur ’twas not he. That Thief was all in green, 
Met me laft Day, on Black-heath, near the Park, 
With him a Woman, I was all alone 

And Weaponlefs, my Boy had all my, Tools, 
And was before providing me a Boat. 

Short tale to make, Sir Fobn, the Thief I mean, 
Took a juft hundred Pound in Gold from me. 
I ftorm’d at it, and fwore to be reveng’d 

If e’er we met ; he like a lufty Thief, 

Brake with his Teeth this Angel juft in two, 
To bea Token at our meeting next ; 

Provided I fhould charge no Officer 

To apprehend him, but at Weapors Point 
Recover that, and what he had befide, 

Well met, Sir Fobn, betake ye to your Tools 
By Torch-light, for, Mafter Parfon, you are he 
That had my Gold. 

Prieff. Zounds I won't inplay, in fair fquare Play, of the 
Keeper of Eltham-Park, and that I will maintain with this 
poor Whyniard; be you two honeft Men to ftand and look 
upon’s, and let’s alone, and neither part, 

King. Agreed, I charge ye do nct budge a Foot, 

Sir Fobn, have at ye 

Prieft. Soldier, ware your Sconce. 

As theyproffer, enter Butler, and draws his Soword to part them. 

But. Hold, Villain, hold; my Lords, what d’ye mean, 
To fee a Traitor draw againft the King. 

Prieff, The King ? Gods will, I am in a proper pickle. 

King, Butler, what News? why doft thou trouble us % 

But. Pleafe your Majefty, it’s break of Day, 

And as I fcouted near to Zflington, 

The Gray-ey’d Morning gave me glimmering; 

Of armed Men coming down Hygate-hill, 

Who by their Courfe are coafting hitherward. 

Ce 4 


King, 
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King. Let us withdraw, my Lords, prepare our ‘Troops, 
To charge the Rebels if there be fuch Caufe : fake 
For this lewd Pricft, this devilith Hypocrite, 

That is a Thief, a Gamefter, and what not, 

Let him be hang’d up for Example fake. 

Prieff. Not fo, my gracious Soveraign, I confefs I am 
a frail Man, Flefh and Blood as other are; but fer my im- 
perfe€tions afide, ye have not a taller’Man, nor a truer 
Subje& to the Crown and State, than Sir Fobx of Wro- 
thane is. : 

King. Will a true Subje& rob his King 2 

Prieft. Alas ! "twas ignorance and ‘want, my gracious 
Liege. 

King, "Twas want of Grace. Why, you fhould be as falt 
To feafon others with good document, 

Your Lives as Lamps to give the People Light, 
As Shepherds, not as Wolves to {poil the Flock ; 
Go hang him, Butler. 

Bur. Didlt thou not rob me? 

Prief. 1 muft confels I faw fome of ycur Gold, but, my. 
dread Lord, I am in no humour for Death ; God will that 
Sinners live, do not you caufe meto die. Once in their 
Lives the beft may go altray, and if the world fay true, 
your felf, my Liege, have been a Thief. 

King. I confefs 1 have, 

But I repent and have reclaim’d my felf. 

Prieft. So will I do if you will give me time. 

King. Wilt thou? my Lords, will you be his Surcties 2 

Hunt. That when he robs again he thall be hang’d. 

Prieff. 1 ask tio more. 

King. And we will grant thee that, 

Live and repent. and prove an honeft Man, 
Which when I hear, and*fafe return from France, 
I'l! give thee living, “Till wher, take thy Gold, 
But fpend it better than atCards or Wine, 

For better Virtues fit that ‘Coat of thine, 

Prieft. Vivat Rex, e& currat Lex. My Liege, if ye have 
caufe of Battél, ye fhall fee Sir ‘fobs beftir himfelf in your 
Quarrel. [ Exeunt. 


As 


lad 





~ 











SPP IP OP OEP O-PS OA OA O_O —awP W~BHe~ 
ae r 5 


Oldeattle. 3 $ 
Min Alarun, 


Emer Kingy Suffolk, Hunti; 
bringins fort] 


§ fort? Acton, Beverly, and Murly, Prifonersy 
Kixg. Bring in thofe Traitors, whofe a(pining Minds 
Thought to have triumph’d in our Overthrow : 
But now ye fee, bafe Villains, what Succefs 
Attends i}! A Gions wrongfully attempted, 
Sir Roger Acton, thou retain’it the Neme 
Of Knight, and thouldtt be more difecetly temper’d 
Than. join with Peafants, Gentry is Divine, 
But thou haft made it more than popular, 
Alt, Pardon, my Lord, my Confcience urg’d me to it. 
King. Thy Confcience, then € on{cience js corrupr, 
For in thy Confcience thou art bound ‘to us, 
And in’ thy Confeience thou fhouldf love thy Country, 
Elfe what's the difference ‘twixe a Chriftian, 
And the uncivil Manners of the Turk 2 
Bev. We meant no hurt unto your M 
But Reformation of Religion. 
King. Reform Religion? was it that you fought? 
I pray who gave you that At 
Belike then we do hold the Scepter up, 
And fit within the Throne but. for a Cipher. 
Time was, good Subje&s would make known their Grief, 
And pray Amendment, not enforce the fame, 
Unlefs their King were Tysant, which I hope 
You cannot juftly fay that Harry is 
What is that ozher 2 
Suf. A Malt-Man, my. Lord, 
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And dwelling in Dunftable, as he fays, 
King. Sirrah, what made you leave your B 


aileyebroth, 
To come in Armour thus againft your King? 

Mur. Fie, paltry, paltry, to and fro, in and out upon oc- 
cafion, what a World is this? Knighthood, my Liege, ‘twas 
Knighthood brought me hither, they told me I had Wealth 
enough to make my Wife a Lac ye 

King. And fo you brought thofe Horfes which ve. faw 
Trapt all in coftly Furniture, and meant 
To wear thefe Spurs when you were Knighted once, 
Mur. In and out upon Occafion I did, 

King. In and out upon Occafion, therefore you fhall be 
hang’d, and in the ftead of wearing thefe Spurs upon your 


Heels, 


gtoa,..Sir. John 
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3158 The. Hiffory of 
Heels, about your Neck they fhall bewray your Folly to the 
World. 
Prieft. In and out upon Occafion, that goes hard. 
Mur. Fie, paltry, paltry, to and fro ; good my Liege, a 
Pardon, I am forry for my Fault. 
King. That comes too late; but tell me, went there none 
befide Sir Roger Aéton, upon whom 
You did depend to be your Governor. 
Mur. None, my Lord, but Sir Fohn Oldcaftle, 
Enter Bifbop of Rochefter. 
King. Bears he a part in this Confpiracy. 
A&, We look’d, my Lord, that he would meet us here, 
King. But did he promife you that he would come. 
Att, Such Letters we received forth of Kent. 
Roch. Where is my Lord the King? Health to your Grace, 
fixamining, my Lord, fome of thefe Rebels, 
It is a general Voice among them all, 
That they had never come into this Place, 
But to have met their valiant General, 
The good Lord Cobham, as they title him: 
Whereby, my Lord, your Grace may now perceive, 
His Treafon is apparent, which before 
He fought to colour by his Flattery. 
King. Now by my Royalty I would have fworn, 
But for his Confcience, which I bear withal, 
There had liv’d a more true hearted Subject. 
Roch. It is but counterfeit, my gracious Lord, 
And therefore may it pleafe your Majefty, 
To fet your Hand unto this Precept here, 
By which we'll caufe him forthwith to appears 
And anfwer this by order of the Law. 
King. Not only that, but take Commiffion 
To fearch, attach, imprifon, and condemn 
This moft notorious Traitor as you pleafe. 
Roch. It thall be done, my Lord, without delay: 
So now I hold, Lord Cobham, in my Hand, 
That which fhall finith thy difdained Life. 
King. 1 think the Iron Age begins but now, 
Which learned Poets have fo often taught, 
Wherein there is no credit to be given 


To cither Words, or Looks, or folemn Oaths: 
For 
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For if he were, how often hath he fworn, 
How gently tun’d the Mufick of his Tongue, 
And with what aimable Face beheld he me, 
When all, God knows, was but Hypoerifie. 
Enter Lord Cobham. 

Cob,Long Life and profperous Reign unto my Lord. 

King. Ah, Villain, canft thou with Profperity, 
Whofe Heart includeth nought but Treachery? 

I do arreft thee here my felf, falfe Knight, 
Of Treafon capital againft the State. : 

Cob. Of Treafon, mighty Prince? your Grace miftakes, 
I hope it is but in the way of Mirth. 

King. Thy Neck fhall feel it is in earneft fhortly. 
Dar’ft thou intrude into our Prefence, knowing 
How heinoufly thou haft offended us? 

But this is thy accuftomed deceit, 

Now thou perceiv’{t thy Purpofe is in vain, 

With fome excufe or other thou wilt come 

To.clear thy felf of this Rebellion. 
Cab. Rebellion, good my Lord, I know of none. 
King. If you deny it, here is evidence, 

See you thefe Men; you never counfelled, 

Nor offered them affiftance in their Wars? 

Cob. Speak, Sirs, not one butall, I craveno favour, i 

Have ever I been converfant with you? 
Or written Letters to incourage you? 
Or kindled but the leaft or fmalleft part 
OF this your late unnatural. Rebellion? 

Speak, for I dare the uttermoft you can. 

Mur. In and out: upon Occafion, I know you not. 

King. No, didft thou not fay, that Sir Fohx Oldcaftle 
Was one with whom you purpos’d to have met ? 

Mur. True, I did fay fo, but in what refpee, 
Becaufe I heard it was, reported fo. 

King. Was there no other Argument but that ? 

A&, I mutt confefs we have no other Ground 
But only rumour to accufe this Lord, 

Which now I fee was meerly fabulous. 

King. The more pernicious you to taint himthen, 

Whom you know was not faulty, yeaorno. — 


Cob, 
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Cob. Let this, my Lord; which I prefent your Grace 
Speak for my Loyalty, read thefe Articles, 
And then give Sentence of my Life or Death. 
King. Ear] Cambridge, Scroop and Gray corrupted 
With Bribes from Charles of France,either to win 
My Crown from m+, or fecretly contrive 
My Death by Treafon2 Is't poffible 2 
Cob, There is the Platform; and their Hands, my Lord 
Each feverally fubferibed to the fame. 
King, Ob never heard of bafe Ingratitude! 
Even thofe I hug within my Bofom moft, 
Are readieft evermore to fting my Heart. 
Pardon me, Cobham, I have done thee wrong, 
Hereafter I will live to make amends. 
Ts then their time of meeting fo near hand? 
We'll meet with them but little for their eafe, 
If God permit. Go take thefe Rebels hence, 
Let them have Martial Law 2 but as for thee, 
Friend to thy King and Country, ftill be free. [ Exeunt. 
‘dur. Be it more or lefs, what a World is this 2 
Would I had continued ftill of the Order of Konaves, 
And ne'er fought Knighthood, fince it cofts 
Se dear: Sir Roger, I may thank you for all. 
Ati, Now ‘tis too late to have it remedied, 
I prithee, Afurley, do not uige me with it: 
Haat, Will you away, and make no more to do? 
Mur. Fie, paltry, paltry, to and fro, as Occafion ferves, 
If you be fo hafty, take my Place. 
Hunt, No, good Sir Knight, e’en take’c your felf. 
Mur. \ could be glad togive my Betters place. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Bifbop of Rochefter, Lord Warden, Cromer the Sheriff, 
Lady Cobham and Attendants. 
Roch. I tell ye, Lady, it’s impoffible 
But you fhould know where he conveys himflf, 
And you have hid: him in fome fecrer Place. 
L. Cob, My Lord, believe me, as I: love my Soul, 
I know not where my Lord my Husband is. 
Roch. Go to, go to, ye are an Heretick, 
And will be fore’d by Torture to confefs, 
If fair means will not ferve-to. make you tell. 
E,,Cob. My Husbatd is a Noble Gentleman, 
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Sir John Oideaftle. 
And need not hide himfelf for any. Fact 
That e’er I heard of, therefore wrong him: not, 
Roch. Your Husband is 4 dangerous Schifniatick, 
Traitor to God, the King, and Commonwealth, 
And therefore, Mr. Cromer, Sheriff of Kent, 
I charge you take her to your Cufledy, 
And feize the Goods of Sir Fobn Oldcaftle 
To the King’s ufe; let her go in no more, 
To fetch fo much as her Apparel our; 
There is your Warrant from his Majefty. 
War. Good my Lord Bithop, pacifie your wrath 
Againft the Lady. 
Roch. Then let her confefs 
Where Oldcaftle her Husband js conceal’d. 
War. 1 dare engage, mine Honour and my Life, 
Poor Gentlewoman, fhe is ignorant 
And innocent of ’al] his PraGices 
If any Evil by him be practifed, 
Roch. If, my Lord Warden? Nay thenI charge you, 
That all Cinque-ports whereof you are chief, 
Be laid forthwith, that he efcapes us not, 
Shew him his Highnefs warrant j-Mr.Sheriff, 
War. I am forry for the Noble Gentleman, 
Roch, Peace, he comes here, now do your Office, 
Enter Harpool avd Lord Cobham, 

Cob. Harpool, what Bufinefs have we here in hand 2 
What makes the Bithop and.the Sheriff here 2 
I fear my coming home is dangerous, 

{would I had not made fuch hafte to. Cobham. 

Har. Be of good cheer, my Lord; if they be Foes, we'll 
{cramble threwdly:with them: If they be Friends they are 
welcome, 

Sher. Sir Fohn Oldcaftle Lord Cobham, in the King’s } Yame, 
Tarreft ye of High Treafon, 

Cob, Treafon, Mr. Cromer . 

Har. Treafon, Mr, Sheriff, what Treafon2 

Cob. Harpool, I charge thee ftir not,. but be quiet. 
Do ye arreft me of Treafon, Mr: Shetiff 2 

Roch. Yea, of High Treafon, Traitor, Heretick; 

Cob. Defiance in’his. Face that calls me {e; 
fam as true a Loyal Gentleman 
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Unto his Highnefs, as my proudeft Enemy; 
The King fhall witnefs my late faithful Service, 
For fafety of his facred Majefty. 

Roch. What thouart,the King’s Hand fhall teftifie; 
Shew him, Lord Warden. 

Cob. Jefu defend me, 

Is’t poflible your cunning could fo temper 
The Princely difpofition of his Mind, 

To fign the damage of a Loyal Subject? 

Well, the beft is, it bears an antedate, 
Procured by my abfence and your malice. 

But I, fince that, have fhew’d my felf as tru 
As any Churchman that dare challenge me. 
Let me be brought before his Majefty, 

If he acquit me not, ther do your worft. 

Roch. We are not bound to dokind Offices 

For any Traitor, Schifmatick, nor Heretick : 
The King’s Hand is our Warrant for our Work, 
Who is departed on his way for France, 

And at Sosshampton doth repofe this Night. 

Har. O that thou and I were within twenty Miles of it, 
on Salisbury Plain! 1 would lofe my Head if thou brought'ft 
thy Head hither again. { Afide. 

Cob. My Lord Warden o’th’ Cingne-Ports, and Lord of 
Rocheffer, ye are joint Commiffioners, favour me fo much on 
my expence, to bring me to the King. 

Roch, What, to Soathampton ? 

Cob. Thither, my good Lord; 

And if he do not clear me of all guilt, 
And all fufpicion of Confpiracy, 
Pawning his Princely warrant for my Truth : 
I ask no Favour, but extreameft Torture, 
Bring me, or fend me to him, good my Lord, 
Good my Lord Warden, Mr. Sheriff entreat. 
[They borh entreat for him, 
Come hither, Lady, nay, fweet Wife, forbear 
To heap one Sorrow on another’s Neck: 
Tis Grief enough falfely to be accus’d, 
And not permitted to acquit my felf, 
Do not thou with thy kind refpective Tears; 
; Torment 
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Torment thy Husband’s Heart that bleeds for thee : 
But be of Comfort, God hath help in ftore 
For thofe that put affured truft in him. 
Dear Wife, if they commit me to the Zower, 
Come up to London, to your Sifter’s Houfe: 
That being near me, you may comfort me. 
One folace find I fettled in my Soul, 
That I am free from Treafon’s very thought, 
Only my Confcience for the Gofpel’s fake, 
Is caufe of all the Troubles I fuftain. ; 
L.Cob. O my dear Lord, what thall betide of us? 
You to the Tower, and I turn’d outof Doors, 
Our Subftance feiz’d unto his Highnefs ufe, 
Even to the Garments longing to our Backs. 
Har. Patience, good Madam, things at worft will mend, 
And if they do not, yet our Lives may end. 
_ Roch. Urge itno more, for if an Angel fpake, 
I {wear by {weet St. Peter’s bleffed Keys, 
Firft goes he to the Tower, then to the Stake. 
fi Sher. But by your leave, this Warrant doth not ftrctch 


rr To Imprifon her, 

Ki, Roch. No, turn her out of Doors, 

if Even as fhe is, and lead him to the Tower, 
so With guard enough, for fear of refcuing. 


L. Cob. O God requite thee thou blood-thirfty Man. 
Cob. May it not be, my Lord of Rochefter ? 
Wherein have I incurr’d your hate fo far, 
That my Appeal unto the King’s deny’d. 
Rech. No Hate of mine, but Pow’r of Holy Church; 
Forbids all Favour to falfe Hereticks. 
Cob. Your private Malice more than publick Pow’r, 
Strikes moft at me, but with my Life it ends. 
Har, afide.] © that Uhad the Bifhop in that fear 
That.once I had his Sammner by our felves. 
Sher. My Lord, yet grant one Suit unto us all, 
That this fame ancient Servingman may wait 
Upon my Lord his Mafter in the Tower. 
Roch, This old Iniquity, this Heretick? 
That in contempt of our Church Difcipline, 
Compell’d my Sumner to devour his Procefs 2 
Old Ruffian paft Grace, upftart Schifmatick, 
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Had not the King pray’d us to pardon ye, 
Ye had fried for't, ye grizied Heretick. 

lar. "Sblooc, my Lord Bifhop, ye wrong me, I am‘ nei- 
ther Heretick nor Puritan, but of the old Church; I’]] fwear, 
cirink Ale, kifs 4 Wench, go to Mafs, eat Pith all Lent, and 
fatk Fridays with Cakes and Wine, Fruitand Spicery, fhrive 
me of my old Sins efore Eaffer; and begin new before Whit- 





A merry mad conceited Knave; my Lord, 

‘Ghat Knave was fimply put upon the Bifhop. 
och. Well, God forgive bim, and I pardon him: 

et him attend his Mafter in the Tower, 

For I in Charity wifh his Seul no hurt. 

Cob. God blefs my Soul fiom fuch cold Charity. 

Roch, To th’ Tower with him, and when my leifure ferves) 
T will examine him of Articles; 

Look, my Lord Warden, as you have in charge, 
The Sheriff perform his Office, 
War. Ay, my Lord, 
Enter Sumner with Books. 
Roch, What bring ft thou there 2, what Books of Herefie2 
Sum, Yca, my Lord, here’s not a Latin Book; 
No not fo much.as our Ladies Pfalter : 
Here’s the Bible, the Teftament, the Pfalms in metre; 
The Sick Man’s Salve, the Treafure of Gladnefs, 
All Exglifh, no not fo much but the Almanack’s English. 

Roche Away with them, to th’ Fire with them, Clan, 

Now fie upon thefe upftart Hereticks: 
Ali Englifh, burn them, burn them quickly, Cian. 

Har. But do not, Samner, as you'll anfwer it, for I have 
there Exglifl Books, my Lord, that I'll not part withal for 
your Biiloprick, Bevis.of Hampton, Owlegla/s, The Friar 
and the Boy, Ellex of Rumming, Robin Hood, and other fuch 
godly Stories, which if you burn, by this Plcth Vilmake ye 


drink theit Athes in St. Marget’s Ale. [ Exeunt. 
Enter the Bifhop of Rochelter, with his Aten in Livery 
Coats. 


1 Ser. Is it your Honour’s pleafure we fhall ftay, 
Or come back im the Afternoon to fetch you. 
Roch. Now:have ye brought me here unto the Towers 
You may go back unto the Porter’s Lodge, 
Where; 
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Where, if Ihave occafion to employ you; 
T’ll fend fomé Officer to call you to me. 
Into the City go not, I command you, ; 
Perhaps I may have prefent need to ufe you. 
2 Ser. We will attend your Honour here without: 
3 Ser. Come, we may have a Quart of Wine at the Ro/e 
at Barking, and come back an hour before he'll go, 
1 Ser. We mutt hie us then. * 
3 Ser. Let’s away. ‘ | Excunt, 
Roch. Ho, Mr. Lieutenant. 
Lien. Who calls there? 
Roch, A Friend of yours. 
Lien. My Lord of Rocheffer ?_ your Honour’s welcome, 
Roch. Sit, here’s my Warrant from the Council, 
For Conference with Sir Fohn Oldcaftle, 
Upon fome matter of great Confequence. 
Liew. Ho, Sir Fohn. 
Har. Who calls there? 
Liew. Harpool, tell Sir Fohx, that my Lord of Rochefter 
Comes from the Council to confer with him. 
Fthink you may as fafe without fufpicion 
As any Man in England as I hear, 
For it was you moft labour’d his Commitment, 
Roch, I did, Sir, and nothing repent it I affure you. 
Enter Lord Cobham and Harpool, 
Mr. Lieutenant, I pray you give us leave, 
I muft confer here with Sir Fobz alittle, 
Lien. With all my Heart, my Lord, [ Exit. 
Har. afide.| My Lord, be rul’d by me, take this occa- 
fion while it is offered, and on my Life your Lordfhip will 
efcape. 
Cob. No more I fay, peace left he thould fufpe it. 
Roch. Sit Fohn, I am come to you from the Lordsof the 
Council, to know if you do recant your Errors. 
Cob. My Lord of Rocheffer, on good advice, 
I fee my Error; but yet underftand me, 
f mean not Error in the Faith I hold, 
But Error in fubmitting to your Pleafure, 
Therefore your Lordfhip without more to do, 
Mutt be a means to help me to efcape. 


Vor. VI. Dd Rorh. 
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ch. What means, thou Heretick?2 
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thy Hand againft my Calling? 
ou, for a thoufand Pound. 
yrrow your ope Garment a —_ 








on, ¢ » the Window die poe yes Out into the 
Leads as for you, I’ll bind you. furely in 
the 
Cob, un, sas fend us happy {peed 
: ¥ APCOey 
Hard > make in time of nied. 


2 Ser Vin LC 1en ag Atte 
1 Ser. 1 marvel that my Lord fhould {tay fo long. 
Sery He hath fent to feck us, I dare lay my Life. 
ers We-come in good ne fee where he is coming. 
iTar, I befeech you, good my Lord of Rochefter, be fae 
ble rd and Mafter. 
2ooms be very hot and clofe, 
n the Tower. 
bard; my Lord; you fhall fafely get out 
I will down upon them: In thick time 
et you away. "Hard under sfling ton wait you my coming 
11 will brit ng my Lady ready with Horfes to get hence. 
Cob. Fellow, go back-egain unto my Lord, and cou infel 
pies 
ar. Nay, my good Lord of Rochefter, Vl bring you to 
St. pie ns resighe the Woods I warrant you. 
Cob. V illain » awa LV 
Har. } Nay fince I am paft the Tower's Liberty, 
You part not fo. | He draws. 
Cob. Clubs, Clubs, Clubs. 
ae Murther, Murther, Murther. 
2 Ser: Down with him. 
Har, Out you cowardly Rogues. | Cobham. e/capes. 
Exter Lieutenant, and his Men. 
Liex. Who is fo bold to dare to draw a Sword 
So near unto the Seeemine of the Tower ¢ 
1 Ser. This Ruffian, Servant to Sir ‘Fohn Oldcaftle, was like 
to haveflain my Lord. 
Lien. Lay hold on him. 


Har. 
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Har. Stand off if you love your Puddings. 
[ Bifhep ef Rochelter calls within, 
Roch. Help, help, help, Mr. Lieutenant, help, 
Liew. Who’s that within? fome Treafon inthe Tomer 
my life, look in, who's that which calls? 
I Enter Bifbop of Rochetter bound. 
in Liew, Without your Cloak, my Lord of Rocheffer 2 
Har. There, now it works; then let me fpeed, 
For now’s the fitteft time to {cape away. $s 
Liew. Why do you ook fo { 


Se 
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affrighted 2” 
Roch. Oldcaftle that Traitor, and his Man, 
When you had left me to confer with him, 
Took, bound, and {tript me, as you fee, 
10, And left me lying in this inner Chamber, 
efi And fo departed, and I— 
Liew. Andyou! Ne’er fay that, the Lord Cobham’s Ma: 
Did here fer on you like to murther you. 
1 Ser. And fo he did, 
Roch, It was upon his Mafter then he did, 
That in the brawl the Traitor might efcape. 
Lies. Where is this Harpool ? 
z Ser. Here he was even now. 
_ Liew. Where, can you tell? They are both efcap’d 
Since it fo happens that he is efcar 
110 [am glad you 
{t might have 
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rd, 

are a witnefs of the fame: 

elfe been laid unto my Charge, 

That [had been confenting to the FaQ@. 
Roch. Come, 

" Search thal! be made 


ade for him with expedition, 
The Haven’s laid that he thall not efcape, 
And hue and cry continue throuch 
To find this damned, d 

Exter Cambridge, 


and fet down a 


Beglau a 

Lugland, 
i La % 3 

aneerous Heretick, 


Scroop, and Gray, 4s in a 
ai 









at a Table, confulting about their Tre. ony 
King Harry and Suffolk Liftvine at the Door. i 
Cam. In mine Opinion, Scroop hath well advis'd, H 

‘ Poifon will be the only apreft mean, 


And fitteft for our Purpofe co difpatc} 
Gray. Bat 


yet there may be doubt in thei 
wea * ; 
Harry Is wife, and therefore, Earl of Cambrida 
I judge that way not 
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Scroop. What think ye then of this? I amhis Bedfellow, 
And unfufpeéted nightly fleep with him. 
What if I venture in thofe filent hours, 
When Sleep hath fealed up all mortal Eyes, 
To murther him in bed? how like ye that ? 
Cam. Herein confifts no fafety for your felf, 
And you difclos’d, what fhall become of us 2 
But this Day, as ye know, he will aboard, 
The Wind’s fo fair, and fet away for France, 
If as he goes, or entring in the Ship 
It might be done, then were it excellent. 
Gray. Why any of thefe, or if you will, 
V’'ll caufe a prefent fitting of the Council, 
Wherein I will pretend fome matter of fuch weight, 
As needs muft have his Royal Company, 
And fo difpatch him in his Council! Chamber. 
Cam. Tuth, yet [hear not any thing to purpofe. 
I wonder that Lord Cobham ftays fo long, 
His Counfel in this cafe would much avail us. 
[ The King fteps in upon them with his Lords, 
Scrocp. What, thall we rife thus, and determine nothiog ¢ 
King. That werea thame indeed: No, fit again, 
And you fhall have my Counfel in this cafe: 
If you can find no way to kill the King, 
Then you fhall fee how I can furnith ye ; 
Scroop’s way by Poifon was indifferent, 
But yet being Bed-fellow to.the King, 
And unfufpected, fleeping in his Bofom, 
In mine Opinion that’s the likelier way. 
For fuch falfe Friends are able to do much, 
And filent Night is Treafon’s fitteft Friend. 
Now, Cambridge, in his fetting hence for France, 
Or by the way, or as he goes aboard 
To do the deed, that was indifferent too, 
But fomewhat doubtful. 
Marry Lord Gray came very near the point, 
To hayethe King at Council, and there murder him, 
As Cefar was among his deareft Friends. 
‘Tell me, oh tell me, you bright Honour’s ftains, 
For which of all my kindnefiss to you, 
Areye become thus Traitors to your King? 
Ang 
































Sir John Oldcaftle. 


lo, And France muft have the Spoil of Harry's Life. 
All, Oh pardon us, dread Lord. 
King, How, pardon ye? that were a Sin indeed, 
Drag them to Death, which juftly they deferve: 
And France thall déarly buy this Villany, 
So fon as we fet footing on her Breaft. 
God have the praife for our Deliverance, 
And next our Thanks, Lord Cobham, is to thee, 
True perfe& Mirror of Nobility. [ Exeunt, 
Enter Prief# and Doll. 
Prieft. Come Doll, come, be merry, Wench, 
Farewel Kent, we are not for thee, 
Be lufty my Lafs, come for Lancafbire, 
We mutt nip the Boung for thefe Crowns, 1 A 
Doll, Why is all the Gold {pent already, that you had i, 
the other Day? 
Prief?. Gone, Doll, gone; flown, {pent, vanifh’d, the Devil, 
Drink, and Dice, has devoured all. 
Doll. You might have left me in Kent, ’till you had been 
better provided, 
i Prieft. No, Doll, no, Kent’s too hot, Doll, Kent’s too het ; 
Mt the Weathercock of Wrotham will crow no longer, we have 
pluckt him, he has loft his Feathers, ‘I have prun’d him bare, 
left him thrice, is moulted, is moulted, Wench. 
Doll. I might have gone to Service again, old Mr. Har« 
pool told me he would provide mea Miftrefs. 
Prieft. Peace, Doll, peace; come, mad Wench, I'll make 
thee an honeft Woman, we'll into Lancafhire to our Friends, 
the troth is, I'll marry thee, we want but a little Mony, and 
Mony we will have I warrant thee; ftay, who comes here2 
Some Zrifh Villain methinks that has flaina Man, and now he 
is rifling on him, ftand clofe, Doll, we'll fee the end. 
Enter the trifhman with his dead Mafter, and rifles bin 
frifb, Alas poe Mafter, Sir Richard Lee, be St. Patrick, is 
rob and cut thy trote, for de fhain, and: dy Mony, and dy 
gold Ring, be me truly is love de well, but now dow 
de, be fhitren Kanave. 
Prie/?, Stand, Sirrah, what art thou 2 ji hak 
fri fo, Be St. Patrick Mefter, is poor /rifbman, is a leufter, 
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Yr a gauye you’are a damv’d Rogue, you have 


A 





kill'd a iach here, and rifled him of all that he has; *sblood 
you Rogue de ii els or [li not !eave you fo much as a Hair 
> your Shoulders, you W horfon Jrifh Dog. | Robs sis 
We’s me St. Patrick, Le kill my Mefter for tha 

1is Ring, and now’s be rob of all, me's undo. 

-, Avant you Kafcal, go Sirrah, be walking. Come 
Devil laughs when one Thief robs another; come 
well to ‘St Albans, and revel in cur Bower, my 











Dell. O ) thou att old Sir Sohn when all’s done i’faith. 

[ Exeunt, 
Enter the Writhman with the Hojt of the Hoxfe. 

{rifb. Be me tro Mafter is poor drifman, is want Judging, 
is have no Mc ony; is flarve and cold, good Mafter give her 
fome Meat, is famife and tye. 

Flofts Fai fs Fellow I have no Lodging, but what I keep 
for my Guefts; as for Meat, thou ‘fhalt have as much as 
there is, aod if thou wilt lye in the Barn, there’s fair StraWe 
and room enough, 

érijb. Is tank my Mafter hestily. 

Fioft. Ho, Robin. 

Rob. Who calls 2 

Hoft. Shew this poor /ri/bmas tothe barn, go Sirrah, 

Exter Carrier and Kate. 

Club. Who's within here 2 who looks to the Horfes ? 
’s fine W ork, the Hens.in the Manger, and 
itter, a bots found you all, here’s a Houfe 


Uds hat, here 


Club, Ue very cawd. 
Set in, Kare, get into the Fire and warm t thee. 





Hoff. What, Gaffer Club, welcome to St. Albans, 
How do’s all our Fricnds in Lascaflire ? 

Club, Well, God a Mercy Fobn, how do’s Tom 2. where 
is he Q 

Of. Tom's gone from hence, he’s at the three Horfe- 
loaves at Stony-5 Stratford ; how do’s old Dick Dux ? 
Uds hat, old Dun is moyr’d ina flough in Brick; 
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Llane ; a plague found it, yonders fuch abomination 


Oftl. 
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Ofi. Uds hat Thief, have one half peck of Peafe and 


~ 
Oats more for that, as I am Sohn Ofler, he has been ever 





tag 
R ‘ 
as good a Jade as ever travelled. 
Clud, Faith wellfaid, old Jack, thouart theold Lad ftill. 
Ojtl. Come, Gaffer Clad, unload, unload, and get to {uppers 


Exter the Hoff, Lord Cobham, and Harpool, 

Ffoft. Sir, you're welcome to this Houfe, to fuch as is here 
with all my Heart; but I fear your Lodging will be the 
wort, I have but’ two Beds, and they are both in a Cham- 
ber, and the Carrier and his Daughter lies in the one, and 
you and your Wife muft lye in the other, 

Cob. Faith, Sir, for my felf I do not greatly pafs, 
My Wife is weary, and would | 
For we have travell’d very far to day, 

We muft be content with fuch as yqu have. 

Hoff. But f cannot tell how to do with your Mar 

Har. What 2 haft thou never an empty Room in thy 
Houle for me 2 

Hoff. Not a Bed in troth, There came a poor Jrifbman, 
and I lodg’d him in the Barn, where he has fair Straw, al- 
though he have. nothing elfe. 

Far. Well, mine Hoft, I prethee help me to a. pair. of 
clean Sheets, and I'll go lodge with him. 

Hoff. By the Mafs that thou fhalt, 2 good pair of | 
Sheets were ne’er Jain in ; come [2 
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Enter Conftable, Afayor and Watch. 
Mayor. Wha? have you fearcht the Town ? 
Con. Ali the Town, Sir, we have not left a H 
fearcht that ufes to lodge. 
Mayor. Surely my Lord of Roche/fer-was then deceivy’ 
Or ill inform'd of Sir Fobxz Oldcaffle ; 
Or if he came this way, he’s paft the Town, 
He could not elfe have fcap’d you ‘in the Sear 
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Con. The privy watch hath been abroad all Night 





And not a Stranger lodgeth in the Town 
But he is known, only a lufty Prick 
We found in Bed with a pretty Wench, 
That fays fhe ts his Wife, yonder at the Shears ; 
But we have charg’d the Holt with his forth coming 
To morrow Morning. = 
“Mayor. What think you beft to do? 
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Con. Faith, Mr. Mayor, here’s a few ftragling Houfes 
beyond the Bridge, and a little Inn where Carriers ufe to 
lodge, although I think furely he would ne’er lodge there ; 
but we'll go fearch, and the rather becaufe there came 
Notice to the Town the laft Night of an Jrifhman, that had 
done a Murther, whom we are to make fearch for. 

Mayor. Come I pray you, and be Circumfped. [ Exeunt, 

Con. Firft befet the Houfe, before you begin to fearch. 

Off. Content, every Man take a feveral place. 

[ A Noife within. 
Keep, keep, {trike him down there, down with him. 

Enter Conftable with rhe \rifhman in Harpool’s Apparel, 

Con. Come you villanous Heretick, tell us where your 
Mafter is. 

trifb. Vat Mefter 2 

Mayor, Vat Mefter, you counterfeit Rebel? This thali 
not ferve your turn, 

trifh, Be Sent Patrick I ha no Mefter. 

Con, Where's the Lord Cobham, Sir Fohn Oldcaftle, that 
latey efcaped out of the Tower 2 

frifh. Vat Lort Cobham 2 

Adayor. You Counterfeit, this fhall not ferve you, we'll 
torture you, well make you confefs where that arch Here- 
tick is. Come bind him faft. 

Irif>, Ahone, ahone, ahone, a Cree, 

Con. Ahone you crafty Rafcal 2 [Exennt. 

[Lord Cobham comes out Stealing iz his Gown. 

Cob. Harpool, Harpool, \ hear a marvellous Noife about 
the Houfe, God warant us, I fear we are purfued; what, 
Harpoel 3 

Har, within.| Who calls there 2 

Cob. *Tisi, doft thou not hear a Noife about the Houfe? 

Har. Yes, marry do IJ, ’zounds I cannot find my hofe ; 
this Zrifh Rafcal that lodg’d with me all Night, hath ftoln 
iny Apparel, and has left me nothing but a lowfie mantle, 
and a pair of Broags. Get up, get up, and if the Carrier and 
his Wench be afleep, change you with him as he hath 
done with me, and fee if we can fcape. 


Noife 
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Noife heard about the Houfe a pretty while, then enter the 
Conftable meeting Harpool in the Irifhman’s Apparel, 
Com. Stand clofe, here comes the Jrifbman that did the 
Murther, by all Tokens this is he. 
‘Mayor. And perceiving the Houfe befet, would get away . 
ftand, Sirrah. : 
Hay, What art thou that bid’{t me ftand 2 
Con. I amthe Officer, and am come to fearch for an Tri fh. 
man, Such a Villain as thy felf, thou haft murther’d a Man 
this laft Night by the high way. 
Har. ’Sblood Conftable art thou mad ? am I an Tri fh- 
man ? 
Mayor, Sirah, we'll find you an Zrifbman before we part; 
Lay hold upon him. 
Con, Make him faft, O thou bloody Rogue ! 
Enter Lord Cobham and his Lady, in the Carrier and 
Wenches Apparel. 
Cob, What will thefe Oftlers fleep all Day 2 
Good morrow, good morrow, come Wench, come; 
Saddle, Saddle, now afore God two fair Days, ha? 
Con. Who goes there 2 
Mayor, O *tis Lancafbire Carrier, let them pafs. 
Cob. What, will no body ope the Gates here 2 
Come, let’s int’ {table to look to our Capons. 
[ ExitCobham and his Lady. 
Clif. Holt, why Oftler 2 [The Carrier calling. 
Zwooks here’s fuch abomination Company of Boys: 
A pox of this Pigfty at the Houfe end, 
Ic fills all the Houfe full of Fleas, Oftler, Oftler, 
Offl, Who calls there 2. what would you have 2 
Club. Zwooks, do you rob your Guelts 2 
Do you lodge Rogues, and Slaves, and Scoundrels, ha2 
They ha’ ftoln our Cloaths here ; why Oftler 2 
Oftl. A murren choak you, what a bawling you keep. 
Hoft, How now? what would the Carricr have 2 
Look up there, 
Ofl. They fay the Man and the Woman that lay by 
them, have ftoln their Cleaths. 
Hoft, What are the ftrange Folks up yet that came in 
Yefter Night 2 
Com. What mine Hoft, up fo early ? 
Hoff. What Mr. AZayor, and Mr. Conflable 2 Mayor. 
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Mayor. We are come to feek for fomelfufpeted Perfons, 
and fuch as here we found have iste 
Bt Carrier, and K in Cobham aud Lady’s Apparel. 

Con. Who comes 

Club. Who comes here? A plague found ome, you 
baw! quoth a, ods Ras I'll forewear r your Houfe ;’ you lodg’d 
a Fellow and his Wife by us, that ha’ run away with our 
parrel, and Icft us fuch Gew paw vs here, come Kate, come 
to me, thow dizeard y’fa ith. 

Mayor. Mine Holt, know you this Man ? 

Hft. Yes Matter May ors, V’ll give my word for him, 
why Neighbour Cla, how comes this gear about ? 

Kate. Now a foule on’t, I cannot make this Gew-gaw 
ftand on my Head, 

Con. How came this Man and Woman thus attired 2 

Hoff. Here came a Man and Woman hither this laft 
Night, which I did take for fubftantial People, and. lodg’d 
allin one Chamber by thefe Folks; m ethinks have been fo 
bold to change Apparel, and gone away this Morning e’er 
they rofe, 

Mayor. That was that Traitor Oldcaftle that thus efcapt 
us 3. make “hue and cry after him, keep faft that ‘Traiterous 
Rebel his Servant there; farewel, mine Hoft. 

Car, Come Kate Owdbam, thou and Ife trimly dizard. 

Kate. \’faith neam Club, Te wot ne'er what to do. Ife be 
fo flouted a: ee at; and by th’ Mefs | Ife cry. | Exeunt. 

ster Cobham and his Lady ai[tuisd. 

Cob. Come, Madam 1, happily efcap d, here let us fit, 
This place is ‘far remote from any Path 
And here a while our weary Limbs at re 
To take refrething, free from: the purfui 
OF envious Rochefter. 

L. Cob. But where, my Lord, 
Shall ‘we fin id reft our difquiet Minds 2 
There dwell untamed Thoughts that hardly floop 
To fuch cae of difdained Rags: 

We were not wont to travel thus by Night, 
Efpecially on Foot, 

Cob. No matter, Love, extremities admit no better choice: 
And were it not for thee, fay froward time 
Impos’d a greater Task, Pwould efteem. if 
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But in. thy fufferance I am doxbly.taske; 
Thou walt not wont to have the Barth thy. Stco!, 
Nor the moift dewy Grafs thy. Pillow, ‘Hor 
Thy Chamber to be the wide Horizon. 
L. Cob. How. can it feem-a trouble, having you 
A partner with me, inthe worft I feel 
No, gentle Lord, your prefence would give eafe 
To Death it felf, fhowld he now feize upon me. 
[ Here's Bread and Cheefes and. a Bottle, 
Behold what my forelight hath underta’en 
For fear we faint, they are but homely Cates, 
Yet fawe’d with Hunger, they, may {eem as {weet 
As greater Dainties we were wont to talte. 
Cob. Praife be to him, whofe plenty fends beth this 
And all things elfe our mortal Bodies nced : 
Nor fcorn we this poor feeding, nor the ftate 
We now are.in, for what is it on Earth, 
Nay under Heav'n, continues at a ftay? 
Ebbs not the Sea, when it bath overflown 2 
Follows not darknefs, when the Day is gone ? 
And fee we not fometimes: the Eye of Heayen 
Dim’d with o’er-flying Clouds? There’s not that Woik 
Of careful Nature, or of cunning Ait, 
How ftrong, how beauteous, or how rich it be, 
But falls in time to ruin. Here, gentle Madam, 
In this one draught I wath my. Sorrow down. [ Drinks, 
L.Cob. And I, encourae’d with your chearful Speech; 
Will do the like. 
Gb. Pray God poor Harpool come, 
[f he fhould fall into the Bifhop’s Hands, 
Or not remember where we bad him mect us, 
It were the thing of all things elfe, that now 
Could breed revolt in this new peace of Mind, 
L. Cob, Fear not, my Lord, he’s witty to devife, 
And ftrong to.execute a prefent thift. 
Cob. That Power be ftill his Guide hath guided us. 
My drowfie Eyes wax heavy; early rifing, 
Together with the travel we have had, 
Makes me that I could take a nap, 
Nere I perfwaded we might be fecure, 
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L. Cob. Let that depend on me, whilft you do fleep, 
I'll watch that no Misfortune happen us. 

Cob. { fhall, dear Wife, be too much trouble to thee, 

L. Cob. Urge not that, 
My Duty binds me, and your Love commands, 
I would I had the skill with tuned Voice 
To draw on fleep with fome fweet Melody. 
But imperfection and unaptnefs too 
Are both repugnant : Fear inferts the one, 
The other Nature hath denied me ufe. 
But what talk I of means, to purchafe that 
Is freely happen’d? Sleep with gentle Hand, 
Hath fhut his Eye-lids. O viGorious labour, 
How foon thy Pow’r can charm the Body’s Senfe? 
And new thou likewife climb’ unto my Brain, 
Making my heavy Temples ftoop to thee, 
Great God of Heaven from Danger keep us free. 

| Falls afleep, 
Enter Sir Richard Lee, and his Men. 

Lee. A Murther clofely done, and in my Ground? 
Search carefully, if any where it were, 
This obfcure Thicket is the likelieft Place. 

Ser. Sir, I found the Body ftiff with cold, 
And mangled cruelly with many Wounds, 

Lee. Look if thou know’ft him, turn his Body up: 
Alack, it is my Son, my Son and Heir, 
Whom two Years fince I fent to Ireland, 
To prattife there the Difcipline of War, 
And coming home, for fo he wrote to me, 
Some favage Heart, fome bloody devilifh Hand, 
Either in hate, or thirfting for his Coin, 
Hath here fluc’d out his Blood. Unhappy hour, 
A curfed Place, but moft inconftant Fate, 
That hadft referv’d him from the Bullets fire, 
And fuffer’d him to fcape the Wood-kerns fury. 
Didft here ordain the Treafure of his Life, 
Even here within the Arms of tender Peace, 
To be confum’d by Treafon’s wafteful Hand 2 
And which is moft affi@ing to my Soul, 
That this his Death and Murther fhould be wrought 
Without the knowledge by whofe means ’twas done. 

2 Ser. 
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2 Ser. Nat fo, Sir, I have found the Authors of it, 
See where they fit, and in their bloody Fifts 
The fatal Inftruments of Death and Sin. 
Lee. Juft Judgment of that Power, whofe gracious Eye, 
Loathing the fight of fuch a heinous Fa@, 
Dazling their Senfes with benumming Sleep, 
Till their unhallowed Treachery was known. 
Awake ye Monfters, Murtherers awake, 
Tremble for Horror, blufh you cannot chufe, 
Beholding this unhuman Deed of yours. 
Cob. What mean you; Sir, to trouble weary Souls, 
And interrupt us of our quiet Sleep? 
Lee. O devilith / can you boaft unto your felves 
Of quiet Sleep, having within your Hearts 
The guilt of Murther waking, that which cries 
Deafs the loud Thunder, and follicits Heay’n 
With more than Mandrakes fhrieks for your Offence2 
L. Cob. What Murther? You upbraid us wrongfully. 
Lee. Can you deny the Fat? See you not here 
The Body of my Son, by you mifdone? 
Look on his Wounds, look on his Purple hue: 
Do we not find you where the Deed was done? 
Vere pot your Knives faft clofed in your Hands? 
Is not this Cloth an Argument befide, 
Thus ftain’d and fpotted with his innocent Blood 2 
Thefe {peaking Chara@ers, were there nothing elfe 
‘Lo plead againft ye, would conviG you both, 
To Hartford with them, where the Sizes now are kepr, 
Their Lives fhall anfwer for my Son’s loft Life. 
Cob, As we are innocent, fo may we {peed. 

Lee. As lam wrong’d, fo may the Law proceed.| Exeunt. 
Enter Bi fbop of Rochefter, Conftable of St. Albans, aith Prieff, 
Doll, and the Irifhman in Harpool’s Apparel, 

Roch, What intricate Confufion have we here? 
Not two hours fince we apprehended one 
In Habit /rifh, but in Speech not fo ; 
And now you bring another, that in Speech is Zrifh, 
But in Habit Exglifh: Yea, and more than fo, 
The Servant of that Heretick Lord Cobham, 


Irifb. Fait me be no Servant of de Lort Cobham, 
Me be Atack Chane of Ulfter. 
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Roch, Orlierwife call’d pool of Kent,« 90 to, Sirs 
‘ou cannot blind us with your broken Jrifh. 

Prieft. Truf 
Harpool or not 
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But fure iam, thi 11 by 
Is he that murder'd young Sir Richard Lee: 
I met him pr efently upon | the Fad, 
And that he flew his Mafter for that Gold, 
, and that Chain I took from him. 
|, our Affairs do call us back to London, 
So that we cantiot profecite the Caufe 

fire to do, therefore we leave 
with you, to fee they be convey’d 
ize: Both this Counterfeit, 
t Fobe of Wrotham, and your Wench, 


as they 
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For you are cialpable as we 
for Murther, yet for Felony. 





ware the means to bri ing to light 
s Murther, ye tha “ bear with you 
Our Letters to the Judges ise é Bench, 
To be your Friends in’ what sais miaibel may. ; 
Prieft. 1 shank your Lord fhip. | Exeunt. 


Enter Gaoler, bringing forth Lord Cobham. 
Gaol. Bring forth the Prifoners, fee the Court prepar’d, 
The Juftices are coming to the Benth’: 
let hit ftand, away and or the reft. [Exits 
Cob. O give'me patience to endure this Scourge, 
Thou that art Fountain of that virtuous Stream, 
And tho’ contempt of Witnefs, and Reproach 
Hang on thefe Iron Gyves, to prefs my Life 
As low-as. Barth, yet itrengthen me with Faith, 
That Imay mount in Spirit above the Clouds. 
Enter. Goaler, bringing in Lady Cobham and Harpool: 
Here comes my Lady, Sorrow ’tis for her. 
Thy wound is grievous, elfe I fcoff at thee. 
What and poor Harpool : ! art thou i’ch’ Briars too 2 
Har, Vfaith, my ) Lord, famin, get out how I can. 
L. Cob, Sayygentie Lord, for now we are alone 
And may confers fhall we Gonfefsi in brief, 
Of whenegs: and what we are, ‘and fo prevent 
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Cob. What will that help us 2 Being knowr, fweet Loy 
We fhall for Herefie be put to Death, 
For fo they term the Religion we profefs. 
No, if we dye, let this our comfort be, 
That of the guilt impos’d our Souls are fice. 
Har, Ay, ay, my Lord, Harpool is fo refoly’d, 
I wreak of Death the lefs in that I die, 
Not by the Sentence of that envious Prieft. 
L. Cob, Well, be it then according as Heavens pleaf 


ne? 


Le 


Enter Lord Fudge, Fuftices, MM. eyor of St. Albans, Lord Powis, 
and his Lady, old Sir Richard Lee: The Fudge and Fue 
ftices take their Places. 

Fudge. Nows Mr. Mayor, what Gentleman is that 
You bring with you before us to the Bench2 

Mayor. The Lord Powis, if it like your Honour, 
And this his Lady travelling toward Wales; 

Who, for they lodg’d Jat Night within my Houf, 

And my Lord Bifhop did lay wait for fuch, 

Were very willing to come on with me, 

Left for their fakes, fufpicion we might wrong. 

Fudge. We cry your Honour mercy; good my Lord, 
Will’t pleafe you take your Place. Madam, your Ladyihip 
May here, or where you will repofe your felf, 

Until this bufinefs now in hand be patt. 

L. Pow, I will withdraw into fome other Room, 
Sothat your Lordfhip and the reft be pleas’d: 

Fudge. With all our Hearts: Attend the Lady there, 

Pow. Wife, ft have ey’d yon Pris’ners all this while, 

And my Conceit doth tell me; ’tis our Friend 

The Noble Cobham, and his virtuous Lax fi. 

L. Pow. Ithinknolefs, are they fafpectcd for this Murther? 

Pow. What it means 
I cannot tell, but we thal] know anon: 
Mean time as you pafs by them, ask the gueftion, 

But do it fecreily you be not feen, 

And make fome fign, that I may. know your Mind: 

| As fhe paffes over the Stage by them. 

L. Pow. My Lord Cobham! Madam? 

Cob. No Cobham now, nor Madam, as you love us, 

But Foln of Lancafhire, and Foan his W3 
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L. Pow. O tell, what is it that our love can-do 
To pleafure you, for we are bound to youé 
Cob.. Nothing but this, that you conceal our Names 3 
So, gentle Lady, pafs for being fpied. 
L. Pow. My Heart I leave, to.bear part of your Grief, 
[ Exit. 
Fudee. Call the Prifoners to the Bar: Sir Richard Lee; 
What Evidence can you bring againft thefe People, 
To prove them guilty of theMurther done? 
Lee. This bloody Towel, and thefe naked Knives, 
Befide, we found them fitting by the Place, 
Where the dead Body lay within.a Buth. 
Fudge. What avfwer you why Law thould not proceed j 
According to this Evidence given.in, 
o tax ye with the penalty of Death? 
Cob. That we are free from Murther’s very. thought; 
And know not how the Gentleman, was flain. 
1 Fuft. How came this linen-cloth fo bloody then2 
L. Cob. My Husband hot with travelling, my. Lord, 
His Nofe gufht out a-bleeding,. that was it. 
2 Fujt. But how.came your fharp-ede’d Knives unfheath’d? 
L.@ob. Tocutfuch fimple Vidal: as. we had. 
Fudge. Say we admit this anfwer.to thofe Articles, 
‘What made you. info private:.a dark. Nook, 
‘So far remote from any common;Path, 
As was the Thick. where the dead Corps was thrown? 
Cob. Journeying, my Lord, from London, from the Lermy, 
Down into Lanea/fbire, where we.do.dwell ; 
And what with Age, and Travel being faint, 
We gladly fought'a place where we. might reft; 
Free from refort of other Paflengers, 
And fo we ftray’d into that fecret. Corner: 
Fudge. Thele are but ambages.to drive off time, 
And linger Juftice from her purpos’d. end, 
But who are thefe? 
Exter Conftable with the lrithman,-Prieft, and. Doll. 
Con. Stay Judgment, and releafe thofe Innocents, 
For here is he whofe Hand hath done the Deed, 
For which they ftand indiced at the Bar: 
This favage Villain, this rndeJrifh. Slave, 
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His Tongue already hath confefs’d the Fa@, 
And here is witnefs to confirm as much, 
Prieft. Yes, my good Lord, no fooner had he flaia 
His loving Mafter for the Wealth he had, 
But I upon the inftant met with him: 
And what he purchas’d with the lof of Blood, 
With ftrokes I prefently bereav’d him of, 
Some of the which is fpent, the reft remaining, 
I willingly furrender to the Hands 
OF old Sir Richard Lee, as being his; 
Befide, my Lord Judge, I greet your Honour 
With Letters from my Lord of Rocheffer, | Delivers them. 
Lee. Is this the Wolf, whofe thirfty Throat did drink 
My dear Son’s Blood? art thou the Snake 
He cherifht, yet with envious piercing fting 
Affaild’ft him mortally? Wer’t not that the Law 
Stands ready to revenge thy cruelty, 
Traitor to God, thy Mafter, and to me, 
Thefe Hands fhould be thy Executioner. 
Fudge. Patience, Sir Richard Lee, you fhall have Juttices 
The FaG@ is odious, therefore take him hence, 
And being hang’d until the Wretch be dead, 
His Body after fhall be hang’d in Chains, 
Near to the Place where he did a& the Murder; 

Arifo, Prethee, Lord Shudge, let me have mine own 
Cloaths, my Strouces there, and let me be hang’d ina Wyth 
after my Country the Jri/b Fathion, [ Exit. 

Fudge. Go to, away with him. And now, Sir Fohx, 
Although by you this Murther came to light: 

Yet upright Law will not hold you excus’d, 
For you did rob the Jrifb-man, by which 
You ftand attainted here of Felony : 

Befide, you have been lewd; and many Years 
Led a lafcivious, unbefeeming life, 

Prieft. O but, my Lord, Sir Fobx repents, and he will mend. 

Fudge. Inhope thereof, together with the favour 
My Lord of Rocheffer intreats for you, 

We are content you thall be proved, 

Prieft. I thank your Lordthip, 

Fudge. Thefe falfly here accus’d, ard brought 
Vou. VI. Ee In 
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In peril wrongfully, we in like fort do fet at liberty. 
Lee. And for amends, 
Touching the wrong unwittingly I have done, 

I give thefe few Crowns, Re! 
Fudge. Your Kindnefs merits praife; Sir Richard Lee, 
So let us hence. | Exeunt all bet Powis avd Cobham, 
Pow. But Powis ftill muft fray, ; 

There yet remains a part of that true Love; 

He owes his noble Friend, unfatisfied 

And unperform’d,’ which firft of all doth bind me 

To gratulate your Lordfhip’s fafe Delivery : 

And then intreat, that fince unlookt for thus 

We here are met; your Honour would vouchfafe 

To ride with me to Wales, where though my power, 

(Though not to qiiittance thofe great Benefits 

I have receiv’d of you) yet both my Houfe, 

My Purfe, my Servants, and what elfe I have 

Are all at your Command. Deny me not, 

I know the Bifhop’s Hate purfues ye fo, 

As there’s no fafety:in abiding here. 
Cob. ’Tis true, my Lord,and God forgive him for ‘it: 
Pow. Then let us hence, you fhall be ftraight provided 

Of lufty Geldings: and once entred Wales, 

Well may the Bifhop hunt, but fpight his Face, 

He néver more fhall have the Game in Chace. [Exeunt. 
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Dramatis Perfons. 


IR Godfrey, Brother-in-Law to the Widow Plus. 
Mafter Edmond, Son to the Widow Plus, 
George-Pye-boord, a Seholar and @ Citizen. 
Str Oliver Muek-hill, @ Sucter to the Lady Plus. 
Sir John Penny-Dub, @ Suzter to Moll. 
Sir Andrew Tipftaffe, @ Suiterto Frances. 
The Sheriff of London, 
Captain Adle, a Highway-man. 
Puttock 
and e Ten of the Sheriffs Serjeants. 
Ravenfhaw 
Dogfon, a Yoeman. 
ee aie Pn i Ms Fellow. 
Nicholas St. Antlings : 
Simon $¢. Mary Ok Ai ole -men to the Liddy 
Frailty; , 0 
Peter Skirmith, ud old Soldier. 
A. Nobleman. 
4A Geutleman Citizen. 
Officers. 
Lady Plus, a Citizen’s Widow, 
Frances; 


and She two Daughters. 
Moll, 


SCENE LONDON.” 


fe 














é w Plus, Frances and Moll,’ Sir 
Godfrey with Edmond, aff in Mourning. The 
Widow wringing her Hands. and burfiing out 
into Paffion, as newly come 


her Husband, 


WIDOW. 


af, that ever I was Born, that ever I was 
Born! 
Sir God. Nay, good Sifter, dear Sifter 
7 aD > 5) 
{weet Sifter, be of good comfort, fhew your 
e S J 
felf a Woman, now or never. 
> . ne 
Wid. Oh, 1 have loft the deareft Man, I 
have buried .the fweeteft Husband that ever lay’ by Woman, 
ae Te ey) 
Sir God.. Nay, give him his.due, he waé inde 


eA an hannah 
€€G an nonei 
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virtuous, difcreet, wife Man,——he wasmy Brother, as right, 
as right. 

Be3 Wid. 
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Wid. O, 1 fall never forget him, never forget him, he 
was a Man fo well given toa Woman——.oh! 

Sir God. Nay, but kind Sifter, I could -weep as much as 
any Woman, but alas, our Tears cannot call him againg me- 
thinks you are well read, Sifter, and know: that Death: is.as 
common as Hagzo, a common name'tocall Men; a Man 
fhall be taken when he’s making water, nay,) didnot 
the jearned Parfon, Mafter Pigman, tell us.e‘en now, that 
all Flefh is frail, we are Born to Die, Man has. but a:time: 
With fuch like deep and profound perfwafions, as hevas 9 
rare Fellow, you know, and an excellent Reader: and for 
Example, (as there are Examples abundance) did not Sir 
Humphrey Bubble die vother Day, there’s a lufty. Widow, 
why. fhe cry’d ‘not above half an Hour for fhame, 
for ‘thames Then’ followed him old Matter . Fwlfome the 
Ufurer, there’s a wife Widow, why the cry’d ne’er, a whit 
at all. 

Wid. © rank not me with thofe wicked Women, J. hada 
Husband out-fhin’d ’em ail, 

Sir God. Ay that he did, i'faith, he out-fhin’'d 2em al}, 

Wid. Doft thou ftand there and fee us all weep, -and,not 
once fled a Tear for'thy Father’s Death ? oh thou ungraci- 
ous.Son: and Heir thou? 

Edm. Troth, Mother, Ifhould not weep: Um fure; I 
am paft a Child Ihope, ‘to make all my old School-Fellows 
Jaugh at me;’I-fhould: be mockt, fof fhould:s ‘pray: let 
one of my Sifters weep for me, I'll laugh as much for her 
gnother time ? 

Wid. © thou paft-Grace thou, out of my Sghtshougrace- 
lefs Imp, thou grieveft me more than the Death of thy, Fae 
ther: O thou ftubborn only Son: hadft thou fuch en he- 
neft Man tothy Father——that would deceive all the World 
to get Riches for thee, and canft thou not afford a little 
Salt-Water? He that fo wifely did quite overthrow: the 
right Heir of thofe Lands, which now you refpe& pot : 
up every Morning betwixt four and five, fo duly.at Weft - 
wsinfler- Hall every Term-time, with all his Cards-and,W1i- 
tings, for thee, thou wicked Ab/alox 
© dear Husband! 

Edns.: Weep, quotha? I proteft 14m glad he’s Churched; 
for now he’s gone, I fhall fpend in quiet, 
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Fran, Dear Mother, pray ceafe, half your Tears fuffice, 
*Tis*titné for you to take truce with-your Eyes, 
Let me weep now; 

Wid> © fach aodear Knight, fuch afweet Husband have 
Toloft; have I loft! sss if bleffed be-the Coarfe the Rain 
rains’ upon, ‘he had it, pouring down. 

Si# Gods Sifter, be of :good chear, we are all mortal our 
felves, I. ¢ome- upon. youfrefhly, I never {peak without com- 
fort, “hear me what I thall fay, —— my Brother has left you 
wealthy, “you're rich. 

Wid.°O! 

Si God. T fay you're rich: you are allo fair. 

Wid. oO! 

Sir God. Go to, ‘you're fair, you cannot fmorher ir, 
Beatty will-come to light; nor are. your Years fo far en- 
ter’d'with you, but that you will be fought after, and ma 
very well anfwer another Husbard ;-the World is full of 
fine Gallants, choice enow, Sifter, for what fhould 
we’ do «with all our Knights, I pray?:-but to marry rich 
Widows, wealthy Citizens Widows, huifty’ fair-brow’d La- 
dics. Go to, be of good comfort, I fay, leave {fnobbing and 
weeping, yet my Brother was a kind-hearted Man. 
I ‘would not have the Elf fee me now, come, pluck 
up a Woman’s Heart,- here ftand your Daughters, who 
be wellEftated, and at maturity wilh alfo be inquir’d after 
with ‘good Husbands, fo all: thefe Tears 'fhall be foon dry’d 
upy aod ‘aobetter Woild: than ever ——j what, Woman? 
you muft not:weep ftill; he’s dead, he’s buried—_—- yet I 
cannot chufe but weep for him. 

Wid Marry again *no, let me be buried quick then ! 
And'that fame’ part of Quire whereon I tread 
T6 ‘fuch intent, O, may it-be my Grave: 

And that the Prieft may turn his Wedding-prayers, 
Evemwith a breath, to Funeral duft and afhes; 
O,’ out of a Million of Millions, I thould ne'er find fuch a 
Husband; he 2wasunmatchable unmatchable; nothing 
was fovhot, nor too dear for ‘me, I- could not {peak of that 
one thing that Fhadnor, befide, I had Keys of all,. keprall, re- 
ceiv’dall, had Mony inmy Purfe, {pent what would, went a- 
broad when I would, came home when I wonld;and didall what 
Twould: O——my fweet Husband ; Tthall ocverhave the like. 
Ee“ Sir 
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Sir, God. Sifter 2, ne'er: fay foyche owas °an honefiBrother 
cf.mine, and fo, and-you may lightipon oneas hotieft again, 
or one as, honeft again may light upomvyou; that’s the prot 
perer phrafe indeed. 
Wid, Never: O.if yowlove me-trgeit-not, 
O. may t be the by-word of the World; 
The common talk at Table in the Mouth 
OF every Groom and: Waiter, if eer -moré 
i entertain the carnal {uit of Man. { Kneelss 
Ad4oll. I muft kneel-down for fafhion too. 
Fran, And I, whom never Man as-yet hathofcal’dy 
E’en.in this depth of general. Sorrows vow 
Never to marry,.-to fuftain fuch lofs, 
As adear Husband fecms to be, once Dead. 
Moll. 1 lov'd my Father well too;, bur to fay, 
Nay, vows Twould not marry for his death, 
Sure I fhould fpeak falfe Latin, thould Inot? 
I'd as foon vow never to come in Bed, 
Tut, Women. multliyeby th’ quick, and-not by'th’ dead. 
Wid. Dear Copy.of, my. Husband, © let me kifs thee: 
{Drawing out her Husband's Pidturel 
How like him is their Model; their, brief Pi@ture 
Qutckens my ‘Tears: my.forrows are! renew’d 
At their freth fight. 
31 God. SiLbCr wmmeesmnne 
Wid. Away, 
All honefty with him.isturn'’d toClay, 
O my fweet Husband, O——— 
Fran, My. dear Father 2 [ Exeunt Widwand Frans 
‘doll, Here’s a.puling indeed! I.think my. Mother-weeps 
for all che Women that ever buried Husbands 3 forsif from 
time to time all the Widowers. Tears »in England-had beer 
Botled up, I do not think all would have fill'd:a three-halfi 
peny Bottle: alas,.afmall matter bucksia Handkerchiefsass 
and fometimes the. Spittle ftands too: high Saint! -Thomapie 
Watring’s,.. Well, I can. mourn in good fober fort asowellas 
another; but where I {pend one Tear for adead’ FatHery & 
could give twenty, Kiffes for a quick Husband. 
[Exit Molh: 
Ser God, Well, igo thy ways, old:Sir Godfvey,and thow 
may:ft be proud on’t, thou haft a kind loving Sifter-in- 
law. 
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laws How conftant 2 how: paffionate? how full of April the 
poor Soul's Eyes ares Well, I would'my Brother knew on’t, 
he fhould: then know>what:a kind Wife he had left behind 
him. Truth, and ’twere not for fhame thatthe Neighbours 
at th’next Garden fhould-hear me betwixt Joy and Grief, I 
fhould e’en cry out-right! [Exit Sir Godfrey, 
Edm, So, a fair ‘riddance, my Father's laid*in’ diift, his 
Coffin and he is likeva: whole Meat4Pye, ‘and the Worms 
will,cut him up fhortly : Farewel, old" Dady farewel? Pl] 
be curb’d in no more’: I perceive oa °Son~ and Heir ma 
quickly-be-made a Foo}, and he will bevone, but I'll take 
another order; ——— Now fhe would have me weep for 
him forfooth, and why; becaufe’ he “cozen’d’ the right 
Heir being a Fool,and: "beftow’d thofe Lacds on’ me his 
Eldeft Son; and therefore 1 muft weep for him, ha, ha: 
why, all the World» knows, as long ‘as “twas his Pleafure to 
get me, "twas his Duty to’ get for me ?°Mknow the Law 
in that point, no Attorney can gull me: Well, my Un- 
cle isan old: AfS;“and- an admirable Coxcomb, Til rulé the 
Roaft my felf, I'll be kept under ‘io ‘more, I know’ what 
E-may‘ do well enough: by my Father’s Copy: the Law’s 
in mine own'Hands now Nay, now Iknow my ftrength, 
I'll be ftrong enough: for my Mother, I warrant you. 
Exit, 
Exter George Pye-boord, -andPeter Skitmith. be 
Pye. What’s to be done now, old Lad of “War, thou 
that were wont to beyas hot as a Turn-(pit, as nimble ‘as a 
Fencer, and as loufie as a-School-mafter; ‘now ‘thou art 
put, to filence like:a Seary, War fits now like a Ju- 
fice wof !Peace, and:does nothing # where ‘be your Maf- 
kets, Calivers and Hot-fhots? in Longslane)” at Pawn, at 
pawn? Now "Keys are our only’ Guns, Key-guns, 
Key-guns; and’ Bawds the Gunners, “who are your 
Sentinels in Peace, and ftand ‘ready charg’d’ to give _war- 
ning s.with hems, “hums, and pocky-coughs; only ‘your 
Chambers are licenft to play uponyéu; and Dabs endow to 
give-Firé to’ems 
Skir, Well, Eccannot tell, but I am’ fare’ it goes wrong 
with‘ me, ‘for fince the ceffure of the Wars, I have {pent 
aoove ‘a hundred ‘Crowns outiof Purfe 2"I shave been 'a Sol- 
: dier 
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dier any time this forty. Years, and now I perceive an old 
Soldier, and an old Courtier have both one Deftiny, and in 
the end turn both into Hob-pails. 

Pye. Pretty Myftery for a Beggar, for indeed a Hob-nail 
is the true Emblem of a Beggar's Shoe-foal. 

Shire I will not fay but that War is a Blood-fucker, ‘and 
fo; but in my Confcience, (as there is no Soldier but has 
a piece of one, though it be full of holes, likea fhot Ancient, 
no matter, “twill ferve to fwear by) in my Confcience,‘I 
think fome kindof Peace has more hidden oppreffions, “and 
violent heady Sins, (though looking ofa gentle Nature) than 
a profeft War. 

Pye. Troth, and for mine own part,I am a poor Gentleman, 
and a Scholar, I have been matriculated in the Univerfity, 
wore out fix Gowns there, feen fome Fools, and fomeScho- 
lars, fome of the City, and fome of the Country, kept Or- 
der, went bare-headed over the Quadrangle, eat my Com- 
mons with a good Stomach, and battled with Difcretion ; 
at lalt, having done many flights and tricks to maintain my 
Wit.in ufe (asmy Brain would never endure me tobe idle,) 
L was expell’d the Univerfity, only, for ftealing a Cheefeout 
of ‘Fefus Colledge, 

Shir. Is’t poffible ¢ 

Pye. O! there was one Welfhman (God forgive him) pur: 
fued it hard, and neyér left, ’cill I turn’d my ‘Staff toward 
Loudon, where when I came, all my Friends were pit-hold, 
gone to Graves, (ag indeed there was but’ a few left before) 
then was I turn’d to my Wits, to fhift in the World; to rowre 
among Sons and Heirs, and Fools, and Gulls, and Ladies 
eldeft Sons, to work upon nothing, to feed out of. Flint, 
and ever fince has myBelly. been much beholden to my 
Brain. But now to return to.you, old Skirmifh, T fay, as 
you fay, and for my part wifh a Turbulency in the World, 
for Ihave nothing in the World, but my Wits, and I 
think they are as mad as they will be: and to ftrengthen 
your Argument the more, I fay an honeft War is better 
than a bawdy Peace. _ As touching my Profeffion;. themul- 
tiplicity of Schalars, batcht and nourifht in the idle Calms 
of Peace, makes *em like Fifhes, one devout anothefs; and 
the Community of Learning has fo plaid: upon affections, 


and thereby almtoft Religion is come about to Phantafie, 
and 
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and difcredited by being too much fpoken of —— iin fo ma- 
ny and mean Mouths. I my felf being a Scholar ands 
Graduate, have no other comfort by my Learning, but the 
Affection of my words, to know how Scholar-like to name 
what I want, and can call my felf a Beggar both in Greek 
and Latin, and therefore not to cog with Peace, 1’]] pot be 
afraid to fay, ’tis a great Breeder, but a bad Nourifher: a 
great Getter of Children, which muft either be Thieves or 
rich. Men, Knaves or Beggars. 

Skir. Well, would I had been born a Knave then, when 
I was born a Beggar; for if the truth was known, I think 
T was begot when my Father had never a Penny in’ his 
Purfe, 

Pye, Puh, faint not, old Skirmifh, let this warrant thee, 
facilis Defcenfus Averni, *tis an eafie Journey to a Knave, 
thou may’ft be a Knave when thou wilt; and Peace is a good 
Madam. to all other Profeffions, and an arrant Drab to'us, 
let us handle her accordingly, and by our Wits thrive in 
defpight of her; for the Law lives by Quarrels, the Courtier 
by, {mooth Good-morrows, and every Profeffion makes it 
felf greater by ImperfeGtions, why not we then by Shifts, 
Wiles, and Forgeries? And feeing our Brains are the only 
Patrimonies, let’s {pend with judgment, not like a defperate 
Son and Heir, but like a fober and difcreet Templer, - 
one that will never march. beyond the bounds of his Allow- 
ance, and for our thriving means, thus, I my felf will put on 
the Deceit of a Fortune-teller, a Fortune-teller. 

Skir. Very proper. 

Pye. And you a Figure-cafter, or a Conjurer. 

Skir, A Conjurer 2 

Pye. Let me alone, I'll inftru& you, and teach you to 
deceive all Eyes, but the Devil's. 

Skir. O ay, for I would not deceive him, and I could 
chufe, of all others. 

Pye. Fear not, I warrant you; and fo by thefe means we 
fhall;help one another to Patients, as the condition of the 
Age affords Creatures enow for cunning to work upon. 

Skir. © wondrous, new Fools and freth Affes. 

Pye. O, fit, fit, excellent. 

Skir, What in the name of Conjuring 2 





Pye. 
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Pye. My Memory greets me happily. with an\admirable 
Subje& to graze upon. The Lady-Widow, who of Jgte, I 
faw- weeping in her Garden, for the death of her Husband, 
fure fhe’s but a watrifh Soul, ‘and half‘on’t by this time. is 
dropt‘out of her Eyes: Device well'manag’d may do, good 
upomher: it ftands firm, my firft praGtice fhall be’ there. 

Shir, You have my Voice, George. 

Pyes Sh’as a grey Gull to her Brother, a Fool to her only 
Son, and an Ape to her youngeft Daughter; T over= 
heard’em feverally, ‘and’ from their words I'll drive my de- 
vice; and thou, old Peter Skirmifh, thalt be my fecond in 


all flights. 
Shir. Ne’er’ doubt me, George Pye-Boord, ——~ only you 


muft teach me to conjure. 
Enter Captain Wdle pinion’d, and witha Guard of Officers 
palferb over the Stage. 

Pyé, Pub, Vil perfect thee, Peter: 

How now ! what’s he 2 

Skirs'O George! this fight kills me; 
‘Tis my {worn Brother, Captain Idle. 

Pye. Captain Tale. 

Shire’ Apprehended ‘for’ fome fellontous AG or other, he 
hao ftartéd otit; has’triadé' “a Night on’t, lackt Silver; I. can- 
not but commend his Refolution, ‘he’ would not’ pawn his 
Buf ferkin,’ I would either fome of us were imploy’d, or 
might pitch our Tents‘at Ufarers Doors, to Kill the Staves 
as they peep out at the Wicker. 

Pye.Indeed, thofe ‘are out anciént Enemies; they keep 
our*Mony in*their Hands, and make us ‘to be hang’d for 
robbing of *em: but come let’s follow after tothe Prifon; 
and know the nature-of this offence;"and what we can féad 
him in; “he fhall’ be fure’ofs and TL 'uphold it fill, ‘that 


a charitable Knave is better than a foothing® Puritan, 
PEseunt. 
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Enter at one Door Corporal Oath, and at rhe other three of 
the Widow Puritan's ~“Serving-Aten, Nicholas’ St. Ants 
lings, "Sittion St. Mary+O veries, and Prailty, in black! ftarvy 
Mourning Coats, and Books at their Girdles, as coming from 
Church. They meet. 

Noch. What) Corporal’ Oarh ? Tam: forry wehave met 

j you are ‘thé Man that ‘we are 


withyou: next ‘otr Hearts 
for- 
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forbidden ‘to keep company withal, we muftsnot {wear [can 
tell you, and. you have the name for Swearing. 

Sim Ay, Corporal Oath, 1 would: you. would:do fo much 
as forfake us, we cannot abide you, we.muft, not. be feen in 
your Company. 

Frail.. There is none, of us, I can: tell you, but hall be 
foundly whipt for fwearing. 

Corp. Why how now 2.wethree? Puritanical Scrape-fhooes, 
Pleth a Good-Fridays;. a, Hand. 

All, Oh. 

Corp. Why Nicholas. St. Antlings, Simon. St, Mary- 
Overies, has the De’il poffeft you, that you {wear no. better, 
you Half-Chriften’d Karomites, you Un-godmother’d Varlets; 
does the firft Leffon teach you to be Proud, and the fecond 
to be Coxcombs; proud Coxcombs;. not once to do duty to 
a Man of Mark. 

Frail. A Man of Mark, quotha,°I.do not think he.can 
fhew a Beggar’s Noble, 

Corp. ACorporal, a€ommander, one of Spirit, that is able 
to blow. you up alledry. with your Books at your Girdles. 

Sim. We are: not taught to believe. that, Sir, for..we 
know, the Breath of Man is weak, 

[Corporal breathes on Frailty, 

frail. Foh; you lye,. Nicholas; for. -here’s one ftrong 
enough; blow us up, quotha, he may well blow. me above 
twelve{core off on-him: I.warrant,. if the Wind ftood sight, 
a Man might finell.him from the top of: Newgate, to. the 
Leads of Ludgate. 

Corp. Sirrah, thou hollow Book of Wax-candle, 

Nich. Ay, you may fay what you will, fo you {wear not. 

Corp. 1 {wearsby the-——.__. 

Nich. Hold, hold, good Corporal Oath; for if you fwear 
once, we: fhall fall down in a Swoon prefently, 

Corps I muft and will {wear : you quivering Coxcombs, 
my .Captain is imprifon’d, and by HKulcan’s Leather Cod- 
piece.point——_. 

Wich. O Simon, what an Oath was there? 

Frail, If he fhould: chance:to break ity. the poor Man’s 
Breeches would fall.down about his heels, for Venus allaws 
but one Point to his Hofe. 


patel. are er 


eh 

ial 

i. | 
% 


C—O -0 Ot Se a 


Corp, 


= 





a 


31194 The Puritan: Ors 


Corp. With thefe, my Bully-Fleet; 1 will thump ope the 
Prifon Doors, and: brain the Keeper, with the Begging-Box; 
but I’l.fet my honeft {weet Captain Fale at liberty. 

Nich. How, Captain idle ?.my old Aunt’s Son, my dear 
Kinfman in Cappadochio, 

Corp. Ay, thou Chureh-peeling, thou Holy-parings Re- 
ligious outfide thou; if thou hadft.any grace in. thee; thou 
wouldt.vifit him; relieve him, fwear to.get him out. 

Nich. Affure you, Corporal, indeed-las “tis the firft time 
I heard on’t. 

Corp. Why do’t now then, AZarmafets bring forth thy 
yearly Wages, let not a Commander perith ¢ 

Sim. But.if he be one of the wicked, he hall perifh. 

Nich, Well, Corporal, I'll e’en along with you, to vifit 
my..Kinfman, if I can do him any good, I will——but I 
have nothing for him, Simon St. Adary-Overies and Frail- 
zy, pray make a Lie for meto the Knight, my Matter, old 
Sit Godfrey. 

Corp. A Lie? may you lie then? 

Fraile O-ays we may lie, but..we, muft. not {wear. 

Sim, Trae» we may lye with our Neighbour’s Wifes but 
we muft not {wear we did fo. 

Corp: Os an-excellent Tag of Religion. 

Nich. O, Simon, I have thought upon a found excufe, it 
will go currant, fay that. am gone-to a Fatt. 

Sim. To a Falt?. very good. 

Nich. Ay, toa Fait; fay, with Mafter Fuill-belly the Mi- 
nifter. 

Sim. Matter Full-belly? anv honeft:Man: He | feeds the 
Flock well, for, he’s am excellent Feeder. 

[ Exeunt Corporal and Nicholas; 

Frail. O 1, I have feen him: eat a-whole Pig,' and:after- 
ward fall to. the, Pettitoes. [ Excennt Sittion dnd Frailtys 


The Mar {halfea Prifon... Enter Captain Idle at one Door, 
and an old Soldier at the otber. 
Pye. Pray turn the Key. [ Speaking within. 
Skir. Turn the Key, I pray. 
Capt. Who.fhould thofe be, £ almoft know their Voices? 
O my Friends! [ Entring. 
You're 
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You're welcome to a felling Room heres you newly took 
leave of the Air, is*tnot firange favour? 

Pye. Asall Prifons have'fmells of fundry Wretches ; 
Whe, though departed, ‘leave their feents behind ’em, 

By Gold, Captain, I am fincerely forry for'thee, 

Caps. By my troth, George, I thank thee’ but, pifh__ 
what muft be, muft be. 

Skirs Captain; what do you lye in for? ist great? what's 
your Offence ? 

Capt. Faith, my Offence is ordinary, common, 
a Highway, and I fear'me my penalty will be ordinary and 
common too, a Halter. 

Pye. Nay, prophefie not fo ill, it (hall go hard, 

But Fl thift for thy Life. 

Capt. Whether Flive or die, thou’rt an honeft George, 
Pil tell: you=—-Silver flow’d not with me, asit had done, 
for now the Tide runs to Bawds and Flatterers, I had a 
{tart out, and by chance fet upon a fat Steward; thinking 
his Purfe had been as purfie as his Body; and the Slave 
had about him but'thepoor purchace of ten Groats: Not- 
withftanding being deferyed, purfued; and taken, I°know 
the Law is fo grim, in refpe& of many defperate, unferled 
Soldiers, that I fear'me I fhall dance “after their Pipe 
for’t. 

Skirs T am. twice forry for’ you, Captain; firfty that 
your Purchace was fo {mall,"and now that your Danger is 
fo greati 

Capt Pufh, the worft is but death 
Pipe of Tobacco‘about you? 

Skir. I think I have thereabouts about me. 

(Captain blows a Pipes 

Capts Here's clean Gentleman too,’ to receive, 

Pyes Welly Pmufteeatt about fome happy flight: 

Work Brain, that ever didft thy Mafter right. 

' [Corporal and Nicholas within, 

Corp. Keeper, let the ‘Key be turn’d: 

Wich. Ay, ay, pray, Matter Keeper; give’s a caft of your 
Office. 

Capt. How now? — more Vifitants? > tmm——whar, ‘Cor 
porals Oath ? 

#yé. Skir. Corporal, 
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Corp. In Prifon, honeft Captain? this muft not be: 

Nich. How do you, Captain Kinfmant - 

Capt. Good Coxcomb, what makes thet pure—— ftarcht 
Fool here? 

Nich. You fee, Kinfman, I am fomewhat bold to: call in, 
and fee how you do; I heard you. were lafe enough; and I 
was very glad on’t, that it was no worfe. 

Capt. This is a double torture now; this Fool by th’ 
Book doth vex me more than my Imprifonment. | What 
meant you, Corporal, to hook him hither 2 
Corp. Who, he? he fhall relieve: thee, and fupply. thee, 
Vil make him do’t, 

Capt. Fy, what vain Breath you fpend: 

He {upply? I'll fooner expe& Mercy from an Ufurer when 
my Bond's forfeited, fooner Kindnefs from a Lawyer. when 
my Mony’s fpent: nay, fooner Charity from the Devil, 
than Good from a Puritan. I'll look:for:Relief- from him 
when- Lucifer is reftor’d.to his Bloody: and in: Heav’n, again. 

Nich. I warrant my Kinfman’s talking of me, for my left 
Ear burns moft tyrannically. 

Pye. Captain Jdle ? what's he there? he looks like a Mon- 
key upward, and a Crane downward. 

Capt. Pfhaw; 4 foolifh Coufia of mine: I muft thank God 
for him, 

‘Pye. Why, the better fabje& to work i fcape upon; thou 
fhalt e’en change Clothes with him, aad leave him: here, 
and fo 

Capt. Push, I publitht him ¢’ensnow to. my Corporal, 
he will be damn’d ‘e'er he dome? focmuch good; whys 4 
know a more proper, a more handfome Device ‘than thar, 
if the Slave would: be Sociable, ——~ now Goodman. Flere 
face ? 

Nich. O, my Goufin begins to fpeak to me-nowy.d fhall 
be acquainted with him again, I hope. 

Shir. Look! what:ridiculovs Rapturts take hold of his 
Wrinkles. 

Pye, Then what fay you to this Device, a happy one 
Caprain 3 
_ Capt. Speak low, George; Prifon Rats:have»widerodzars 
than thofe in Maltlofts: 








Niche 
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Nich. Coufin, if-irday inmy powers /as-they Lay rite 
do. 

Cape’ T would do mean exceeding pleafure indeed, that; 
ne’tr talk furder on’t; the Fool will be hang’d e’er he -do’r, 

Gorps»Pox, I'll chump ?im:to’t. 

Pyess Why; do but try the Fopiter, and. break it to him 
bluntly, 

Capt. And fo my difgrace will dwell in his Jaws, andthe 
Slave flaver out our purpofe to his Mafters-for would were 
but as fure on’t, as Lam:fure he will deny to do’t. 

Nith.. I would-be heartily glad,.Coufin,. if any of my 
Friendfhips, as they fay, might ftand, ha~— 

Pye. Why, you fee-he offers his Friendfhip foolithly to 
yowalready. 

Cape. hy; that’s the Hellon’t, I would he would offer it 
wifely. 

Nichi» Verily, and indeed la, Coufin 

Capts I have took note of thy Fleers agood while, if thou 
art minded'to do me good?:as thou gap’ft-upon me comfort- 
ably, and giv’ft me charitable Faces; which indeed is-buteg 
fafhion in -yowall-that are-Puritans, wilt foon at Night fteal 
me thy Matfter’s Chain 2 - 

Wich, Oh, FE thall-fowne! 

Pyee Corporal, he ftarts already ! 

Capt. Tknow it-to bewworth three hundred Crowns, and 
withthewhalf of thar, Iocan buy my Life at a Brokei’s, at 
fecond hand, which now lyes in pawn to the.Law3 if this 
thowerefale to do, beingveafie and nothing ‘dangerous, - in 
that thow art-held ingood! pinion of thy Mafter, why *cis 
a palpable Argument thow hold’'ft my Life at no Price, 
andthefeethy brokem andunjointed, Offers»are -but only 
created in thy Lip, now Born, and now Buried, foolith 
Breath only* what; woult do’t? {hall Z.look-for Happinefs 
in thy anfwer? 

Wich, Steal my Mafter’s Chain, quoth he? no, it shall 
ne’er be faid, that Nicholas St. 4ntlings committed. Bird- 
lime 

Capt. Nay, I told you asmuch, did I not? though he be 
a Puritan, "yet:he will be @ trie Man, 

Nich. Why Couin, you know *tis-writeeny: Thou thalt 
not Steal. 


Vor. VI, F f Cape. 
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Capt. Why, and Fool, thou fhalt love thy Neighbours 


and help him in Extremities. 

Nich, Mafs L think it be indeed ; in what Chapter’s that; 
Coufin 2 

Capt. Why in the firft of Charity, the fecond Verfe. 

Nic). The firft of Charity, quoth a, that’s a good Jeft, 
there’s no fuch Chapter in my Book! 

Capt, No, I know "twas torn out of thy. Book, and .that 
nikes-it fo little in thy Heart. 

Pye. Come; let me tell you, you’retoo unkind a Kinfman 
faith; the Captain loying you fo dearly, ay, like the 
Pomwater of his Eye; and you to be fo uncomfortable; 
fie; fie. 

Nich. Pray do not with me to be hang’d, any thing elfe 
that I can do; had it been to rob, I would ha’ don’t, but I 
muft not Steal, that’s the word, the literal, Thou fhale not 
Steal; and would you wifh me to Steal then 2 

Pye. No Faith, that were too much, to {peak truth; why 
wile thou Nim it from him ¢ 

Nich. That 1 will. 

Pye, Why enough, Bully; he will be content with that; 
or he fhall ha none; let.me lone, with him now, Captain, 
I ha’ dealt with your Kinfman:in-a Corners a good ---kind- 
natur’d Fellow, methinks: Goto, you, fhall. not have all 
your own asking, you fhall bate fomewhat on’t, . he.is not 
contented. abfolutely,. as you would. fay;.to fteal the Chain 
from him, but-to.do. you a. pleafures he will nim.it, from 
him. 

Nich. Ay, that I will, Coufin. 

Capt. Well, feeing he wall dono mores, as far as L. fee, I 

iuft be contented with that. 

Corp. Here’s.n9 notable gulleryé 

Pye. Nay, I'll come nearer to you, Gentleman,...beeanfe 
we'll have only..but.a Help and.a, Mirth: on't the Knight 
{hall not Jofe his Chain neither, but be only laid out of the 
way fome one or two, Days. ; 

Wich. Ay, that would be good indeed,,, Kinfman. 

Pye. For 1 haveja farther reach, to profit us better, by 
the mifling on’t only, than if we. had ic out-right,,.2s my 
Difcourfe fhall make it known to you;—— when thou haft 
the Chain, do but convey it out at a Back-door into the 

Garden; 
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Garden, and there hang it clofe in the Rofemary Bank, but 
for a {mall Seafoa; and by that harmlefs device. I know 
how ‘to wind Caprain Ydle out of Prifon, the Knight thy 
Matter thall get his Pardon, and releafe him, and he fatisfie 
thy Mafter with his own Chain, and wondrous thanks on 
both Hands. 

Nich. That were rare indéed la; 

Pray let me know how. 

Pye. Nay, ‘tis very neceffary thou thould’ft know, be 
caufe thou muft be employ’d as an AGor? 

Nich. An A@or? O no, that’s a Player? and our Par- 
fon rails againft Players mightily, I can tell you, becaufe 
they brought him drunk upo’th’ Stage once,—_—~as he will 
be horribly drunk, 

Corp. Mafs I caniiot blame him then, 

Poor Church fpout, 

Pye. Why as an Intermedler then? 

With. Ay, that, that. 

Pye. Give me Audience then; when the old Knight thy 
Matter has rap’d his fill for the lof of the Chain, tell him 
thou haft a Kinfman in Prifon, of fuch‘exquifite Art, that 
the Devil himfelf is French Lackey to’ him, and runs bare 
headed by his Horfe——Belly, when he has one ; whom he 
will caufe, with moft Lrifb dexterity, to fetch his Chain, 
though *twere hid under @ Mine of Sea-coal, and ne’er 

make Spade or Pick Axe his Inftruments; tel] him but this, 
with farther Inftru@ions thou thalt receive from me, and 
thou theweft thy felf a Kinfman indeed. 

Corp. A dainty Bully. 

Skir. An honeft—Beok-keeper. 

Capt. And my three times thrice honey Coufin; 

Wich. Nay, grace ef God I'll rob him on’t fuddenly, 
and Hang’ it in the Rofemary bank, bit I bear that mird, 
Coufin; I would hot fteal any thing, methinks, for mine 
own Father, 

Skir. He bears a good Mind in that, ‘Captain, 

Pye. Why, well faid, 

He begins to be an honeft Fellow, faith: 

Corp. ‘In truth he does. 


Ff 2 lich. 
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Nich. You fee,Coufin, I am willing to do you any kinds 
nefs, always faving my felf harmlefs: | Exit Nicholas. 


Capt. Why I thank thee, fare thee well, I fhall requite 
it. 
Corp. *Twill be good for thee, Captain, that thou haft 
fuch an egregious Afs to thy Coufin. 
Capt. Ay, is not that a fine Fool, Corporal? 
But, George, thou talk’ of Art and Conjuring, 
How fhali that be? 
Pye. Pub, be’t not in your care, 
Leave that to me and my Directions; 
Well, Captain, doubt not thy delivery now, 
FE’en with the vantage, Man, to gain by Prifon, 
As my Thoughts prompt me: Hold on brain and plots 
I aim at many cunning far events, 
All which I doubt not to hit at length; 
Vil to the Widow with a quaint Affault ; 
Captain, be merry. 

Capt. Who 1? Kerry merry Buffe-Jerkin. 

Pye. Oh, I am happy in more flights, and one will knit 
{trong in another Corporal Oath. 

Corp. Ho! Bully! 

Pye. And thou, old Peter Skirmifb, 1 have a neceflary 
task for you both, 

Skir. Lay’t upon George Pye-boord. 

Corp. What e’er it be, we'll manage it. 

Pye. I would have you two maintain a Quarrel before the 
Lady Widow's Door, and draw your Swords i’th’ edge of 
the Evening: Clafh a little, clafh, clath. 

Corp. Fuh ! 

Let us alone to make our blades ring noon, 
Though it be after Supper. 

Pye. I know you can; 

And out of thar falfe Fire, I doubt not but to raife ftrange 
belief ——and, Captain, to countenance my Device the bet- 
ter, and grace my Words to the Widow, I have a good 
plain Sattin Suit, that I had of a young Reveller fother 
Night, for words pafs not regarded now a-days, unlefs they 
come from a good Suit of Cloaths, which the Fates and my 
Wits had beftowed upon me. Well, Captain Zdle, if I did 
not highly love thee, £ would ne’er be feen within twelve 

fees Tisai ~. {core 
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core of a Prifon, for I proteft at this inftant, I walk in 
great danger of fmall Debts. I owe Mony to feveral Ho- 
fteffes, and you know fuch Jills will quickly be upon a 


Vill 


Man’s Jack. 
Capt. True, George. 


Pye. Fare thee well, Captain. Come Corporal and An- 


cient, thou fhalt hear more News next time we greet 
thee. 


Corp. More News? Ay, by yon Bear at Bridge-Foot in 
Heav’n fhalt thou. 

Capt. Enough; my Friends, farewel, 
This Prifon thews as if Ghofts did pert in Hell. 


| Exeunt, 
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Enter Moll, youngeft Daughter to the Widow, alone, 


on Ne marry? forfwear Marriage? why all Wo- 
men know *tis as honourable a thing as to lye 
with a Man; and I, to fpight my Sifter’s Vow the more, 
have entertain'd a Suiter already, a fine Gallant Knight of 
the laft Feather, he fays he will Coach-me too, and well 
appoint me, allow me Mony to Dice withal, and many fuch 
pleafing Proteftations he fticks upon my Lips: Indeed his 
fhort-winded Father ith’ Country is wondrous wealthy, a 
moft abominable Farmer, and therefore he may dote in time; 
troth Pil venture’upon him; Women are not without ways 
enough to help themfelves: If he prove wife and good as his 
word, why I fhall love him, and ufe him kindly ; and if 
he prove an Afs, why in a quarter of an Hour’s warning I 
cap transform him into an Oxe;——there comes in my re= 
lief again: 
Enter Feailty. 

Frail. O, Miftrcfs Atoll, Miftrels 2Zoll, 

Moll. How now? what's the News 2 

Frail. "The Knight your Suiter, Sir Fobn Penny Dub. 

Moll. Sir Fohn Penny-Dub? where? where? 

Frail. He's walking in the Gallery. 

44oll. Has my Mother feen him yet2 


Ff 3 Frail. 
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Frail, O no, the’s---§pitting in the Kitchin. 
Moll. Dire& him hither foftly, good Frailty, 
Fil meet him half way. 
Frail, That’s juft ike running a Tilt; but I hope he'll 
break nothing this time. 
Exter Sir John Penny-Dub. 
Moll, *Tis happinefs my Mother faw him not. 
O welcome, good Sir Fobn. 
Dug. \ thank you faith——Nay you muft ftand me ‘till 
I kifs you: ’Tis the Fafhion every where rfaith, and I came 
from Court e’now. 
Moll. Nay, the Fates forefend that I fhould anger the 
Fathion ¢ 
Dub. Then not forgetting the {weet of new Ceremonies, 
I firft fall back, then recovering my felf, make my Honour 
to your Lip thus; and then accoft it. 
Mell, Traftme, very pretty and moving, you're worthy 
on't, Sir. 
© my Mother, my Mother, now the's here, 
Kiffing. Enter Widow and Sir Godfrey. 
We'll fteal into the Gallery. [ Exeunt. 
Sir God. Nay, Sifter, let Reafon rule you, do not play 
the Fool, ftand not in your own Light, you have wealthy 
Offers, large Tendrings, do not withftand your good For- 
tune; who comes a wooing to you I pray? no {mall Fool, 
a rich Knight o'th’ City, Sir Oliver Aduck-hill, no {mall 
fool I. can tell you; and furthermore, as I heard late by 
your Maid-fervants, as your Maid-fervants will fay to me 
any thing, I thank *em, both your Daughters are not with- 
out Suitors, ay, and worthy ones too; one a brisk Courtier, 
Sir Andrew Tipftaffe, {uirer afar off to your eldeft Daugh- 
ter, and the third a huge wealthy Farmer’s Son, a fine young 
Country Knight, they call him Sir John Penny-Dab, a good 
Name marry, he may have it coin’d when he lacks Mony ; 
what Bleflings are thefe, Sifter? 
Wid. Tempt me not, Satan. 
Sir God. Satan? do I look like Satan? I hope the Devil's 
not fo old as I, I trow, 
Wid. You wound my Senfes, Brother, when you name 
A Suiter to me,——oh I cannot abide ir,’ 
I take in Poifon when I hear one nam’d. 
seat as ; Enter 
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Enter Simon. 
How now, Simon? where’s my Son Edunnd ? 

Sim. Verily, Madam, he is at vain Execife, dripping in 
the Tennis-Court. 

Wid, At ‘Tennis-Court? oh, now his Father’s gone, I 
fhall have no rule with him; oh wicked Edmond, 1 might 
well compare this with the Prophecy in the Chronicle, 
though far inferior, as Harry of ALonmath won all, and 
Harry of Wind/for loft all; {0 Edmond of Biiffow that was the 
Father, got all, and Edmond of Loxdov that’s his Son now, 
will {pend all. 

Sir God. Peace, Sifter, we'll have himreform’d, there’s 
hope on him yet, though it be bur a litth. 

Enter Frailty. 

Frail, Forfooth, Madam; there are two or three Archers 
at Door would very gladly fpeak with your Ladythip, 

Wid. Archers? 

Sir God. Your Husband’s Fletcher I wairant. - 

Wid. Oh, 

Let them come near, they bring home things of his, 
Troth I fhould ha’ forgot ’em, how now? 
Villain, which be thofe Archers? 
Enter the Suiters, Sir Andrew Tipftafh, Sir Oliver 
Muck-hill, azd Penny-Dub. 

Frail. Why, do you not fee ‘em beftre you? are not 
thefe Archers, what do you call ’em Skooters? Shooters 
and Archers are all one, I hope. 

Wid. Out ignorant Slave. 

duck, Nay, pray be patient Lady, 

We come in way of honourable Loye, 

Tipft. Dub. We do, 

Muck, To you. 

Tipft, Dub. And to your Daughters. 

Wid. O why will you offer me this, Gintlemen? indeed 
I will not look upon you; when the Tears are fearce out of 
mine Eyes, not yet wafh’d off from my Chicks, aad my dear 
Husband’s Body fcarce fo cold as the Coffin, what reafon 
have you to offer it? I am not like fome of your Widows 
that will bury one in the Evening, and bc fure to another 
eer Morning ; pray away, pray take your Anfwers, good 

Ff 4 Knights, 
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Knights, and you be {weet Knights, I have vow’d never to 


arry;——-and fo have my Daughters too! 
Dub. Ay,twoof you have, but the third’s a good Wench! 
3 y > 8 


Muck. Lady, a fhrewd Anfwer marry; the beft is, ’tis 
but'the firft, and he’s a blunt Wooer, that will leave for one 
harp An{wer. 

Tipft. Where be your Daughters, Lady, I hope they'll 
give us better Encouragements? 

Wid. Indeed they'll anfwer you fo, take’t a my word 
they'll give you the very fame anfwer Verbatim, truly la. 

Dab, Mum: Adoll's a good Wench fill, I know what 
fhe’ll doe 

Muck, Welly Lady, for this time we'll take our leaves 
hoping for better comfort. 

Wid. O never, never; and I live thefe thoufand Years; 
and you be good Knights, do not hope; “twill be all Vain, 
Vain,_——look- you put off all your Suits, and you come 
to me again. 

Frail, Put off all their Suits, quotha? ay, that’s the beft 
wooing of a Widow indeed, when a Man’s Nonfuted, that 
is, when he’s a-bed with her. 

[Going out Muckhil and Sir Godfrey. 

Afuck, Sit Godfrey, here’s twenty Angels more, work 
hard for me; there’s life in’t yet. | Exit Muckhil. 

Sir God. Fear not Sir Oliver Aduckbil, Vl {tick clofe for 
you, leave all with me. 

Enter George Pye-boord the Scholar. 

Pye. By your leave, Lady Widow. 

Wid. What another Suiter now? 

Pye. A Suiter, no, E proteft; Lady, if you'd give me 
your felf, I'd not be troubled with you. 

Wid. Say you fo, Sir, then you're the better welcome; 

Sir, 

Pye. Nay, Heav’n blefs me from a Widow, unlefs I were 
fure to bury her fpeedily ! 

Wid. Good bluntnefs; well, your Bufinefs, Sir? 

Pye. Very needful; if you were in private once. 

Wid, Needful? Brother, pray leave us ; and you, Sit. 

Frail. 1 thould Jaugh:now, if this blunt Fellow fhould put 
‘em all befide the Stirrop, and vault into the Saddle himfelf, 
I have feen as mad a Trick, [Exit Frailty. 

Ent em 
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Enter Daughters. 
Wid. Now, Sir? ——here’s none but we—— Daughters 
forbear. 
Pye. O no, pray let ’em ftay, for what I have to {peak 
importeth equally to them as you. 
Wid. Then you may ftay. 
Pye. I pray beftow on me a ferious Ear, 
For what I {peak is full of weight and fear. 

Wid. Fear 2 

Pye. Ay, if't pafs unregarded, and uneffe@ed, 
Elfe peace and joy ;——I pray Attention. 
Widow, I have been a meer Stranger for thefe Parrs that 
you live in, nor did I ever know the Husband of you, and 
Father of them, but I truly know by certain {piritual In- 
telligence, that he is in Purgatory. 

Wid. Purgatory? tuh; that word deferves to be {pit 
upon; I wonder that a Man of fober Tongue, as you feem 
to be, fhould have the Folly’ to believe there’s fuch a 
Place. 

Pye. Well, Lady, in cold Blood I fpeak it, T affure you 
that there is a Purgatory, in which placé I-know your Hufz 
band to refide, and wherein he is like to remain, “till the 
diffolution of the World, ’till the laft general Bonfire; when 
all the Earth fthall mele into nothing, and the Seas f{cald 
their finny Labourers; fo long is his abidance, unlefs you 
alter the property of your purpofe, together with each of 
your Daughters theirs, that is, the purpofe of fingle Life in 
your felf and your eldeft Daughter, and the fpeedy deter- 
mination of Marriage in your youngeft. 

Moll. How knows he that?’ what, has fome Devil told 
him? 

Wid. Strange he thould know our Thoughts: 
Why but Daughter, have you purpos’d fpeedy Marriage 2 

Pye. You fee the tells you ay, Mhe fays nothing, 

Nay,. give me credit as you pleafe, I am a ftrar ger to you, 
and yet you fee I know your Determinations, which muft 
come. to me metaphyfically, and by a fvpér-natural Intelli- 
ence. 
Wid. This puts amazement on me. 
Fran. Know our Secrets? 





Moll, 
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Moll. U'd thought to fteal a Marriage, would his Tongue 
Had dropt out when he blab’d it. 

Wid. But, Sir, my Husband was too honeft a dealing Man, 
tq be now in any Purgatories 

Pye, O do not load your Confcience with untruths, 

"Tis but meer folly now to gild’em o’er; 
That has paft but for Copper; Praifes here, 
Cannot unbind himthere: confefs but truth, 

I know he got his Wealth with a hard gripe: 
Oh hardly, hardly. 

Wid. This is moft ftrange of all, how knows he that? 

Pye. He would eat Fools and ignorant Heirs clean up; 
And had his drink from many a poor Man’s brow, 

Even as their labour brew’d ‘it. 

He would fcrape Riches to him moft unjuftly ; 

The very dirt between his Nails was ill got, 

And not his own, oh 

I groan to fpeak on’t, the thought makes me fhudder! —— 
Shudder ! 

Wid. It quakes me too, now I think ont —— Sir, I am 
much griev’d, that you a Stranger, fhould fo deeply wrong 
my dead Husband! 

Pye. Oh! 

Wid. A Man that would keep Church fo duly; rife ear- 
ly before his Servants, and ¢’en for Religious hafte, go un- 
garter’d, unbutton’d, nay Sir Reverence untruft, to Mor- 
ning Prayer 2 

Pye: Oh uff. 

Wid. Dine quickly upon High-days, and when I had great 
Guefts, would een fhame me, and rife from the Table, to 
et a good Seat at an Afternoon-Sermon. 

Pye. There’sthe Devil, there's the Devil, true, he thought 
it Sanity enough, if he had kill'd-a Man, fo *t’ad been done 
in.aPue, or undonehis Neighbour, fot ‘ad. been near enough 
to the Preacher. Oh! a Sermon’s a-fine fhort Cloak of 
an Hour long, and:will-hide the upper part ofa Diffembler.--- 
Church, ay, ‘he feem’d-all Churchy.and his Con{cience was 
as hard as the Pulpit. 

Wid. I can no more endure this: 

Pye. Nor I, Widow, endure-to flatter. 

Wid. Ts this all your bufinefs with me 
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Pye. No, Lady, ’tis but the induGion to’t, 
You may believe my ftrains, I ftrike all:true. 
And if your Confcience would leap up to-your Tongue, your 
felf would affirm it, and that you fhall perceive 1 know of 
things to come, as wellias I do of what is prefent; a Brother 
of your Husband’s fhall fhortly have a lofs, 

, Wid. A lols? marry Heaven forefend, Sir Godfrey, my Bro- 

ther ! 

Pye. Nay, keep in your wonders, “till I have told you 
the Fortunes of you all; which are more fearful, if not hap- 
pily prevented, for your part and. your Daughters, if 
there be not once this Day fome Blood-fhed ‘before your 
Door, whereof the humane Creature dyes, of you two the 
eldeft fhall run Mad. 

Wid. and Fran. Oh! 

Moll, That’s not I yet. 

Pye. And with moft impudent. proftitution, fhow your 
naked Bodies to the view of all beholders, 

Wid. Our naked Bodies? fie for fhame, 

Pye. Attend me, 

And your younger Daughter be ftrucken Dumb, 

Moll, Dumb? out, alas; *tis the worft pain of all for q 
Woman, I’d rather be Mad, or run Naked, or any thing. 
Dumb? 

Pye. Give Ear: E'er the Evening fall.upon Hill, Bog, 
and Meadow, this my Speech fhall have paft Probation, and 
then fhall I be believ’d accordingly. 

Wid. If this be true, we are all fham’d, all undone. 

Moll, Dumb? M'll {peak as much as ever I can poffible be- 
fore Evening, 

Pye. But if it fo come to pafs (as for your fair fakes I 
with it may ) that this prefage of your ftrange Fortunes. be 
prevented by that accident of Death and Blcod- thedding, 
which I before told you of; take heed upon your Lives, 
that two of you which have vow’d never to marry, ‘feck 
out Husbands with all prefentfpeed, and.you the third, that 
have fuch a defire to out-ftrip Chaftity, look you meddle 
not with a Husband. 

Moll. A double Torment. 

Pye, The breach of ‘this keeps your Father. in Parga 
very, and the punifhments that fhall follow you in 
; Worl 
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ald would with horror kill the Ear fhould hear ’em re- 
lated. 

Wid. Marry? Why I! vow’'d never to marry. 

Fran. And fo did }. 

Moll. And I vow'd never to be fuch an Afs, but to mar- 
ry. What a crofs Fortune’s this? 

Pye. Ladies, though I be a Fortune-teller, I cannot 
better Fortunes, you have ’em from me as they are re- 
veal’d to me : I would they were to your Tempers, and 
Fellows with your Bloods; that’s all the bitternefs I would 


youe 
Wid. O | *tis a juft vengeance, for my Husband's hard 


purchafes. 

Pye. 1 with you to bethink your felves, and leave *em. 

Wid, Vl to Sir Godfrey, my Brother, and. acquaint him 
with thefe fearful prefages. 

Fran. For, Mother, they portend loffes to him. 

Wid. O ay, they do, they do; 
If any happy iffue crown thy words, 
I will reward thy cunning. [ Exit Wid. and Fran, 

Pye. "Lis enough, Lady, t with no higher. 

Moll. Dumb? and not marry? worfe; 
Neither to fpeak, nor kifs, a double curfe. [ Exit. 

Pye. So, all this comes well about yet, I play, the For- 
tune-teller, as well as if I had had a Witch to my Gran- 
nam: for by good happinefs, being in my Hofteffes Gar- 
den, which neighbours the Orchard of the Widow, I laid 
the hole of mine Ear to a hole in the Wall, and heard ’em 
vows, and {peak thofe words, upon which I 
wrought thefe advantages; and to encourage my ‘Forgery 
the more, I may now perceive in “em a natural fimplicity 
which will eafily fwallow an abufe, if any covering’ be 
over it: and to confirm my former prefage to the Wi 
dow, 1 have advis'd old Peter Skirmifb the Soldier, “to 
hurt Corporal Oath upon the Leg, and in that hurry T’il 
rufh amongft “em, and inftead of giving the Corporal 
fome Cordial to comfort him, Pl! pour into his Mouth a 
Potion of a flcepy. Nature, and make him feem as dead} 
for the which the old Soldier being apprehended; © and 
be born to Execution, Pll flep in, and ‘take ‘upon 


Cure of the dead Man, ‘upon pain of dying the 
con- 


make thefe 
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condemned’s death : the Corporal will wake at his Minute, 
when the fleepy force hath wrought it felf, and fo thall I 
get my felf into a moft-admir’d Opinion, and under the pre- 
text of that cunning, beguile as I fee occafion: and if that 
foolifh Nicholas St. Antlings keep true time with the Chaip, 
my Plot will be found, the Captain deliver’d, and my Wits 
applauded amongft Scholars and Soldiers for ever. 
[Exit Pye-boord. 
Enter Nicholas St. Antlings, with the Chain. - 
Nich, O, I have found an excellent advantage to take away 
the Chain, my Mafter put it off e’en now, to fay on a new 
Doublet, and I {neakt it away by little and little, moft Pu- 
ritanically ! we fhallhave good {port anon when he has mifs’d 
it, about my Coufin the Conjurer; the World fhall fee I’m 
an hone{t Man of my word, for now I’m going to hang it 
between Heaven and Earth among the Rofemary-branches. 


[Exit Niche 
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Enter Simon St. Mary-Overies, and Frailty. 
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Frail. Si Simon St. Mary-Overies, my Mittrefs fends 
away al! her Suiters, and puts Fleas in their Ears, 

Sim. Frailty, fhe does like an honeft, chaft, and virtuous 
Woman; for Widows ought not to wallow in the puddle of 
Iniquity. 

Frail. Yet, Simon, many Widows will do’t, whatfoe’er 
comes on’t. 

Sim. True, Frailty, their filthy Fleth defires a Conjun@i- 
on Copulative; what Strangers are within, Frailty ? 

Frail..There’snone, Simon; but Mafter Pilfer the Taylor : 
he’s above with Sir Godfrey, praifing of aDoublet: and 
muft trudge anon to fetch Mafter Suds the Barber. 


Sim, Matter Sud’s a good Man, he wathes the fins of the 
Beard clean. 
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Enter old Skirmith. the Soldier. 
Skir, How now, Creatures? what’s a Clock? 
Frail, Why, do you take us to he Fack at the ClockeHoufe 2 
Skir, 
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Skir. I fay again to you, what’s a Clock ? 

Sim. Truly la, we go by the Clock of our Confcience, all 
worldly Clocks we know go falfe, and are fet by drunken 
Sextons. 

Skir. Then what’s a Clock in your Confcience? —— O, 
I muft break off, here comes the Corporal hum, hum ; 
what’s a Clock # 








Enter Corporal. 
Corp. A Clock? why paft feventeen. 
Frail. Patt feventeen? may, h’as met with his match now} 
Corporal Oath will fit him. 
Skir. Thou doft not bawk nor baffle me, doft thou? I am 
a Soldier paft feventeen 2 
Corp. Ay, thou art not angry with the Figures, art thou? 
I will prove it unto thee, 12 and 1 is thirteen, I hope, 2 
fourteen, 3 fifteen, 4 fixteen, and 5 feventeen, then paft 
feventeen, I will take the Dial’s part in a juft Caufe. 
Skir. I fay tis but paft five then. 
Corp. U'll fwear ’tis paft feventeen then: doft thou not 
know Numbers? canft thou not caft2 
Shir. Catt? doft thou {peak of my cafting i’ch ftreet? 
[ Draw. 
Corp. Ay, and inthe Market-place. 
Sim. Clubs, Clubs, Clubs, [Simon ris ists 
Frail. Ay, I knew by their fhuffling, Clubs would’ be 
Trump: Mafs here’s the Knave, atdhe:can do any good 
upon’em: Clubs, Clubs, Clubs, 
Enter Pye-boord. 
Capt. O Villain, thou haft open’d a Vein in my Leg, 
Pye. How now? for fhame, for fhame, put up, put up. 
Capt. By yon. blue Welkin, ‘twas aut of my part, George, 
to be hurt on the Leg. 
Enter Officers, 
Pye, Oh, peace now I have a Cordial here to com- 
fort thee. 
Off. Down with ’em, down with’em, lay Hands uponthe 
Villain, 
Skir, Lay Hands on me? 
Pyes Vil not be feen-among *em now. 
Capt. I'm hurt, ‘and had ‘more need ‘have Surgeons 
Lay Hands upon me, than’ rough Offi¢ers. 
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Of. Go, carry himto be drefs’d: then: 
Thus mutinous Soldier fhall-along with me to Prifon. 

Skire To Prifon? where's George? 

Off. Away with him. [Exennt with Skir. 

Pye. So, 

All lights-as. I would with, the amaz'd. Widow 

Will plant me ftrongly now in her belief, 

And wonder at the virtue.of my words: 

For the event turns thefe prefages from "em, 

OF being-mad and.dumb,. and begets joy 

Mingled with admiration: thefe empty Creatures, 

Soldier. and Corporal, were but ordain’d 

As inftruments for me to work upon, 

Now to my Patient, here’s his Potion. — [ Exit Pye-boord. 
Emer the Widow with her te Daughters, 

Wid. O wondrous happinefs,, beyond our thoughts ! 

O lucky fair event! I think our Fortunes 

Were bleft e’en in our Cradles: we are quitted 

OF all, thofe thameful violent prefages 

By this rafh bleeding chance: go, Frailty, ran, and know 

Whether he be yet living, ‘or yet dead, 

That here before my Door receiv’d his hurt. 

Frail. Madam, he was carried to the Superior, but if he 
had.no Mony when he came there; L-warrant he’s dead by 
this time. [Exit Frailty. 

Fran, Surethat .Man.is-a rare Fortune-teller, never lookt 
upon our Hands, nor upon. any mark about us, a wondrous 
Fellow furely. 

doll, 1am glad. ¥ have the ufe of my Tongue yet, tho’ of 
nothing elfe. I fhall.find the way to marry too, I -hope fhortly. 

Kid. QO where’s my Brother Sir Godfrey, I would he were 
here, that I might relate to him how prophetically: the cun- 
ning Gentleman fpoke in all things, 

Enter Sir. Godfrey in a rage. 

Sir God. O my Chain, my Chair, I have loft my Chain, 
where be thefe Villains, Varlets 2 

Wid. Oh, he’as loft his Chain. 

Sir God. My Chain, my Chain, 

Wid. Brother, be patient, hearsme fpeak, you know Ptold 
you that .a-Cunningsman,told..me, that you fhould have a 
lofs, and hé has Prophified fo. true. 

sit 
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Sir God. Out, he’s a Villainto prophedie of the lofs of my 
Chain, ’twas worth above three hundred Crowns, befides 
*cwas my Father's, my Father’s Father’s, my Grandfather’s 
huge Grandfather’s : I had as lief ha loft my Neck, as the 


Chain that yut it. O my Chain, my Chain. 
Wid. O} ther, who can bé againft a misfortune, ’tis 
hat ; ore. 
ad. No ol O goodly godly Sifter, would you 
had me loft more?. my beft Gown-too, with the Cloth of 


Gold-Lace? my Holiday Gafcoins, and my Jerkin fet with 
Pearl 2 no more ! 

Wid. Oh, Brother, you can read 

Sir God. But I cannot read where my Chain is: what 
Strangers have been here? you let in Strangers, Thieves, 
and Catch- -poles: how comes it gone? there was none above 
with me but my Taylor, and my Taylor will not —~—fteal 
I hope 2 

Moll. No, he’s afraid of a Chain. 

Enter Frailtys | 

Wid. How now, Sirrah? the news ¢ 

Frail. O, Miftrefs, he may well. be call’d a Corporal 
now, for his Corps are as dead as a cold Capon’s? 

Wid. More happinefs. 

Sir God. Sirrah, what’s this to my Chain? where’s my 
Chain, Koaye?2 

Frail. Your Chain, Sir2 

Sir God. My Chain is loft, Villain. 

Frail, I would he were hang’d in Chains that has it then 
for me: Alas, Sir, I faw none of your Chain fance you were 
hung with it your felf. 

Sir God, Out Varlet; ithad full three thoufand Links, I 
have oft told ic over at my Prayers: 

Over and over, full three thoufand Links, 

Frail. Had it fo, Sir, fure it cannot be Loft then; I'll put 

you in that comfort. 

Sir God. Why? why? 

Frail. Why if your ‘Chain had fo many Links, it cannot 
chufe but come to light. 

Enter Nicholas. 

Sir God, Delufion, Now; long Mieholas, where is my 

Chain? 





Nich. 
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Nich. Why about your Neck, is’t not, Sir? 

Sir God. About my Neck, Varlet? my Chain is loft, 
’Tis ftoll’n away, I’m robb’d. 

Wid. Nay, Brother, fhow your felf'a Mam 

Nich. If it be loft or ftole, if he would be patient, Mi- 
ftrefs, I could bring him to 4 cunning Kinfman of mine that 
would fetch it again with a Sefarara. 

Sir God. Canft thou? I will be patient, fay, where dwells 
he 2 

Nich. Marry he dwells now, Sir, where he would “not 
dwell, and he could chufe, in the Mar fhalfea, Sirs but he’s 
an excellent Fellow if he were out : h’as: travell’d all the 
World o'er, he, and been in the feven and twenty Provinces: 
why, he would make it be fechr, Siry if it were rid’athou- 
fand Mile out of Town. 

Sir Gode An admirable Fellow, what lies he for 2 

Nich. Why, he did but rob a Steward of ten Groats 
tother. Night, as any Man would ha done; and'there he lies 
for’t. 

Sir God, Vil rhake his peace, 

A trifle, Pll get his pardon, 

Befides a bountiful reward, ’ll about it, 

But fee the Clerks, the Juftice will do much; 
I will about it ftraight, ‘good Sifter pardon me; 
All will be well I hope, and turn to good, 

The name of Conjurer has laid my Blood, { Exeunt. 
Exter Puttock and Raventhaw, two Serjeant; with Yeoman 
Dogfon, 10 arreft George Pye-boord, 

Pat. His Hoftefs’ where he lies will truft him no 
longer, fhe hath feed me to atreft him; if you will ac- 
company me, becaufe*I know not ‘of what nature the 
Scholar is, whether defperate or {wift, you fhall thare with 
me, Serjeant Raven fbaw; 1 have the good Angel to arreft 
him. 

Rav. Troth Vil take part with thee then, Serjeant, not 
for the fake of the Mony fo much, as for the hate I bear 
to aScholar. Why, Serjeant, ’tis ‘natural in ts you know to 
hate Scholars; natural befides, they will publith our Im- 
perfections, Knaveries, and Conveyances upon Scaffolds and 
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Stages; 
Put. Ay, and {pightfully too; troth I have wond:ed how 
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ot 


he Slaves could {ee into our Breafts fo much, when our Doub- 
letsare button’d with Pewter. 

Rav. Ay, and fo clofe without yielding: oh, they’re par- 
lous Fellows, they will fearch more with their Wits, than a 
Conftable with his Officers. 

Put. Whift, whift, whift, Yeoman Dogfoz, Yeoman 
Dogfon, 

Dog, Ha?. what fays Serjeant é 

Pat. Is he in the Pothcearies Shop ftill? 

Dog.) Ay, aye 

Put, Have an Eye, have an Eye, 

Raw, The belt is, Serjeant, if he be a true Scholar, he 
wears no. Weapon I think. 

Put. No, no, he wears no Weapon, 

Rav. Mals, Lam right glad of that: “thas put me in bets 
ter Heart: nay, if clutch him once, let me alone to drag 
m.if> he be ftiff-Necked;I have been one of the fix my 
f, that has drage’d as tall Men of their Hands, when their 
eapons hawe been gone, as ever Baftinado’d a Serjeant—— 
have done [ can tell you. 

Dog. Serjeant Pxttock, Serjeant Puttock. 

Put. Hoh. 

Dog. He’s coming out fingle. 

Put. Peace,. peace, be not too greedy, let him play a little 
et him playa little, we'lljerk him np of a fudden, I ha fith'd 
n may time. 

Rav. Ay, and caught many a Fool, Serjeant. 

Exter Pye-boord. 

Pyew FE parted now from Nicholas: the Chain’s couch’d, 
And the old Knight has fpeat his rage upon’t, 
The Widow holds me in great admiration 
For cunning ‘Art; ’mongft joys, I’m e’en loft, 
For my.devicecaf no way now be croft, 
Aod now Imuft to Prifon to the Captain, and there-—— 

Put. YT arreft you, Sit. 

Pye, Oh+—— I {poke truer than I was aware, 1 muft to 
Prifon indeed. 

Put. They fay you're a Scholar, nay. Sir-——— Yeoman 
Dogfon, have care tohis. Arms you'll rail againft Serjeants, 
and ftage “em, you tickle their Vices. 

Pye. Nays ufe me likea Gentleman, ——~ I’m little lefs. 
Pats 
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Put. You a Gentleman? that’s a good Jeft i’faith; can a 
Scholar be a Gentleman when a Gentleman will nor be 
a Scholar; look upon your wealthy Citizens Sons, Ca 
ther they be Scholars or no, that are Gentlemen by their 
Fathers Trades: a Scholar a Gentleman! 

Pye. Nay, let Fortune drive all her ftings into me, fhe 
cannot hurt that in me, a Gentleman, <Accidens in[eparabile 
to my Blood. 

Kav. A rablement, nay, you hall have a bloody rablement 
upon you £ warrant you, 

Put. Go, Yeothan Dog/on, before, and enter the A@ion 
ith’ Counter, 

Pye. Pray do not handle me cruelly, I’Il go 
Whither you pleafe to have me. 

Put. Oh; he’s tame, let him loofe Serjeant, 

Pye. Pray at whofe Suit is this? 

Put. Why, at your Hoftefles Suit where you lye, Miftrefs 
Cunniburrow, for Bed and Board, the Sum four Pound five 
Shillings and five Pence. 

Pye. I know the Sum too true, yet I prefum’d 
Upon a farther day ; well; ’tis my Stars: 

And I muft bear it now, though ‘never harder. 
I {wear now, my device is croft indeed, 
Captain muft lye by’t: this is Deceit’s feeds 

Pat. Come, come away. 

Pye. Pray give me fomuch time as to knit my Gatter, and 
Vil away with you, 

Put. Well, -we muft be paid for this waiting upon you, 
this is no pains to attend thus [ Afaking to tie his Garter. 

Pye. T am now wretched and miferable, I thall ne’er 
recover of this Difeafe: hot Iron gnaw their Fifts : they 

have ftruck a Fever into my Shoulder, which I fhall ne’ér 
fhake out again I fear me, ’till with a true Habeas Corpus 
the Sexton remove me; oh if I take Prifon once, f fhall be 
prefs’d to death with AGions, but not fo happy as fpeedily 
perhaps I may be forty Year a preffing *till I be a thin old 
Man, that looking through the Grates, Men tay look 
through me; all my Means is confounded, what fhall I 
do 2 has my Wits ferved me fo long, and now give mie the 
flip (like atrain’d Servant) when I have molt need of 
em: no Device to keep my poor Carcafe from thefe Put 
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tocks? —-———» yes, happinefs, have I a Paper about me now? 
yes too, I'll try it, it may hit, Extremity is Touch-ftone un- 
to Wit, ays ay. 

Put. ’Sfoot how many yards are in thy Garters, that thou 
art fo long a tying on them? comeaway, Sir. 

Pye. Troth Serjeant, I proteft, you could never ha took 
me at a worfe time, for now at this inftant I have no law- 
ful Pi&ure about me. 

Put, ’Slid how fhall wecome by our Fees then? 

Rav. We muft have Fees, Sirrah. 

Pye. 1 could have with’d i’faith, that you had took me 
half an Hour hence for your own fake, for I proteft if you 
had not crofs’d me, I was going in great joy to receive five 
Pound of a Gentleman, for the Device of a Mask here, 
drawn in this Paper, but now, come, I muft be contented, 
‘tis but fo much loft, and anfwerable to the reft of my 
Fortunes. 

Put. Why, how far hence dwells that Gentleman? 

Rav. Ay, well faid Serjeant, ’tis good to caft about for 
Mony. 

Put. Speak, if it be sot far —— 

Pye. We are but a little paft it, the next Street behind 
us, 

Put. *Slid we have waited upon you grievoufly already, 
if you'll fay you'll be liberal when you ha’t, give us double 
Fees, and fpend upon's, why we'll fhow you that kindnefs, 
and go along with you to the Gentleman. 

Rav. Ay, well faid ftill, Serjeant, urge that. 

Pye. Troth if it will fuffice, it fhall all be among you, 
for my part I'll not pocket a Penny, my Hodtefs thall have 
her four Pound five Shillings, and bate me the five Pence, 
and the other fifteen Shillings I'll {pend upon you. 

Rav. Why, now thou artva good Scholar. 

Put. An excellent Scholar faith; has proceeded very. well 
alate ; come, we'll along with you. 

[Exeunt with him; paffing in, they knock at 
the Door with a Kuocker withinfiae. 

Ser. Who knocks, who’s at Door? we had need of a 
Porter. 

Pye. A few Friends here, ptay is the Gentleman your 
Mafter within 2 § 

Sets 
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Ser. Yes, is your bufinefs to him 2 

Pye. Ay, he knows it, when he fees me: 
Tray you, have you forgot me? 

Ser, Ay by my troth, Sir, pray come near, I'll in and 
tel him of you, pleafe you to walk here in the Gallery “til 
he comes. 

Pye. We will attend his Worthip, Worfhip I think, 
for fo much the Pofts at his Door fhould fignific, and the 
far coming in, and the Wicket, elfe I neither knew him nor 
hi: Worfhip, but ’tis happinefs he is within Doors, what- 
for'er he be, if he be not too much a formal Citizen, he may 
dome good: Serjeant and Yeoman, how do you like this 
Houfe, is’t not moft wholfomely plotted? 

Rav. Troth Prifoner, an exceeding fine Houfe. 

Pye. Yet I wonder how he fhould forget me, for he ne’er 

hew me: No matter, what is forgot in you, will be res 
menbred in your Matter. 

A pretty comfortable Room this methinks: 

You have no fuch Rooms in Prifon now 2 

ut. Oh, Dog-holes to’t, 

Pye. Dog-holes. indeed ——— I can tel] you I have great 

ope to have my Chamber here thortly, nay, and Dyet tuo, 
for he’s the moft free-heartedft Gentleman where he takes : 
you would little think it. And what a fine Gallery were here 
for me to walk and ftudy, and make Verfes? 

Lut. O, it Rtands pleafantly for a Scholar, 

Enter Gentleman, 

Fye. Look what Maps, and Pigtures, and Devices, and 
thirgs, neatly, delicately? Mafs here he comes, he thould 
be a Gentleman, I like his Beard well; —— All happine{s to 
you Worthip, 

Gant. You're kindly welcome, Sir, 

Put. A fimple falutation, 

Riv. Mats, it feems the Gentleman makes great account 
of him. 

Gini. I have the thing here for you, Sir. 

Pre. Ubefeech you, conceal me, Sir, I’m undone elfe,——~ 
I hare the Mask here for you, Sir, Look you, Sir, T be= 
feect your Worthip, firft pardon my rudenefs, for my 
€xtrams make me bolder than I would be; I am a poor 
Gentleman, and a Scholar, and now moft unfortunately 
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fall’n into the hands of wunmerciful Officers, arrefted for 
Debt, which though fmall, I am not able to compafs, by 
reafon Pm deftitute of Lands, Mony, and Friends, fo that 
if 1 fall into the hungry fwallow of the Prifon, I am like 
utterly to perith, and with Fees and Extortions be pinch’d 
clean to the Bone: Now, if ever pity had intereft in the 
Blood of a Gentleman; I béfeech you vouchfafe but to 
favour. that means -of my~efcape, which I have already 
thought upon. 

Gent. Go forward, 

Put. 1 warrant he likes it rarcly. 

Pye. In.the plunge of my Extremities, being giddy, and 
doubtful what to dos at laft it was put in my labouring 
thoughts, to make a bappy ufe of this Paper, and to blear 
their ubletter'd Eyes, I told them there was a Device for a 
Mask-drawn in’t, and that (but for their interception) Iwas 
going to a Gentleman to receive my reward fort: they greedy 





} 


at this word, and hoping to male purchafe of me, offer’d 
their attendance to goalong with me, my hap was to make 
bold with your Door, Sir, which my thoughts fhew’d me 
the moft faireft and comfortableft entrance, and I hope I have 
happened right upon Underftanding, and Pity: may it pleafe 
your good Worthip then but to uphold my Device, which 
is to let one of your Men put me out at a Back-door, and 
I fhall, be bound to your Worfhip for ever. 

Gent. By my troth an excellent Device. 

Put. An excellent Device, he fays; he likes it wonder- 
fully. 

Gent. A my faith, I never heard a better. 

Ravens Hark, he fwears he never heard a better, Ser- 
jeant. 

Pat. ©, there’s-no talk-on’t, he’s an excellent Scholar, and 
efpecially for a Mask. 

Gent. Give me your Paper, your Devices T was never 
better pleas’d in all my Life: good Wir, brave Wit, finely 
wrought, come in, Sir, and receive your Mony, Sir 

Pyé, FU follow your good Worthip, 
¥ou heard how he lik’d it now? 

Pur, Bubs we know he could not chufe but like it : go 

ways; thou are ai fine witty Fellow ‘faith, thou fhalt 
sayfe it to us at the Tavern anon, wilt thou ¢ 





Pye ‘ 
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Pye, Ay, ay, that I will, —— look, Serjeants, here: \are 
Maps, and pretty Toys, be doing in the mean time, I {hall 
quickly have told out the Mony, you know. 

Put. Go, go, little Villain, fetch thy chink, I begin to 
love thee, I'll be drunk to Night in thy company. 

Pye. This Gentleman I may well call a part 
OF my Salvation, in thefe earthly evils, 

For he has fav’d me from three hungry Devils, [Exit Pye, 

Pat, Sitrah Serjeant, thefe Maps.are pretty painted things, 
but I could ne'er fancy them yet, methinks they?re too:bu- 
fie, and full of Circles and Conjurations; they fay allthe 

Id’s in one of them, but I could ne’er find the Counter 


a 


Worl 
in the Poultry. 

Rav, 1 think fo: how could you find it? for you know 
it ftands behind the Houfes. 

Dog. Mafs, that’s true, then. we muft look o'thbackfide 
for’t : ’sfoot here's nothing, all’s bare. 

Rav. I warrant thee that ftands for the Counter, vfor you 
know there’s a company of bare Fellows there. 

Put. Faith like enough, Serjeant, I never mark’d fo much 
before. Sirrah Serjeant, and Yeoman, I thould love thefe 
Maps out a cry now, if we could fee Men peep.out of Door 
in “em, oh, we might have ’em ina Morning to our. Break- 
faft fo finely, andne’er knock our Heelsto the ground a whiole 
Day for ’em. 

Rav. Ay marry Sir, I'd buy one my felf. 
But this talk is by the way, where { 

Five Pound receiv’d, let’s talk of that. 
T have a trick worth all, you two: fhall bear him to th'-Tac 
vern, whilft I go clofe with his Holiefs, and workout-of her, 
Tknow the would be glad of the Sum, to finger Mony; be- 
caufe fhe knows "tis but a defperate Debt, and full of hazard: 
what will you fay if I bring it to pafs, that the HoftefS thall 
be contented with one half for al] 
fifty Shillings, Bullies? 

Put. Why, I would call thee King of Se 
thou fhould’ft be Chronicled in the 
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Dog. 'Sfoot, I think he receives more Mony, he ftays fo 
long. 

Put. He tarrys long indeed, may be, I can tell you, up- 
on the good liking on’t the Gentleman may prove more 
bountiful, 

Rav. That would be rare, we'll fearch him. 

Pat. Nay, be fure of it, we'll fearch him, and make him 
light enough. 

Enter the Gentleman. 

Rav. Oh, here comes the Gentleman,---By your leave, Sir. 

Gent. God you god den Sirs, would you fpeak with 
me ? 

Put. No, not with your Worfhip, Sir; only we are bold 
to ftay'for a Friend of ours that went in with your Worfhip. 

Gent. Who? not the Scholar? 

Put. Yes; e’en he, an it pleafe your Worfhip. 

Gent. Did he make you ftay for him? he did you wrong 
then: why, I can affure you he’s gone above an Hour ago. 

Rav. How, Sir? 

Gent. I paid him his Mony, and my Man told me he went 
out at Back-dour. 

Put. Back-door? 

Gent. Why, what’s the matter? 

Pat. He was our Prifoner, Sir, we did arreft him. 

Gent. What he was not? you the Sheriff’s Officers-——— 
you were to blame then, 

Why did not you make known to me as much; 
I could have kept him for you, I proteft, 

He réceiv’d all of me in Britain Gold, 

OF the laft Coyning. 

Rav. Vengeance dog him with’t. 

Put, *Sfoot has he gull’d us {02 

Dog. Where hall we fup now, Serjeants? 

Put. Sup, Simon, now, eat Porridge for 2 Month. 

Well, we cannot impute it to any lack of good will in your 
Worthip, —— you did but as another would have done, ’twas 
our hard Fortunes to mifs the Purchafe, but if e’er we clutch 
him again, the Counter fhall charm him. 

Rav. The Hole fhall rot him. 

Dog. Amen, [ Exeunt. 

Gent. So, 
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Vex out your Lungs without Doors, I am proud, 
It was my hap to help him, it fell fir, 
He went not empty neither for his Wit: 
Alas, poor Wretch, I could not blame his Brain, 
To labour his Delivery, to be free, 
From their unpitying fangs,———I’m glad it ftood 
Within my power to do a Scholar good. [ Exit. 
Enter in the Prifon, meeting, Pye-boord and Captain, Pye- 
boord coming in muffled. 
Capt. How now; who’s that? what are you? 
Pye. The fame that I thould be, Captain. 
Capt. Geore Pye-boord, honeft George? why cam’ft thou 
in half fac’d, muffled fo2 
Pye. Oh Captain, I thought we fhould ne’er ha’ laugh’d 
again, never {pent frolick Hour again, 
Capt. Why? why? 
Pye. 1 coming to prepare thee, and with News 
As happy as thy quick Delivery, 
Was trac’d out by the fcent, arrefted, Captain, 
Capr. Arrefted, George? 
Pye. Arrefted; guefs, guefs, how many Dogsdo you think 
I’d upon me? 
Capt. Dogs? I fay, I know not. 
Pye. Almoft as many as George Stone the Bear : 
Three at once, three at once. 
Capt. How didft thou fhake ’em off then2 
Pye. The time is bufie, and calls upon our Wits, let it 
— fuffice, 
Here I ftand fafe, and fcap’d by Miracle: 
Some other Hour fhall tell thee, when we'll fteep 
Our Eyes in laughter: Captain, my device 
Leans to thy Happinefs, for e’er the Day 
Be {pent to th’ Girdle, thou fhalt be free: 
The Corporal’s in’s firft fleep, the Chain is mifs’d, 
Thy Kinfman has expreft thee, and the old Knight 
With Palfey-hams now labours thy releafe. 
What refts, is all in thee, to-Conjure, Captain. 
Capt. Conjure? *sfoor, George, you know, the Devil a 
conjuring IT can conjure. 
Pye. The Devil of conjuring? nay by my fay, I'd not 
have thee do fo much, Captain, asthe Devil a conjuring ; 
: 3 look 
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look here, I ha brought thee a Circle ready charaGtere@ 
and all. 

Cap. "Sfoot, George, art in thy right Wits, doft know 
what thou fayft? why doft talk to a Captain a conjuring? 
didft thou ever hear of a Captain conjure in thy Life2 
doft call?’t a Circle? “tis too wide a thing, methinks ; 
had it been a leffer Circle, then I knew what to have 
done. 

Pye. Why every Fool knows that, Captain; nay then 
Y’ll not cog with you, Captain, if you'll flay and hang the 
next Seflions you may. 

Capt. No, by my Faith, George, come, come, let’s to 
conjuring. 

Pye. But if you look to be releafed, asmy Wits have took 
pain to work it, and all means wrought to farther it, befides 
to put Crowns in your Purfe, to make you a Man of better 
hopes, and whereas before you were a Captain or poor Sol- 
dier, to make you now a Commander of rich Fools, which 
is truly the only beft purchace Peace can allow you, fafer 
than High-ways, Heath, or Cony-groves, and yet a far bet 
ter Booty; for your greateft Thieves are never hang’d, ne- 
ver hang’d; for why? they're wife, and cheat within Doors; 
and we geld Fools of more Mony in one Night, than your 
falfe-tail’d Gelding will purchafe in a Twelve-Months run- 
ning, which confirms the old Beldams faying, He’s wifeft, 
that keeps himfelf warmeft, that is, he that robs by a good 
Fire, 

Capt. Well opened i'faith, George, thou haft pull’d that 
faying out of the Husk. 

Pye. Captain Jdle, "tis no time now to delude or delay, 
the old Knight will be here fuddenly, I'll perfe& you, di- 
re& you, tell you the trick on’t: “tts nothing, 

Capt. ’Sfoot, George, 1 kaow not what to fay to’t, con+ 
jure? I thall be hang’d e’er I conjure. 

Pye. Nay, teil not me of that, Captain, you'll ne’er con- 
jure after you're hang’d, I warrant you; look you, Sir, a 
parlous Matter, fure, firft to {pread_your Circle upon the 
Ground, then with alittle conjuring Ceremony, as I'll have 
an Hackney-man’s Wand filver'd o’er a purpofe for you, 
then arriving in the Circle, with a huge Word, and a great 
Trample, as for inftance have you never feen a ftalking, 

ftamping 
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ftamping Player, that will raife a tempeft with 
and Thunder with his Heels? 

Capt. O yes, yes, yes; often, often. 

Pye. Why be like ‘fuch a one? for any thin; il bles 
the old Knight's Eyes; for you muft note, that re 
dare to venture into the Room, only perhaps 'p: 
fully through the Key-hole, to fee how the Play goc 
ward, 

Capt. Well, I may go about it when EF will, but mark th 
end on’t, I fhall but “fhame my felf rfaith, George, fpea 
big words, and ftamp and ftare, and he look um at Ki y-hole, 
why the very thought of that would make me laugh 

right, and fpoil all; nay I'll tell thee, George, whe: 
prehend athing once, I am of fuch a laxative Laug! 
that if the Devil himfelf ftood by, I fhould laugh i 
Face. 

Pye. Puh, that’s but the babe of a Man, and may «. 
be hufh’d, asto think upon fome difafter, fome fad Misfo: 
tune, as the Death of thy Father i’th’ Country. 

Capt. ’Sfoot, that would be the more to drive me into 
fuch an ecttalit, that I fhould ne’er lin lau! 1ing elfe. 

Bye Why then think upon going to hanging. 

Capt. Mafs that’s well remembered, now I’li do well, I 
warrant thee, ne’er fear me.now; but how {hall ido, George, 
for boifterous Words, and horrible Names ? 

Pye, Puh, any fuftian Invocations, Captain, wall ferve as 
well asthe beft, fo you rant them out well, or you may go 
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toa Pothecary’s Shop, and take all the words from. the ¢ 
Boxes. : 
Capt. 'Troth, and you fay true, George, there's ftrange ' | 
words enow to raife a hundred Quack-falvers, though they : 
be ne’er fo poor when they begin? but here lyes the fear A 
on’t, how if in this falfe Conjuration, a true ! thould V 
pop up indeed. “a 
Pye. A true Devil, Captain? why there ha 4. 
one, nay faith he that has this place, is a9 { as Lint 
our laft’ Church-warden, a 
Capt. Then he's falfe enough a h : 
George. \ 
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The Cry at Marthalfea. Enter Sir Godfrey, Atv, Edmond, 
and Nicholas. 

Cry Prifoners. Good Gentlemen over the way, fend your 
relief : 

Good Gentlemen over the way,-—-Good, Sir Godfrey ? 

Pye. He’s come, he’s come, 

Nich. Matter, that’s my Kinfman yonder in the Buff- 
Jerkin—— Kinfman, that’s my Mafter yonder i’th Taffaty 
Hat—pray falute him intirely. 

[They falute; and Pye-boord falutes Mafter Edmond. 

Sir God. Now my Friend. 

Pyc. May I partake your Name, Sir? 

Edm. My Name is Mater Edmond. 

Pye. Mafter Edmond,—are you not a Welfhman, Sir? 

Edm. A Welfbman? why? 

Pye. Becaufe Mafter is your Chriften Name, and Ed- 
mond your Sir-name. 

Edm. © no: I have more’names at home, Mafter Ed- 
anond Plus is my full Name at length. 

Pye, O cry you mercy, Sir? [ Whifpering. 

Capt. I underftand that you are my Kinfman’s good May 
fter, and in regard of that, the beft of my Skill is at your 
Service ; but had you fortun’d a meer Stranger, and made 
no means to me by acquaintance, I fhould have utterly de- 
nied to have been the Man; both by reafon of the A& 
of Parliament againft Conjurers and Witches, as alfo, be- 
eaufe I would not have my Art vulgar, trite, and com- 
mon. 

Sir God. Ymuch commend your care there, good Cap- 
tain Conjurer, and that I will be fure to have it private 
enough, you fhall do’t in my Sifter’s Houfe,----mine own 
Houfe I may call it, for both our charges therein are pro- 
portion’d. 

Capt. Very good, Sir,----what may I call your lofs, Sir? 

Sir God. O you may call’t a great Lofs, a grievous Loft, 
Sir, as goodly a Chain of Gold, though I fay it, that wore 
it; how fay’ft thou, Nicholas? 

Nich. OQ ‘twas as delicious a Chain of Gold, Kinfman, you 
know 

Sir God. You know, did you know’t, Captain? 











Capt. 
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Capt. Truft.a Fool with fecrets?-——Sir, he may fay I 
know; his meaning is, becaufe my Art is fuch, that by it I 
may gather.a knowledge of all Things 

SirGod. Ay, very true. 

Capt. A pox of all Fools——the excufe ftuck upen my 
Tongue like Ship-pitch upon a Mariner’s Gown, not to come 
off in hafte——ber-lady, Knight, to lofe fuch a fair Chain 
of Gold, were a foul Lofs; Well, I can put you in this good 
comfort on’t, if it be between Heav’n and Earth, Kaight, 
I'll ha’t for you, 

Sir God. A wonderful Conjurer,—— OI, ‘tis between 
Heav’n and Earth, I warrant you, it cannot go out of the 
Realm,——I know ’tis fomewhere about the Earth. 

Capt. Ay, nigher the Earth than thou wot’ft on. 

Sir God, For firft, my Chain was rich, and no rich thing 
fhall enter into Heav’n, you know. 

Wich, And as for the Devil, Mafter, he has no need on’t, 
for you know he has a great Chain of his own. 

Sir God. Thou fay’ft true, Nicholas, but he has put off 
that now, that lyes by him. 

Capt. Faith, Knight, in few words, I prefume fo much 
upon the Power of my Art, that I could warrant your Chain 
again. 

” Sir God. O dainty Captain! 

Capt, Marry, it will coft me much fweat, I were better 
go to fixteen Hot-houfes, 

SirGod. Ay, good Man, I warrant thee. 

Capt. Befide great Vexation of Kidney and Liver. 

Nich. O, ’twill tickle you hereabouts, Coufin, becaufe 
you have not been us’d to’t, 

Sir God. No? have you not been us’d to’t, Captain? 

Capt. Plague of all Fools ftill;-—-indeed; Knight, I have 
not us’d it agood while, and therefore ‘twill ftrain me fo 
much the more, you know. 

Sir God. O it will, it will, 

Capt. What plunges he puts me to? Were not this Knight 
a Foo}, I had been twice {poil’d now; that Captain’s worfe 
than accurft that has an Afs to his Kinfman, ’sfoot, I fear 
he will drivel’t out before I come to’t,—— Now, Sit, 
to come to the point indeed, you fee I ftick here in 
the jaw of the Mar fhalfea, and cannot do’t. 
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Sir Gods: Tut, tut, I know thy meaning, thou wouldft 
rt Prifoner, [ tell thee thou’rt none. 
+, How, none? why is not this the Jar fhalfea? 


God. Will’t hear me {peak I heard of thy rare Cons 


uring 
‘My hain was loft, I fweat for thy Releafe, 
As ti halt do the like at home for me: 
Keepei 
Enter Keeper, 
ANCE) 
Sir God. Speak, is not this Man free? 
Keep. Y¥ ess at his Pleafure, Sir, the Fees difchare’d. 
Sir God. Go, go; Vil difcharge them, I. 
Keep, I thank your Worfhip. | Exit Keeper, 


Capt. Now, truft me, you're a dear Knight; kindnefs uns 
expected! © there’s nothing to a free Gentleman, 
I will conjure for you, Sir, ’till) Froth come through my 
Buff- J erkin. 

Sir God. Nay,:then thou fhale not pafs with fo little a 
Bounty, for atthe firft fight of my Chain again, forty 
five Angels fhall appear unto thee. 

Capt.’ Twill be a glorious thow, i'faith, Knight, avery 
fine fhow; but are all thefe of your own Houfe? are you fure 
of that, Siré 

Sir God. Ay, ay; no, noj what's he yonder talking with 
my wild Nephew, pray Heav’n he give him good Counfel. 

Capt. Who, he? he’s a rare Friend of mine, an admirable 
Fellow, Knight, the fineft Fortune-teller. 

Sir God. ©! ’tis he indeed, that came to my Lady Si- 
fter, and foretold the lofs of my Chain; I am not angry 
with him now, for I fee ‘twas my: Fortune to lofe it: By 
your leave; Mr. Fortune-teller, I had a glimpfe of you at 
home, at my Sifter’s the Widow’s, there you prophefied of 
the lofs of a Chain:——fimply, though I ftand here, I was 
he that loft it. 

Pye. Was it you, Sir? 

Edm. A my troth, Nuncle, he’s the rareft Fellow, has 
told me my Fortune fo right; I find it fo right tomy na 
ture. 

Sir God. What ist? God fend it a good ones 








Edm. 
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Edm. O, ’tis a pafling good one, Nuncle; for he fays I 
fhall prove fuch an excellent Gamefter in my time, that I 
fhall {pend all fafter than my Father got it. 

Sir God. There’s a Fortune indeed. 

Edm. Nay, it hits my humor fo pat. 

Sir God. Ay; that will be the end on’t; will the Curfe 
of the Beggar prevail fo much, that the Son fhall confume 
that foolithly, which the Father got craftily; ay> ay, ay; 
*ewill, *ewill, "twill. 

“Pye. Stay, flay, ftay. 

[ Pye-boord with an Almanack, and the Captain, 

Capt. Turn over, George. 

Pye, Fune, Fuly; here, Fuly, that’s the Month, Sunday 
thirteen, Yefterday fourteen, to Day fifteen. 

Capt. Look quickly for the fifteenth Day, if within 
the compafs of thefe two Days there would be fome boifte- 
rous Storm or other, it would be the beft, I’d defer him 
off ’till then; fore Tempeft, and it be thy will. 

Pye. Here’s the fifteenth Day, hot and fair. 

Capt. Pub, would t’'ad been, hot and foul. 

Pye. The fixteenth Day, that’s to morrow; the Morning 
for the moft part, fair and pleafant. 

Capt. No luck, 

Pye. But about high-noon, Lightning and Thunder. 

Capt. Lightning and Thunder? admirable! beft of “all! 
T'll conjure to morrow juft at high-noon, George. 

Pye. Happen but true to morrow, Almanack, and Pil give 
thee leave to lye all the Year after, 

Capt. Sir, 1 muft crave your Patience, to beftow this 
Day upon me, that I may furnith my felf ftrongly,_—— I 
fent a Spirit into Lancafbire other Day, to fetch back q 
Knave-Drover, and I look for his return this Evening——to 
morrow Morning, my Friend here and I will come and 
breakfaft with you, 

Sir God. OQ; you fhall be moft welcome, 

Capt. And about noon, without fail, I purpofe to conjure, 

Sir God. Mid-noon will be a fit time for you, 

Edm. Conjuring? do you mean to conjure at our Houfe 
tO morrow, Sir2 

Capt. Marry do I, Sirs ’tis my intent, young Gentleman. 

Edm. 
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Edm. By my troth, I'll love you while I live fort: O 
rare! Nicholas, we thall have Conjuring to morrow, 

Nich. Puh I, 1 could hatold you of that. 

Capt. Law, he could ha told him of that, Fool, Cox- 
comb, could ye? 

Edm. Do you hear me; Sir, I defire more acquaintance 
on you, you fhall earn fome Mony of me, now I know you 
can Conjure; but can you-fetch any that is loft? 

Capt. Oh, any thing that’s loft. 

Edm. Why look you, Sir, I tell’t you as a Friend anda 
Conjurer; I fhould marry a Pothecary’s Daughter, and ’twas 
told me, fhe loft her Maiden-head at Stony- Stratford: Now 
if you'll do but fo much as Conjure for’t; and»make all 
whole again—— 

Capt. That I will, Sir. 

Edm. By my troth I thank you, Ia 

Capt. A little merry with your Sifter’s Son, Sirs 

Sir God. Oh, a fimple young Man, very fimple; come 
Captain, and you, Sir; we'll e’en part with a. Gallon of 
Wine ’till to motrow Break-faft. 

Tip. Capt. Troth, agreed, Sire 

Nich, Kinfman Scholar, 

Pye. Why now thou art a good Knave, worth a hundred 
Brownitts. ; 

Nich, Am L indeed, la; I thank you heartily, Jas .[ Exe. 
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Enter Moll, and Sir John Penny-Dub. 


tee tx T I hope you will not ferve a Knight fo, Gen- 
tlewoman, will you? to cafheer him, and caft 
him off at your Pleafure; what do you think I was dubb’d 
for nothing, no by my Faith, Lady’s Daughter. 
Moll. Pray Sir Fohn Penny-Dub, let it be defer’d a-whiles 
I have a Heart to marry as you can haye; but as the Fors 
cune-teller told me. 
Dub. Pax o’th’-Fortune-teller, would: Derrick had been 
his Fortune feyen Year ago, to crofs my Love thus; did he 
know 
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know what cafe I was in? why this is able to make a Man 
drown himfelf in’s Father’s Fifh-Pond. 

Moll. And then he told me moreover; Sir Fobx, that 
the Breach of it kept my Father in Purgatory. 

Dub. In Purgatory? why let him purge out his Heart 
there, what have we to do with-that 2 thert’s Phyficians 
enow there to caft his Water, is that any Matter to us 2 
how can he hinder our Love 2? why let him be hang’d now 
he’s dead? ~-- Well, have I rid Poft Day and Night, to 
bring you merry News of my Father’s Death, and now +.-- 

Moll, Thy Father’s Death 2 is the old Farmer dead 2 

Dzb. As dead as his Barn-Daor, JZoll. 

Moll, And you'll keep your Word with me now, Sir 
Sohn, that I fhall have my Coach and my Coachman 2 

Dub. Ay faith. 

Moll, And two white Horfes with black Feathers to 
draw it 2 

Dub. Too. 

Moll, A guarded Lackey to rtin befor’t, and py’d Li- 
veries to come trafhing after’t. 

Dub. Thou fhale, All. 

Moll, And to let me have Mony in my Purfe to go 
whither I wilh 

Dub, All this, 

Moll, Then come, whatfoe’er comes ot’t, we'll be made 
fure together before the Maids o’th’ Kitchen. [ Exit. 
Enter Widow, Frances and Frailty. 

Wid. How now ? where’s my Brother Sir Godfrey? went 
he forth this Morning 2 

Frail. O no Madam, he’s above at Breakfaft, with Sir 
Reverence a Conjurer. 

Wid. A Conjurer ? what manner of Fellow is he 2 

Frail. Oh, a wondrous rare Fellow, Miftrefs, very 
ftrongly made upward, for he goes in a Buff-Jerkin; he 

fays he will fetch Sir Godfrey’s Chain again, if it hang be- 
tween Heaven and Earth. 

Wid. What! he will not? then he’s an exlent Fellow I 
warrant ; how happy were that Woman to be bleft with 
futh a Husband,-a Man cunning ? how do’s he look, Frail- 
ty 2? very {wartly I warrant, with black Beard, fcorche 
Cheeks, and fmoaky Eye-brows. 
~ Vor, VI. Hh Frail. 
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Frail, Foh ——— he’s neither fmoak-dryed, nor fcorcht, 
nor black, nor nothing, I tell you, Madam, he looks as 
fair to fee to as one of us; I do think, butif you fawhim 
once; you'd take him to be a Chriftian. 

Fran. So fair, and yet fo cunning, that’s to be wondred 
at; Mother: 

Enter Sir Oliver Muckhill, asd Sir Andrew Tipttaffe. 

Muck. Blefs you, fweet Lady. 

Tip. And you, fair Miftrefs. { Exit Frailtys 

Wid. Coades, what do you mean, Gentlemen ? Fie, did 
I not give you your Anfwers ¢ 

Muck. Sweet Lady ? 

Wid. Well, I will not ftick with you for a Kifs; 
Daughter, kifs the Gentleman for once. 

Fran. Yes Forfooth. 

Tip. V'm proud of fuch a Favour. 

Wid. Truly la, Sir Oliver, youre much too blame to come 
again when you know my Mind fowell delivered —— as a 
Widow could deliver a thing. 

Muck, But 1 expe& a farther Comfort, Lady. 

Wid. Why la you now, did I not defire you to’ put off 
your Suit quite and clean when you came to me again 2 
how fay you? did I not ? 

Mauch. But the fincere Love which my Heart bears to 
you 
: Wid. Go to, Vl) cut you off: and Sir Over to put you 
in Comfort, afat off, my Fortune is read me, I muft marry 
again. 

" Muck. -O dleft Fortune 

Vid. But not as long as I can chufe; nay, I'll hold out 

well. 





Enter Frailty. 
Frail. O Madam, Madam. 

Wid: How now ? what’s the hafte? [Jn her Ear. 
Tip. Faith, Miftrefs Frances, I'll maintain you gallantly, 
Til briig you ro Court, wean you among the fair Society 
of Ladiés poor Kinfwomen of mine in Cloth of Silver, be- 
fide you fhall have your Monkey, your Parrot, your Mut 
kat, and your Pifs, Pifs, Pits. 

Fram At will do very well, 
ee Wide 
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Wid. What, do’s he mean to Conjure here then? how 
fhall I do to be rid of thefe Knights, pleafe you, 
Gentlemen, to walk a while ith’ Garden, to gather a Pink, 
or a Gilly-flower. 

Both. With all owr Hearts, Lady, and count us fi- 
vour’d, [Exeunt. 

Sir God. within] Step in, Nicholas, look, is the Coait 
clear ? 

Nich. Oh, as clear as a Carter’s Eye, Sir. 

Sir God. Then enter Captain Conjurer; me now «od 
how like you our Room, Sir 2 

Enter Sir Godfrey, Captain, Pye-boord, Edmond, 

and Nicholas, 

Cap. O wonderful convenient. 

Edm. 1 can tell you, Captain, fimply though it lies 
here, ‘tis the faireft Room in my Mother's Houfe, -as dain- 
ty a room to Conjure in, methinks, —__ why you may 
bid, I cannot tell how many Devils welcome in’t; my Fe- 
ther has had twenty. in’t at once ! 

Pye. What, Devils. 2 

Edm. Devils, no Deputies, and the wealthieft Men he 
could get, 

Sir God. Nay, put by your Chats now, fall to your Bu- 
finefs roundly, the Fefcue of the Dial is upon the Chrif- 
crofs. of Noon ; but oh, hear me, Captain; a qualm comes 
o’er my Stomach, 

Cap. Why, what’s the Matter, Sir 2 

Sir God, Oh, how if the Devil fhould prove a Knave 
and tear the Hangings, 

Cap. Fuh, I warrant you, Sir Godfrey, 

Edm. Ay, Nunkle, or {pit Fire upo’th’ Sealing, 

Sir God. Very true too, for ‘tis but thin Plaiftered, and 
"twill quickly take hold a’ the Laths; and if he chance 
to {pit downward too, he will burn all the Boards. 

Cap. My Life for yours, Sir Godfrey. 

Sir God. My Sifter is very curious and dainty o’er this 
Room, I can tell you, and therefore if he muft needs {pir, 

I pray defire him to {pit i’th’ Chimney, 

Pye. Why, affure you, Sir Godfrey, he fiall not be brought 
up with fo little Manners, to {pit and {pawl a’th floor, 
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h4 Sir 
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Sir God. Why 1 thank you, good Captain, pray have 2 
care 1, ———= fall to your Circle, we'll not trouble you I 
warrant you, come, well into the next room, atd becaufe 
we'll be fure to keep him out there, we'll bar up the Door 
with fome of the Godlies Zealous Works. 

Edm. ‘That will be a fine Device, Nuncle’; and becaufe 
the ground fhall be as holy as the Deor, Ill tear two or 
three Rofaries.in pieces, and ftrew the Pieces about the 
Chamber ; Oh! the Devil already. [ Runs in. Thunders. 

Pye, “Soot, Captain, {peak fomewhat for fhame 5 it Ligh- 
tens and Thunders before thou wilt begin, why when ? 

Cap. Pray Peace, George, thouw’/t make me 
laugh anon, and fpoil all. 

Pye. Oh, now it begins again; now, flow, now! Captain. 

Cap. Rhumbos-vagdayons pur, pur colacundrion, Hois- 
Polis. be i353 
Sir God. through the Key-hole, within. |’ Oh admitableCon- 
jurer ! has fercht Thunder already. 

Pye. Hark, hatk, again Captain. 

Cap. Benjamino, gafpois-kay-gofgothoreran-ambrois. 

Sir God. Oh, I would the Devil would come away quick- 
ly, he has no Confcience to puta” Manto fuch Pain. 

Pye. Again. 

Cap. Flow/te kak apumpos-dragone-leledmmenos-hodge podge. 

Pye. Weil faid, Captain. 

Sir God. So long a coming?’ “O would I “had ne'er be- 
gun’t now, for I fear me thee roaring “Fempefts will de- 
ftroy_all the Fruits of the Earth, atid tread upon my Corn 
oh, rth’ Country. 

Cap. Gog de gogs hobgoblin, lwncks, hounflew; hockley te 
coome park. 

Wid, © Brother, Brother, what a Tempett’s i’ch’ Garden, 
fure there’s fome Conjuration abroad. 

Sir God. Tis at home, Sifter. 

Pye. By and by Til {tep in, Captain. 

Cap. Nunck. Nunck, Rip-Gafcoines, Ips, Drip: Dropites 

Sir God. He drips and drops, poor Man 3; alas,-alas. 

Pye. Now, I come. 

Cap. O Swlphure Sootface. 

Pye, Arch-Conjiter, what would’ft thou with meé 
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Sir God. ©, the Devil, Sifter, ith’ Dining-Chamber 5 
fing, Sifter, I warrant you that will keep him out ; quick- 
ly, quickly. [Goes in. 

Pye. So, fo, fo; V’ll releafe thee ; enough Captain, e- 
nough; allow us fome time to laugh a little, they’re fhud- 
dering and fhaking by this time, as if an Earthquake were 
in their Kidneys. 

Cap. Sirrah George, how was’t, how was’t? did I do’t 
well enough 2 

Pye, Woult believe me, Captain, better than any Con- 
jurer, for here was no harm in this; and yet their horri- 
ble expeation fatisfied well, you were much beholding to 
Thunder. and Lightning at this time, it grac’d you well, 
I can tell you. 

Cap. 1 muft needs fay fo, George, Sirrah if we could ha’ 
convey’d hither cleanly a Cracker, or a Fire-wheel, t’ad 
been admirable. 

Pye. Blurt; blurt, there’s nothing remains to put thee to 
pain now, Captain. 

Cap. Pain? I proteft, George, my Heels are forer than 
2 Whifon Morris-dancer’s. 

Pyes, All's: paft, now, only to reveal that the 
Chain’s. ith’. Garden, where, thou know’ft, it has lain thefe 
two Days. 

Cap. But I fear, that Fox Nicholas has reveal’d it al- 
ready. 

Pyes, Fear not, Captain, you muft put to it th’ venture 
nowWiz, Nayftis.time, call upon ’em, take pity on ’em, for I 
believe fome of em are in a pitiful Cafe by this time. 

Cap. Sir Godfrey, Nicholas, Kinfman, *sfoot 
they’re faft at.it ftill ; George, Sir Godfrey ? 

Sir God. Oh, is that the Devil’s Voice ? how comes he 
to know my Name? 

Cap. Fear not, Sir Godfrey, all’s quieted. 

Sir God. What, is he laid 2 

Cap. Laid; and hasnewly dropt 
Your Chaio.?’th’ Garden. 

Sir God..V th Garden.! in our Garden 2 

Cap. Your Garden. 

Sir God. O fweet Conjurer! whereabouts there 2 

Gap. Look well about.a, Bank of Rofemary, 

Hh 3 Sir 
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Sir. Gods Sifter, the Rofemary-bank, come, come ; there's 
my, Chain, he. fays. 

Vide, Oh, happinefs ! run, run, ‘[Suppofeth to £0. 

Edm, Captain Conjurer? [Edm. at key-hole. 

‘ape. Who? Mafter Edmond ? 

Edm Ays Matter Edmond; may I.come in fafely with- 

ry think you ? 
long ago; it is all as. ’ewas at. fult ; 
ay come near, = how now, Man? 
js Oh! this Room’s mightily hot ifaith; ’slid, my 
fhirt, ftieks.to my Rely already ; what a fteam the Rogue 
left:.behind him ; ? Foh, this room muft be air’d, Gen- 
lesen, it {mells horribly of Brimftone, let’s open 
the Windows, 

Pye. Faith, Mafter Edmoxd, ’tis but your Conceit. 

Edm. 1 would you could make me believe that, faith, 
who do you think f cannot {mell his Savour,. from another ; 
yet I take it kindly from you, becaufe you, would not put 
me ina Fear, i'faith ; a my Troth I fhall love you for this 
the longeft Day of my Life. 

Cap. Puh, ‘tis nothing, Sir, love me when you fee 
more. 

Edm. Mafs, now remember, Ji. look whether he has 
findged the Hangings, or no, 

Pye. Captain, to entertain a little {port till chey come 5 
make him ‘believ e, you'll charm him. invifible, he’s apt to 
admire any thing, you fee, let me alone to give force 
to'te 

Cap. Go, retire to yonder end then. 

iis I proteft you are a rare Fellow, are you not ? 

Cap. O ‘Mafter Edmond, you know but the leaft part of 
me yet ; why now at this Inftant I could flourifh my Wand 
thrice o’er your Head, and charm you invifible. 

Edm. What you could not ?. make me walk invifible 
Man ? I fhould laugh at that i’faith;, trothI’ll requite your 
— 3 an you'll do’t, good Captain Conjurer. 

Cap. Nay, I fhonld hardly deny you fuch.a fmall_kiod- 
nefs, Mafter Edmond Plus, why, look you, Sir,. *tis.no;more 
but this, and thus agen, and now y’are init, 

Edw. Am I faith ; ? who would think It? 








Cap. 





$3 2-0 ep -pe sur [ir Oe OTP Rae O- S Fe OS OP C- 3a 0-H 


the Widow of Watling-ftreet. 3235 


Cap. You fee the Fortune-teller yonder at farther end 
o’th’ Chamber, go toward him, do what you will with him, 
he fhall ne'er find you. ; 

Edm. Say you fo, I'll try that i’faith ---= | Fa/tles him, 

Pye. Hoe now Captain ? who's that juftled me ? 

Cap. Jultled you ? I faw no body. 

Edm, Ha, ha, ha, ———— fay *twas.a Spirit. 

Cap. Shall 1? —————~ may be fome Spirit that haunt 
the Circle. 

Pye. O my Nofe, agen, pray conjure then, Captain, 

[ Pulls him by the Nofé. 

Edm. Troth this is extent, I may do any Knavery now 
and never be feen, ----- and now [remember me, Sir Godfrey 
my Uncle abus’d me t’other day, and told Tales of me to 
my Mother Troth now I'm invifible, 1°l! hit him 
around whirrit a’th’ear, when he comes out a’th’garden, --+- 
I may be reveng’d on him now finely. 

Eater Sir Godfrey, Widow, Frances, Nicholas 
with the Chain. 

Sir God, I have my Chain again, my Chain’s found 
apain.. [Edmond frrikes him. 
O {weet Captain, O admirable Conjurer. 

O, what mean you by'thar, Nephew 2 

Edm. Nephew ? I hope you donot know me, Uncle? 

Wid. Why did you ftrike your Uncle, Son ? 

Edm. Why, Captain, am I not invifible 2 

Cap. A good jeft, George, not now you arenot, Sir, 
Why did not you fee me, when I did uncharm you? 

Edm. NotI, by my troth, Captain ; 

Then pray you pardon me, Uncle, 
I thought Pd been invifible when I ftruck you. 

Sir God. ‘So, you would do’t? go, --- you’rea foolith Boy, 
And were I not o’ercome with greater Joy, 
I'd make you tafte Correction, 

Edm. CorreCtion, puth ho, neither you nor my 
Mother, fhall think to whip me as you have done. 

Sir God, Captain, my joy is fuch, I know not how to 
thank you, let’ me embrace you, O my {weet Chain, glad- 
nefs e’en makes me giddy, rare. Man 3 “twas ju i’th’ Rofe- 
mary-bank, as if one fhould ha laid itthere, —— O cunning, 
eunning ! 
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il, feeing my Fortune tells me T muft marry ; 

me marry a Man of Wit, a Man of Parts, here’s a wor- 
y Capi and ’tis a fine Title truly lato be a Captain's 

W ike a Cap tains W 1% if SOEs ve ery fine ely, befide all the 

Wor td knows that a worthy Captain is a fie Com ipanion to 

any Lord, then why not a fweet Bed-fellow for any y La- 

Mi dy, as TI haves tt fone 

i Enter Frailty. 

H Frail. O Miftrefsy Gentlemen, there’s the bravelt Sight 

coming along this: way. ig 

Ws de What brave Sight 2 





it oy) O, one.going to burying, and another going to 
“4 He 2 ing Pe 
i ie Wid. he At uj I Sight, 
it Pye. toon, Captaio, I'll pawn my Life the Corporal’s 
Tee Cothp'd, and ald Skirmi/b the Sold; er going to Execution, 
ae and *tis how about. the time of his waki ing 3 hold out a lit- 
he ‘ le longer, fleepy Potion, and we thall backs exlent Admira- 
By ary } 
it tion ; for I'll take upon me the Cure of him. 


Entér the Coffin of the Corporal, the Soldier bound, and 
led by Officers, the Sheriff there, 

Frail. O here they come, here they comet 

Pye. Now muft I clofe fecretly with the Soldier, pre- 
; vent his impatience, or elfe all’s difcovered, 

Wid. Ov iamentable feeing, thefe were thofe Brothers, 

thar fought and bled before our-door. 

Sic Gods What, they were not, Sifter 2 
2,4 Skir. George, look to’t, Pll peach at. Tiburn elfe. 
by Sie all, vouchfate me Audiénce, 
i d yon ef ipecially, Matter Sheriff : 
e n Man is bound to Execution, 

¢ he wounded this. that now. lyes cofin’d. 














Dug Nan 
i fyé, iWilim 





yr. True, true, he fhall have: the Law, and 
the Laws 
&§ it under Favour, Mafter Bhente 3 if this Man’ had 


ud and, fafe again,» he fhould shave been releas’d 


W by, make you Queftion of ‘that, Sif 2 
é J aon T_releafe him freely, .and -willtake upom me 
Death ti hhould die, if within a little Seafon<E 
to his proper Health again, 
Sher. 
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Sher. How,.Sir? recover a dead Man2 


That were moft ftrange of all. [Frances comes to him. 


Fran. Sweet Sit, Vlove you dearly, and could wifh my 
beft part yours, O do not undertake fuch an impof- 
fible venture. 

Pye. Love you me? then for your fweet fake I'll do’t : 
Let me entreat the Corps to be fet down. . 

Sher. Bearers, fet down the Coffin, —this is wonderful, 
and worthy Stow’s Chronicle. 

Pye, I pray beftow the freedom of the Air upon our whok 
fome Art,————- Mafs his Checks begin to receive natural 
warmth: Nay; good Corporal, wake betime, or T fhall have 
a longer Sleep than you, ’sfoot, if he fhould prove 
dead indeed now, he were fully reveng’d upon me for ma 
king a Property on him, yetI had rather run upon the Ropes, 
than have the Rope like a Tetter run upon me, O he 
ftirs——he ftirs again-——look, Gentlemen, he recovers, 
he ftarts, he rifes. 

Sher. Oh, oh, defend us out, alas. 

Pye. Nay, pray be ftill; you'll make him more giddy 
elfe, he knows no Body yer. 

Corp. Zowns; where am I? cover’d with Snow? I 
marvel 2 

Pye. Nay, I knew he would Swear the firft thing he did, 
as foonas he came to Life again. 

Corp. *Sfoot, Hoftefs——fome hot Porridge,——oh, ho, lay 
on a dozen of Faggots in the Moon Parlour, there. 

Pye. Lady, you muft needs takea little pity of him i’faith, 
and fend him into your Kitchen Fire. 

Wid. O, with all my Heart, Sir Nicholas and Frailty, help 
to bear him in. 

Nich. Bear him in, quotha, pray'call in the Maids, I hall 
ne’er have ‘the Heart to 'do’t, indeed Ja. 

Frail. Nor I neither, I cannot abide to handle a Ghoft, 
of ‘all Mem. 

Corp. *Sloud; let me fee, where was I drunk laft Night? 
bah See 
Wid. O, “fhall I bid ‘you onée‘apain ‘take him away 2 
‘ Frail,: Why, we're as fearful as ‘you; I warrant you——. 
dh ; aah 




















Wid. 
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Wid. Away, Villains, bid the Maids make hima Cawdle 
prefently to fettle his Brain-----or a Poffet of Sack, quickly, 
quickly. [ Exeunt, pufhing in the Corps. 

Sher. Sir, whatfoe’er you are, I do more than admire 

rou. 

Wid. O 1, if you knew all, Mafter Sheriff, as you fhall 
do, you would fay then, that here were two of the rareft 
Men within the Walls of Chriftendom. 

Sher. Two of ’em, O wonderful: Officers, I difcharge 
you, fet him free, all’s-in tune} 

Sir God, Ay, and a Banquet ready by this time, Mafter 
Sheriff, towhich I moft cheerfully invite you, and your late 
Prifoner there : See you this goodly Chain, Sir, mum, no 
more Words, ’twas loft and is found-again; come, my in- 
eftimable Bullies, we'll talk of your Noble Ads in fparkling 
Charnico, and inftead of a Jefter, we'll ha the Ghoft th’ 
white Sheet fit at upper end o’th’ ‘Table. 

Sher. Exlent, merry Many Pfaith. [ Exit. 

Fran. Well, {eeing I am enjoin’d to love, and marry, 
My foolifh Yow thus I cafheer to Air 
Which firft begot it—_—~now, Love, play thy part; 
The Scholar reads his Le&ture in my Heart. [ Exeunt. 








A. Gil Nein G a Ba 
Exter in hafte Mafter Edmond and Frailty; 


Edm" THIS is the Marriageemorning for my Mother and 
my Sifter. 

Frail. O.me, Matter Edmond; we thall have rare doings. 

Edm. Nay go; Frailty, run to the,Sexton, youknow my 
Mother will be married at Saint Anélings, hie thee, ’tis paft 
five, bid them open the Church-door, my Sifter is almoft 
ready. 

Frail. What, already, Mafter Edmoud ? 

Edm. Nay, go hie thee, firft-run to the Sexton,;,and run 
to. the Clerk, andthen run to Malter Pigman the Parfon, and 
then.run to the Milliner, and then run: home agains 


Frail. 
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Frail. Here’s run, ran; run——— 
Edm. But hark, Frailty. 
Frail. What, more yet? 


Edm. Have the Maids remembred to ftrew the way to the 
Church. 

Frail. Foh, an hour ago I help’d ’em my felf. 

Edm. Away, away, away, away then, 

Frail. Away, away, away, away then, [Exit Frailty, 

Edm. I hall have a fimple Father-in-law, abrave Captain, 
able to beat all our Street: Captain /dle, now my Lady Mo- 
ther will be ficted for a delicate Name, my Lady Jdle, my 
Lady Jdle, the fineft Name that can be for a Woman, and 
then the Scholar, Mafter Pye-boord for my Sifter Frances, that 
will be Miftrefs. Frances Pye-boord, Miftrels Frances Pye-boord, 
they'll keep, a good. Table, I warrant you: Now all the 


Knights Nofes are put out of joint, they may go to a Bone- 
fetters now. 


ay Oy Ey EO 


eo 


Enter Captain, and Pye-boord. 


Hark, hark; O who comes here with two Torches before "em, 
my {weet Captain, and my fine Scholar? O how bravely 
they are thot up in one Night, they look like fine Britains 
now methinks, here’s a gallant change i’faith; “flid, they 
have hir’d Men and all by the Clock, 

Capt. Mater Edmond, kind, honeft, dainty Mafter Ed- 


mond, 


Edm. Foh, {weet Captain Father-in-law, a rare perfumi 
Vfaith. 
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Pye. What, are the Brides ftirring? may we fteal upon’em, 
think’ft thou, Mafter Edmond? 

Edm, Faw, they're een upon readinefs, I can affure you ; 
for they were at their Torch e’en now, by the fame token I 
tumbled down the Stairs. 


Pye. Alas, poor Matter Edmond. 


ry 


Exter Muficiaas, 


Capt. O, the Muficians! I prethee, Mafter Edmond, call 
’em in,» and liquor ’em a little. 
Edm. That ¥will, fweet Captain Father-in-law, and make 


each of them as drunk asa common Fidler. [ Exewnt. 
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Enter Sir John Penny-Dub, amd Moll above lacing of her 
Cloaths. 


Dub. Whewh, Miftrefs Zoll, Miftrefs Ail. 

Moll. Who’s there 2 

Dub. ’TisI. 

Moll. Who, Sir ohn Penny-Dub ? O you're an early 
Cock i'faith, who would have thought you to be fo rare a 
ftirrer ? 

Dab, Prethee, AZoll, let me come up. 

Moll. No by my Faith, Sir fobs, Vilkeep you down, for 
you Knights are very dangerous, if once you get above. 

Dub. Vil not ftay faith. 

Moll. Vfaith you thall ftay; for, Sir Fohx, you muft note 
the nature of the Climates: Your Northern Wench in her 
own Country may well hold out ’till fhe be fifteen, but if 
fhe touch the South once, and come up to London; here the 
Chimes go prefently after twelve. 

Dub. O thou'rt a mad Wench, Aol, but I prethee make 
hafte, for the Prieft is gone before. 

Moll, Do you follow him, Pll not be long after. 
; | Exennt. 
Enter Sir Oliver Muck-hill, Sir Andrew Tipftaff, and ald 

Skirmith talking. 

Muck. O monftrous unheard of Forgery! 

Tip. Knight, I never heard of fuch Villany in our own 
Country, in my. Life. 

Muck. Why, “tis impofible, dare you maintain, your 
Words? 

Shir. Dare we? e’en to their wezen Pipes; we know all 
their Plots, they cannot fquander with us, they’ have knavifh- 
ly abus'd us, made only Properties on’s to advance’ their 
felves upon our Shoulders, but they fhall rue their Abufes, 
this Morning they are to be married. 

Muck, “Tis tootrue, yet if the Widow be not too much 
befotted on Slights and. Forgeries, the Revelation of their 
Villanies will make ’em loathfome, and to that end, be it 
ih private fo you, F fent late laft Night to an Honourable 
Perfonage, to whom I am much indebted ia kindnefs, as 
he is to me,‘ and therefore prefume upon the payment of 
his*Tongue, and that he -will:lay out good words. for 5 

an 
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and to fpeak Truth, for fuch needful Occafions, I only pre» 
ferve him in Bond, .and fometimes he may do me more 
good here in the City by a free Word of his Mouth, than 
if he had paid one half in Hand, and took Doomfday for 
v’other, 

Tip. In troth, Sir, without foothing be it fpoken 
have publith’d much Judgment in thefe few Words, 

Muck, For you know, what fuch a Man utters will be 
thought effectual, and to weighty purpofe, and therefore 


into his. Mouth we'll put the approved Theme of their 
Forgeries, 


Skire And VI maintain it, Knight, if the'll be true. 
: 76 \ Enter a Servant. 

Musk, ttow-now, Fellow. 

Ser, May it. pleafe you, Sir, my Lord is newly lighted 
from his Coach. 

Muck. Is my Lord come already? his Honour’s early ; 
You fee he loves me well; up before Heaven, 
Truft me, Uhave found him Night-capt at eleven : 
There’s good hope yet ; come, -I’ll relate all to him. 


[ Exenne. 


Enter the two Bridegrooms, Captain and Scholar. After them, 
Sir Godfrey and Edmond, Widow chang'd in Apparel, 
Miftrefs Frances led between two Knights: Sir John Penny- 
Dub and Moll ; there meets them a Nobleman, Sir Oliver 
Muck-hill, and‘Sir Andrew Tipftaff, 


Nob. By your leave, Lady. 

Wid, My Lord, your Honour is moft chaftly welcome. 

Nob. Madam, though I came now fiom Court, I come 
hot to flatter you ; upon whom can I juftly caft this Blor, 
but upon your own, Forehead, that know not Ink from 
Milk, fuch is the blind befotting in the ftate of an un- 
headed Woman that’s a Widow, 
of all you that are: Widows (a Han 
thofe that honeftly and carefully love you, to the main- 
tenance’ of Credit, State, and Pofterity, and Rtrongly. to 
doat on thofe, that: only love you to undo you ;» and re- 
gard you Jeaft; ‘are beft regarded ; ».who- hate you moft, 
are beft beloved. And if there be but one Man amon {t 
ten thoufand Millions of Men, that is accurft, difaftrous, 
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and evilly Planeted; whom Fortune beats moft, whom God 
hates moft, and all Societies efteem leaft, that Man is fure to 
be a Husband Such is the peevifh Moon that rules your 
Bloods. An impudent Fellow beft woes you, a flattering 
Lip beft wis you, or in mirth, who talks roughlieft; is moft 
fweeteft; nor can you diftinguifh Truth from Forgeries, 
Mitts from Simplicity; witnefs thofetwo deceitful Montters; 
that you have entertain’d for Bridegrooms, 

Wid. Deceitful——— 

Pye. All will out, 

Cap. *Sfoots who was blab’d; George? that foolifh Ni 
cholas. 

Nob. For what they have befotted your eafie Blood with- 
al, were nought but Forgeries, the Fortune-telling for Huf- 
bands, and the Conjuring for the Chain ; Sir Godfrey heard 
the falfhood of all; nothing but meer Knavery, Deceit and 
Couzenage. 

Wid. O wonderful! indeed I wondred that my Hut 
band with all his ‘Craft, could not keep himfelf out of Pur- 
gatory. 

Sir God, And I more wonder, that my Chain fhould be 
gone, and my Taylor had none of it. 

Moll. And I wondred moft of all; that I fhould be tied 
from Marriage, having fuch a mind tot; come Sit ‘Fobn Pen- 
ny-Dub, fair Weather on our fide, the Moon has chang‘d 
fince Yefternight. 

Pye. The fting of every evil is within me. 

Nob. And that you may perceive I feign not with you; 
behold their Fellow-actor in thofe Forgeries, who full of 
Spleen and Envy at their fo fudden Advancements, reveal’d 
all their ‘Plot in anger. 

Pye. Bafe Soldier, to reveal us. 

Wid. 1s’t poffible we fhould be blinded fo, and our Eyes 
gpen ? 

P Nob: Widow, will you now believe that falfe; which too 
foon you believ’d true? 

Wid. O, to my flame, I do, 

Sir God. But under favour, my Lord, my Chain was true 
ly loft, and ftrangely found again. 

Nob, Refolve him of that, Soldier, 





Skits 
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Skir. In few words, Knight, then thou wert the Arch- 
Gull of all. 


Sir God. How, Sir? 

Skir, Nay Vil prove it: For the Chain was but hid in 
the Rofemary-bank all this while, and thou gotft him out of 
Prifon to Conjure for it, who did it admirably fuftianly, for 


indecd what needed any others, when he knew where it 
was ? 


Sir God. O Villany of Villains! but how came my Chain 


there 2 


Skir. Where’s Truly la, indeed la 2 he that will not Swear, 
but Lye; he that will not Steal, but Rob: Pure Nicholas 
Saint Antlings. 

Sir God. O Villain! one of our Society, 

Deem'd always Holy, Pure, Religious: 

A Puritan, a Thief 2 when was’t ever heard 2 
Sooner we'll kill a Man, than Steal, thou know’ft. 
Out Slave, I'll rend my Lion from thy Back-——— 
With mine own Hands. 

Nich. Dear Mafter, oh. 

Nob. Nay Knight, dwell in patience. 

And now, Widow, being fo near the Church, ‘twere great 
Pity, nay uncharity, to fend you home again without a Huf- 
band: Draw near, you of true Worthip, State and Credit : 
That thould not ftand fo far off from a Widow, and fuffer 
forged Shapes to come between you. Not that in thefe I 
blemith the true Titleof a Captain, or blotthe fair margent of 
a Scholar, for I honour worthy and deferving parts in the one, 
and cherifh fruitful Virtues in the other. Come Lady, and 
you Virgin, beftow your Eyes and your pureft A ffe@ions, 
upon Men of Eftimation, both in Court and City, that have 
long woed you, and both with their Hearts and Wealth fine 
cerely love you. 

SirGod. Good Sifter, do: Sweet little Frank thefe are Men 
of Reputation, you fhall be welcome at Court; a great Cree 
dit for a Citizen, {weet Sifter. 

Nob. Come, her filence does confent to’t, 

Wid. I know not with what Face. 

Nob, Pah, pah, with your own Face, they defire no 
other. 


Wid, 
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Wid. Pardon me, worthy Sirs, I and my Daughter have 
wrong’d your Loves. 
Muck, ’Tis eafily pardon’d, Lady, 
If you vouchfafe it now. 
Wid. With all my Soul. 
Fran. And I, with all my Heart. 
Moll. And I, Sir Fobn, with Soul, Heart, Lights and all, 
Sir God. They are all mine, Aol. 
Bill Nob. Now Lady: 
aie What honeft Spirit, but will applaud your choice, 
ae And gladly furnifh you with Hand and Voice: 
A happy change, which makes e’en Heav’n rejoice. 
Core, enter in your Joys, you fhall not want, 
For Fathers, now I doubt it not, believe me, 


But that you fhall have Hands enough to give me. 
“| Exeunt omne!s 
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| Mafter of a College. 


Knight, 2 Fuflice of Peace. 
Oliver, % 
Ralph, 


Samuel, 5 


Serving=men. 


Other Servants, and Officers. 


Wife. 
Maid-fervant. 
A little Boy. 
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Enter Oliver, and Ralph, two Serving-men. 
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@irrah Ralph, my young Miftrefs is in fuch a 
i) pitiful pafhonate Humour for the lang Abfence 
of her Love. 

Ralph, Why, can you blame her? why, 
Apples hanging longer on the Tree than 
when they are ripe, makes fo many fal- 
lings, viz. Mad Wenches, becaufe they are not gathered 
in time, are fain to drop ef themfelves, and then "tis com- 
mon you. know for every Man to take them up, 

Oliv. Mafs thou fayeft true, “tis common indeed, but Sir- 
rah, is neither our young Matter return’d, nor our fellow 
Sam-come from London? ’ 

Ralph. Neither of either, as the Puritan Bawd faysy ?Slid 
hear Sam, Sam's come, here tarry, come i’faith, now my 
Nofe itches for News. 

Oliv. And fo doth mine Elbow. 

Sam calls withis, Where are you there? 
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Enter Sam, farnifl’d with things, from London, 

Sam, Boy, look you walk my Horfe with Difcretion, 
I have rid him fimply, I warrant his Skin fticks to-' his 
Back with very Heat, if he fhould, catch cold and -get the 
Cough of the Lungs, Iwere well ferved, were T not?) What 
Ralph and Oliver ? 

Amb. Honelt Fellow Sam, welcome i’faith, what Tricks 
haft thou brought from London ? 

Sam. You fee I am_hang’d, after the trueft Fathion, 
three Hats, and two Glafles bobbing upon them, twore- 
bato Wyers upon my Breaft, a Cap-cafe by my fide, a Bruth 
at my back, an ;Almanack in my Pocket, and three Bal- 
lads in my Codpiece, Nay, I am the true Pi@tureof acom- 
mon Serving-man. 

Oliv. li fwear.thou art, thou may’ft fet up when thou 
wilt, there’s many a one begins with lefs I can tell thee, 
that proves a rich Man e’er he dyes; but what’s the News 
from London, Sam ? 

Ralph, Ay, that’s well faid, what is the News from Lon- 
dow, Sirah 2? My. young Miftrefs keeps, fuch a puling for 
her Love. 

Sam, Why the more Fool fhe, ay, the more ninny-ham- 
mer fhe. 

Oliv. Why, Sam, why ? 

Sam. Why, he is married to another long ago, 

Amb, Faith, ye jet. 

Sam. Why, did you not know: that. ’till now ? Why, 
he’s Married, beats his: Wife, and bas two or three Chil- 
dren by her. For you muft. nore, that. any Woman bears 
the more when fhe is beaten. 

Ralph, Ay, that’s true, for fhe bearsthe Blows. 

Oliv. Sirrah,. Sam, 1 wou'd not, for two. Years: Wages 
my young Miftrefs knew fo much, he'd run upon:the Jeft 
Hand of her Wit, and ne’er he her own Woman again: 

Sam. And Ithiok.the was bleft in her Cradles: that he 
never came in her Bed; why, -he has confum’d all; pawn’d 
his Lands, and made: his Univerfity Brother ftand in>wax 
for him: There’s a fine Phrafe for a Scrivener, \pub,“he 
owes more than his Skin is worth. 


Oliv. Is’t poflible 2 
Sam, 
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SamsNay, Vil tell’ you moreover, he calls: his Wife 
Whore, as familiarly as one would ¢all AZo// and Dell; and 
Children Baftards, ‘as nattirally as can be ---- But what have 
we here? I thought ’twas fomething pull’d’ down my 
Breeches 3 I quite forgot my two poking Sticks, thefe came 


from London, now any thing is good here that comes fron 
London, 


Oliv. Ay, far fetcht you know, 

Sam. But {peak in yout Confcience’ i*faith, have not we 
as good poking Sticks i’th’ Country as need to be put i’th’ 
Fire, the Mind of a thing is all, and as thou faidft evén 
now, far fetch’d are the beft things for Ladies. 

Olive Ay, and for Waiting-Gentlewomen too. 

Sam. But Ralph, isour Beer fowre this Thunder ? 

Ralph. No, no, it holds Countenance yet. 

Sam. Why then follow me, I'll teach you the fineft 
Humour to be Drunk in, I learn’d it at’ London'laft week. 

Amb, Faith let’s hear it, let’s hear it, 

Sam. The braveft Humour, ’twould doa Map good to 
be druok in it, they eall it Knighting in London, when they 
drink upon their Knees. 

Amb. Faith that’s excellent. 

Sam. Come follow me, I'll give you all the Degrees of 
it in order. | Exennt. 
Enter Wife. 

Wife. What will become of us 2 all will away. 
My;Hasband ‘never ceafes in expence, 

Both to confume his Credit and his Houfe: 
And.’tis fet down by’ Heav’ns juft Decree, 

That Riot’s Child muft needs be Béggary. 

Are thefe the Virtues that‘his Youth did promife? 
Dice.and voluptuous Meetings, midnight Revels, 
Taking his:Bed with Surfeits 5 ill befeéming 
The antient Honour of *his' Houfe and Name ; 
And this not all, but that which kills me moft, 
When vhe recounts his Loffesand falfe. Fortunes, 
The weaknefs of his State’fo much deje@ed; 

Not as a Man-repentant, but “half mad, 

His Fortunes cannot anfwer his Expence: 

He fits and fullenly locks up his Arms, 
Forgetting Heav’n, looks downward, which makes 
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Win appear fo dreadful, that he frights my Hygarts 


Walks heavily; as if his Soul were Earth ; 
Not penitent for thofe his Sins are paft, 
Bot vext his Mony cannot make them laft: 
A fearful Melancholy, ungodly: Sorrow. 
Oh yonder he comes, now in defpight of Ills 
T'll fpeak to him, and I will hear him fpeak, 
And do my beft to drive it from, his Heart. 
Enter Husband. 
Huf. Pox of the laft throw,» it: made 
Five hundred Angels vanith from my fight. 
I’m damn’d, I’m damn’d, the Angels have forfook me; 
Nay, ’tts certainly true; for he that has no Coin, 
Is damn’d inthis Worlds. he’s gone, he’s gone. 
Wife.. Dear Husbend. 
HufOb! mok punifhment of all, I have a Wife. 
Wife. 1 do entreat you, as you love your Soul, 
Tell me the Caule of this: your Difcontent. 
Huf. A Vengeance ftrip thee Naked, thou art Caufe, 
Effe@, Quality, Property, thou; thou, thou, [Exit. 
Wife. Bad turn’d to worfe ? 
Both beggary of the Soul and of the Body, 
And fo much unlike himfelf at frit, 
As if fome vexed Spirit had got ‘his form upon him, 
Enter Husband again. 
He comes again, 
He fays I am-the Ciufe ; I never yet 
Spoke lefs than. Words of Duty and.of Love. 
Huf. If Marriage be Honourable, then Cuckolds-are, Ho- 
nourable, for they cannot be made without. Marriage: 
Fool, what meant I to marry to get Beggars ¢ 
Now muft my eldeft Son be a Knave or nothing, he can- 
not live but upo’th’ Fool, for he will have no Land to 
maintain him; that Mortgage fits like a foaffle uponsmine 
Inheritance, and makes*me chaw upon Iron, 
My fecond Son ‘muft be a Promoter, »and my third a 
Thief, or an Under-putter, a Slave. Pander. 
Oh Beggarys, Beggary, to what bale ufesdoth irputa Man. 
1 think the Devil scorns to be a Bawd 3 
He bears himfelf more proudly, 
Has more Care on his Credit. 
Bafe 
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Bafe, flavifh, abje&, filthy Poverty. 

Wife. Good Sir, “by all our Vows I do befeech you, 
Shew me the true’ Caufe of your Difcontent. 

Huf- Mony, Mony; Mony; and thou'muft fupply me. 

Wife. Alas, I amotheleaft Caule of your Difcontent; 
Yet what is mine, either in Rings or Jewels, 

Ule to your own Defire; but-T befeech you, 
As you area Gentleman by many’ Bloods, . 
Though I my felf be out of your Refped, 
Think on the State of thefe three lovely Boys 
You have been Father too. 

Huf. Puh, Baftards, Baftards, Baftards, begot in tricks, 
begor in tricks, 

Wife. Heav’n knows how-thofe Words. wrong: me, 
But Pil endure thefe Griefs among a thoufand more : 
Oh call to mind your Lands already mortgag’d, 
Your felf wound into Debts, your hopeful Brother 
At the Univerfity into Bonds for you, 
Like to be féiz’d upon, And —— 

Huf? Ha’ done, thou ‘Harlot, 
Whom though for Fafhion I married, 
I never could abide, Think’ft thou thy Words 
Shall kill my’ Pleafure ?Fall off to thy Friends, 
Thou and thy Baftards beg, I will’ not bate 
A whit in Humour? Midnight fill Tolove you, 
And revel in your\Company ;°curb’d in? 
Shall it be faid in all Societies, 
That I broke Cuftom ¢» that I flig’d in Mony 2 
No, thofe thy Jewels I: will play-as freely, 
As'when my State was fulleft, 

Wife. Be it fo. 

Huf. Nay Yproteft, and take that foran earneft, 

[ He [paras ner. 
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Twill for ever hold thee in Contempt, 

And never touch the Sheets that cover thee, 

But be divore’d in Bed,’ *till thou confent, 

Thy ‘Dowry thall’be fold to givenew> Life 

Unto thofe Pleafures which I moft affe@. 
Wife. Sir; do but turn a gentle Eye on me, 

And what the Law*thall give me leave to do, 

You fhall command, 
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Huf- Look it be done, fhall I want. Duft, 

And like a Slave wear nothing in my Pockets, 
{ Holds bis Hands in his Pockets 

But my Hands to fill them up with Nails? 
Oh much againft my Blood, let it be done, 
I was never made to be a looker on ; 
A Bawd to Dice; Ul thake the Drabs my felf, 
And make them yield; I fay, look it be done, 

Wife. 1 take.my leave, it fhall. l Exit, 

Huf: Speedily, {peedily ; I hate the very Hour I chofe 
a Wife,.a Trouble, Trouble, three Children like three E- 
vils hang upon me, fie, fie, fie, Strumpet. and: Baftards, 
Strumpet and Baftards. 

Enter three Gentlemen, hearing him, 

1 Geat. Still do thefe Joathfome Thoughts jar on your 
Your felf to ftain the Honour of your. Wife, 
Nobly defcended ; thofe whom Men:call mad, 
Endanger others, but he’s more than. mad 
That wounds himfelf, whofe own Words 
Do proclaim it 1s not fit, I pray. forfake ir, 

2 Gent. Good Sir, let Modefty reprove you, 

3 Gent. Let honeft Kindnefs {way.fo. much with you. 

Huf. God den, I thank you, Sir, how do you ? adieu, , 
I am glad to fee you, farewel Inftru@ions, .Admonitions. 


| Exenut Gent. 


| Toneue 2 


” 


Exter a Servant, 

How now, Sirrah ? what would you 2 

Ser. Only to certifie you, Sir, that my Miftrefs was 

et by the way, by them who were. fent for -her up to 
London by her Honourable Uncle, your Worthip’s laté Guar- 
dian. 

Huf: So, Sir, then fhe is gone, and. fo.may youvbe, 
But let her look the thing be done the wotsof 


Or Hell will ftand more pieafant than her Houfe at home. 


[ Exit. Servant. 
Exter a Gentleman, : 

Gent. Well or ill met, I care not. 

Huf. No, nor I, 

Gent. I am come with Confidence to chide you, 

Huf. Who me? chide me? do’t finely then, let*it not 
move me, for if thou chid’ft me angry, I thal: ftrike, 


Gent, 
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Gent. Striké thine own Follies, for it is they 
Deferve to be well béatch ; we are how in private, 
There’s none but thowand I, thou art fond and peevith, 
An unclean Rioter, thy Lands and Credit 
Lie now both fick ‘ofa Confumption, 

I am forry for thee; that Man fpends with fhame, 
That with his Riches doth confume his Name; 
And fuch art thou. 

Huf. Peace. 

Gent. No, thou fhalt hear me further. 

Tay Fathers and Fore-fathers worthy Honours, 

Which were our Country Monuments, our Grace, 

Follies in thee begin now to deface. 

The Spring time of thy Youth did fairly promife 

Such a moft fruitful Summer to thy Friends, 

Ic fearce can enter into Mens Beliefs, 

Such Dearths fhould hang on thee, wé that fee it, 

Ate {orry to believe it; in thy change, 

This Voice into alf places will be hurld : 

Thou and the Devil has deceiv’d the World, 
Huf. Vil not endure thee, 

Gent. But of all the worft, 

Thy virtuous Wife, right honourably allied, 
Thow haft proclaim’d a Strumpet. 
Huf. Nay then I know thee, 
Thou art her Champion thou, her private Friend, 
The Party you wot'on, 
Gent. Oh ignoble Thought, 
I am paft my patient’ Blood, fhall fT ftand idle 
And fee my Reputation touch’d to death 2 
Huf. This has gaPd you, has it ? 
Gent. No Monfter, I prove 
My Thoughts did only tend to virtuous Love. 
Huf. Love of her Virtues? there it goes, 
Gent. Bale Spirit, to lay thy hate upon 
The fruitful Honour of thine own Bed. 


[They fight, and the Husband is hurt. 
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Huf, Oh, 
Gent. Wilt thou yield it yer 2 

Huf. Sir, Sir, Thave not done with you, 

Gent. I hope, nor ne’er thall do, [Fight again. 


Huf. 
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Huf: Have you got Tricks 2 are you in cunning withme? 
Gent. No, plain and right. 
He needs no cunning that for Truth doth fight. 
[ Husband falls down. 
Huf. Hard Fortune, am I level'd with the Ground? 
Gent. Now, Sir, you lye at Mercy. 
Haff. Ay, you Slave. 
Gent. Alas, that hate fhould bring us to our Grave, 
You fee, my Sword’s not thirfty for your Life, 
Tam forrier for your Wound, than you your felf: 
Yow re of a virtuous Houle, thew virtuous Deeds, 
*Tis not your Honour, ’tis your Folly bleeds, 
Much good has been expected in your Life, 
Cancel not all Mens hopes; you havea Wife, 
Kind and obedient, heap not wrongful Shame 
Qn her and your Pofterity; let only Sin be fore, 
And by this fall, rife never to fall more. 
And fo I leave you. [ Exit, 
Huf: Has the Dog left me then, 
After his Tooth has left me? Oh, my Heart 
Would fain leap after him, Revenge I fay, 
I’m mad to, be reveng’d, my Strumpet Wife, 
Ttisthy quarrel that rips thus my Fleth, 
And makes my Breaft {pit Blood, but thou fhalt bleed; 
Vanquith’d? got down? unable e’en to {peak? 
Surely “tis want. of Mony. makes Men weak, 
Ay, *twasthat o’erthrew me, I’d ne'er been down elfe.[ Exit. 
Enter Wife in a riding Suit, with a Serving-man. 
Ser. Faith, Miftrefs, it it may not be Prefumption 
In me to tell you fo, for his Excufe 
You had fmall Reafon, knowing his Abufe. 
Wife. I grant I had, but alas, 
Why fhould our Faults at home be fpread abroad ? 
°Tis Grief enough within Doors ; at firft Sight 
Mine Uncle could run o’er his prodigal Life 
As perfe@ly, as.if his ferious Eye 
Had numbred all his. Follies : 
Knew. of his mor:gag’d Lands, his friends in Bonds; 
Himfelf withered with Debt; and in that minute 
Had f added his Ulage and Unkindnefs, 
‘Twould have confounded ‘every thought of Geod : 
Where 
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Where now, fathering his Riots in his Youth, 
Which Time and tame Experience will thake off, 
Guefling his Kindnefs to me (as I fmooth’d him 
With all the skill I had) though his deferts 

Are in form uglier than an unfhap’d Bear, 

He’s ready to prefer him to fome Office 

And Place at Court: A good and fure Relief 

To all his looping Fortunes, ‘twill bea means, I hope, 
To make new League between us, and redeem 

His Virtues. with his Lands. 

Ser. I fhould think fo : Miftrefs, if he fhould not now be 
kind to you, and love you, and cherifh you up, I fhould 
think the Devil himfelf kept open Houfe in him. 

Wife. I doubt not but he will now, prithee leave me, I 
think I hear him coming. 

Ser. I’m gone. | Exit. 

Wife. By this good means I hall preferve my Lands, 
And free my Husband out of Ufurers Hands ; 

Now there 1s no need of Sale. my Uncle’s kind, 
I hope, if ought, this will content his Mind. 
Here comes my Husband. 

Enter Husband. 

Huf; Now, are you come ? where’s the Mony ? Let’s fee 
the Mony, is the Rubbith fold¢ chofe Wife-akers your Lands, 
why then, the Mony, where is it ? pour itdowng down with 
it, down with it: I fay pour’t on the Ground, let's {ee it, 
let’s fee it, 

Wife. Good Sir, keep but in patience, and I hope 
My Words fhall like you well, I bring you better 
Comfort then thefale of my Dowry. 

Huf: Ha, what's that? 

Wife. Pray do not fright me, Sir, but vouchfafe me hear- 
ing. My Unele,. glad of your Kindnefs tome and mild U- 
age (for fo I made it to him) hath in pity of your decli- 
ning Fortunes, provideda place for you art Court, of worth 
and credit ; which fo much overjoyed me——~ 

Hxf, Out on thee, filth, over and overjoyed, 

When I’m in Torment. [Spurns her. 
Thou politick Whore, fubtiller than nine Devils, was 
this thy Journey to Munck,. to fet down the Hiftory of 
me, my State and Fortunes? eet " 
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Shall T, that dedicated my felf to Pleafure,.be now confin'd 
in Service to crouch, and ftand like an old Man ith’ Hams, 
my Hat off? I that could never abide to uncover my Head 
ith’ Church, bafe Slut, this fruit bears thy Complaints. 
Wife. Oh, Heav’a knows, 
That my Complaints were Praifes, and beft Words, 
OF, you, and your Eftate; only my Friends 
Knew of your mortgag’d Lands, and were poffeft 
Of every Accident before I came. 
If you fufpe& ir but a Plot in me, 
To keep my Dowry, or for mine own good, 
Or my poor Childrens (tho’ it fuits a Mother 
To fhew a natural care in their Reliefs) 
Yet I'll forget my felf to calm your Blood, 
Confume it, as your'Pleafure counfels you, 
And all I with, e’en Clemency affords, 
Giye me but pleafant Looks, and modeft Words. 
Huf.- Mony, Whore, Mony, or T'll=- [ Draws his Dagger. 
Enter a Servant haftily. 
What the Devil? how now ? thy hafty News? 
Ser. May it pleafe you, Sir. 
Huf. What, may I'not look upon my Dagger? 
Speak, Villain, or I will execute the point on thee : Quick, 
fhort. 
Ser. Why Sir, a Gentleman from the Univerfiry ftays be- 
low to fpeak with you. 
Huj. From the Univerfity 2 fo, Univerfity, 
That long Word runs through me. [ Exit. 
Wife. Was ever Wife fo wretchedly befet ? 
Had not this News ftep’d in between, the point 
Had offered Violence unto my Breaft, 
That. which fome Women‘call great Mifery, 
Would thew. but littlehere, would fcarce be feen 
Among my Miferies: I may compare 
For wretched Fortunes, with all Wives that are, 
Nothing will pleafe him, until all be nothing. 
He calls it Slavery to be preferr'd, 
A place of Credit, a bafe Servitude. 
What fhall become of me, and my poor Children? 
Two-here, and one at Nurfe, my pretty Beggars, 
I fee how Ruin with a palfie Hand ~ 
Begins 








A Yorkthire Tragedy. 
Begins to fhake the ancient Seat to duff: 
The heavy weight of Sorrow draws my Lids 
Over my darkifh Eyes: I can fcarce fee; 
Thus Grief will laft, it wakes and fleeps with me, 


Enter the Husband with the Mafter of the College. 


Huff, Pleafe you draw near, Sir, you're exceeding wel- 
come, 


Maft. That’s my doubt, 
come, 

Huf? Yes, -howfoever. 

Maft. ’Tis not my fafhion, Sir, to dwe 


ll in Jong Cir- 
cumftance, but to be plain and effectual; therefore to the 
Purpofe. 


The caufe of m 
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I fear I come not to be wel. 


y fetting forth was piteous and lamentable; 

that hopeful young Gentleman your Brother, whofe Virtues 

we all love dearly, thro’ your Default and unnatural Negli- 

gence, lies in Bond executed for your Debt, a Prifoner, ali 

his Studies amaz’d, his hope ftruck dead, and the pride of 

his Youth muffled in thefe dark Clouds of Oppreffion; 
Huf. Hum, hum, hum. 


Maft, O you have kill’'d the towardeft hope of all our 
Univerfity, wherefore without Repentance and Amends, 
expect ponderous and fudden Judgments to fall grievoufly 
upon you.; your Brother, a Man who profited in his Dj- 
vine Employments, and might have made ten thoufand Souls 
fit for Heaven, now by your carelels courfes caft into Prifon, 


which you muft anfwer for, and affure your Spirit ic will 
come home at length, 


Huf. O God, ob. 

Maft. Wife Men think ill of you, others fpesk ill of you, 
no Man loves you, nay, even thofe whom Honefty con- 
demns, condemn you; and take this from the virtuous Aft 
feGion I bear your Brother, never look for profperous Hour, 
good Thoughts, quiet Sleep, contented. Walks, nor any 
thing that makes Man perfe@, till you redeem him : What 
is your Anfwer? how will you beftow. him 2 upon defpe- 
rate Mifery, or better hopes? I fuffer.’till I hear your 
Anfwer. 

Hx: Sir, you haye much wrought with me, 
in my Soul, you are your Arts Mafter, 


T never had Senfe ‘till now ; your Syllables have cleft me, 
BESS both 
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both. for your Words and Pains L thank you: I cannot. but 
acknowledge grievous Wrongs done to my Brothers mighty, 
mighty; mighty; mighty Wrongs. 
Within there. 
Enter a Serving-man. 
Hu. Fillmea Bowl of Wine. Alas, poor Brother; 
Bruis'd with an Execution for my fake, 
Maft. Abruife indeed makes many a mortal Sore, 
‘Till the Grave cure them. 
Enter with Wine. 
Huf, Six, 1 begin to you, you've chid your welcome. 
Maft. I could have wifhe it better for yout fake, 
I pledge you, Sir, to the kind Man in Prifon, 

Haf. Let it be fo. 

Now, Sir, if youpleafe, to fpend buta few Minutes in walk- 
ing about my Grounds below, my Man fhall here attend you? 
1 doubt not but by that time tobe furnifht of a fufficient an- 
{wer, and therein my Brother fully fatisfied. 

Maft. Good Sir, 10 thar the Angels would be pleafed, 
And the World’s murmurs calm’d, and I fhould fay, 

I fet forth then upon a lucky Day. [ Exit. 

Huf. O thou confufed Man, thy pleafant Sias have un- 
done thee, thy Damoation has beggar'd thee. That Heav’h 
fhould fay we muft not Sin, and yet made Women : Gives 
our Senfes way to find Pleafure, which being found, .con- 
founds us, why fhould we know thofe things fo much mif- 
ufe us? O would Virtue had been forbidden, we fhould 
then have prov’d all virtuous, for ’tis our Blood to love 
what we are. forbidden, what Man would have been for- 
bidden, what Man would have been fool to a Beaft, and 
zany toa Swine, to fhew tricks in the Mire ; what is there 
in’ three Dice, to make a Man draw thrice three thoufand 
Acres into the compals of a little round Table, and with the 
Gentleman’s Palfie in the Hand fhake out his Pofterity, 
Thieves, or Beggars? °Tis done, I have don’t i’faith: Ter- 
rible, horrible Mifery,— how well was IL left, very wells 
very well, 

My Lands fhew’d like a Full-Moon about me; but now the 
Moon’s in the fat Quarter, waining, waining, and I am 
mad to. think that Moon was mine ; mine and my Father's, 
atid my Pore-fathers Generations, Generations, down goes 

the 
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the Houfe of us, down, down ‘it finks }Now is the name 
Beggar, begs in me that name which hundreds of Years 
has made this Shire famous ; in me and my Pofterity runs 
out. 

{n my Seed five are made miferable befides my felf, my 
Riot is now my Brother’s Jaylor, my Wife’s fighing, my 
three Boys penury, and mine own Confufion, 

LHe tears his Hair. 
Why fit my Hairs upon my curfed Head? 

Will not this Poifon fcatter them? oh my Brother's 

In Execution among Devils that ftretch him: 

And make him give; and I in want, 

Not able for to live, nor to redeem him. 

Divines and dying Men may talk of Hell, 

But in my Heart her feveral Torments dwell, 

Slavery and Mifery. Who in this cafe 

Would not take up Mony upon his Soul? 

Pawn his Salvation, live at Intereft : 

I, that did ever in abundance dwell, 

For me to want, exceeds the throes of Hell. 

Enter his little Son, swith aTop and Scourge. 

Sonu, What ail you, Father, are you not well, I cannot 
{courge my Top as long as you ftand fo: You take up all 
the Room with your wide Legs, puh, you cannot make me 
afraid with this, I fear no Vizards, nor Bugbears. 

LHe takes up the Child by the Skirts of his long Coat in one 
Hand, and draws his Dagger with the other. : 

Huf. Up Sir, for here thou haft no Inheritance left. 

Son. Oh what will you do, Father? I am your white Boy. 

Hf. Thou thalt be my red Boy, take that. [Strikes him. 

Son. Oh you hurt me, Father, 

Huf, My eldeft Beggar, thou fhalt ‘not live to ask an U- 
furer Bread, to cry at a great Man’s Gate, or follow, Good 
your Honour, by a Coach, no, nor your Brother: ’TisCha- 
rity to Brain you, 

Son. How’ thall T learn now my Head’s broke? 

#n/, Bleed, bleed, rather than beg, beg, [Stabs him. 
Be not thy Name’s Difgrace : 

Spurn thou thy Fortune's firft, if ‘they be ‘bafe : 
Come view thy fecond Brother: Fates, 
My Childrens Blood fhall {pin into your Faces, 
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3260 A Yorkshire Tragedy. 


You hall fee, 
How confidently we fcorn Beggary. | Exit with his Sou. 
Enter a Maid with a Child in her Avms, the Adother by her 
afleepe 
Maid. Sleep, {weet Babe, Sorrow makes thy Mother fleep, 
It bodes {mall good when heavinels falls fo deep. 
Huth, pretty Boy, thy hopes might have been better, 
Tis loft at Dice, what ancient Honour.won, 
Hard when the Father plays away the Son: 
Nothing but mifery ferves in this Houfe, 
Ruin and Defolatiom ; ob. 
Enter Husband with the Boy bleeding. 
Huf. Whore, give mé that Boy. 
[He ftrives with her for the Child. 
Maid. Obhelp, help, out alas, murder, murder. 
Huj: Are you Goffipping, prating flurdy Quean, 
Pll break your Clamour with your Neck, 
Down Stairs ; tumblé, tumble, headlong. 
| He throws ber down. 
So, the fureft way to charm 2 Woman's Tongue, 
Is break her Neck, a Politician did 1t. 
Son. Mother, Mother, I am kill’d, Mother. 
[His Wife awakes, and catcheth up the younge/t Child. 
Wife. Ha, who’s thatcry’d? O memy Children, 
Both, both; bloody, bloody. 
Huf. Strumpet, let go the Boy, Jet go the Beggar. 
Wife. Oh my {weet Husband. 
Huf. Filth, Harlot. 
Wife. Oh, what will you do, dear Husband? 
Huf. Give me the Baftard. 
Wife. Your own fweet Boy. 
Huf. There are too many Beggars. 
Wife. Good my Husband. 
Huf. Doft thou prevent me ftill? 
Wife. Oh God! 
[ Stabs at rhe Child in her Arms, and gets it from her. 
Huf, Have at his Heart. 
Wife. Oh my dear Boy. 
Huf: Brat, thou fhalt not live to fhame thy Houle. 
Wife. Oh Heav’n. [She is hurt, andejinks down. 
Huf.gAnd perith, now be gone, 
4 There's 
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There’s Whores enough, and want would make thee one. 
Enter a lufty Servant. 
Ser. Oh Sir, what Deeds are thefe? 
Huf: Bafe Slave, my Vaffal, 
Conr'ft thou between my fury to queftion me? 
Ser. Were you the Devil, I would hold you, Sir. 
Huf. Hold me? Prefumption, I'll undo thee for it. 
Ser. *Sblood, you have undone us all, Sir. 
Huf. Tug at thy Mafter? 
Ser. Tug at a Monfter. 
Huf. Havel no Power? fhall my Slave fetter me? 
Ser. Nay then the Devil wraftles, Lam thrown, 
| Husband overcomes hin, 
Huf, Oh Villain, now I'll tug thee, now Ill tear thee, 
Set quick Spurs tomy Vaffal, bruife him, trample him ; 
So, 1 think thou wile not follow me in hafte. 
My Horfe ftands ready fadled, away, away, 
Now to my Brat at Nurfe, my fucking Beggar; 
Fates, I’ll not leave you one to trample on. 
[The Mafler meets bim, 
Majft.. How is’t with you Sir, miethinks you look of a dis 
{tracted Colour. 
Haf. Who, f Sir? ’tis bat your fancy, 
Pleafe you walk in, Sir, and Vil foon refolye you, 
I want one fmall part to make up the Sum; 
And then my Brother fhall reft fatisfied. 
Maft. I thall be glad to fee it, Sir, I'll attend you. 
“ Exennr. 
Ser. Oh, I am fearce able to heave up my felf, 
He has fo bruis’d me with his devillifh weight,, 
And torn my Flefh with his Blood-hafty Spur, 
A Man before of eafie Conftitution, 
’Till now Hell’s Power fupplied, to his Soul’s wrong, 
Oh how Damnation can make weak Men ftrong. ; 
Enter Mafter and two Servants. 
Ser. Oh the moft piteous Deed, Sir, fince you came. 
Maft. A deadly greeting; hath he {umm’d up thefe 
To fatisfie his Brother? here’s another, 
And by the bleeding Infants, the dead Mother. 
Wife. Ob, oh. aa 
Maft. Surgeons, Surgeonss fhe recovers Life, 
Vor. VI. Kk One 
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3262 A Yorkthire Tragedy. 
One of his Men all faint and bloodied. 


1 Ser. Follow, our murderous Mafter has took 

Horfe to kill his Child at Nurfe, oh follow quickly. 
Majt. 1 am the readieft, it fhall be my charge 

To raife the Town upon him. 

[ Exeunt Mafter and Servants. 
1 Ser. Good Sir follow him. 
Wife. Oh my Children. 
1 Ser, How is it, my moft 2ffli&ed Miftrefs? 
Wife. Why do I now recover? why half live? 

To fee my ‘Children bleed before mine Eyes, 

A fight, able tokilla Mothes’s Breaft without 

An Executioner; what, art thou mangled too ¢ 
1 Ser. 1, thinking to prevent what his quick Mifchiefs 

Had fo foon acted, came and rufht upon him, 

We ftruggled, but a fouler Strength than his 

O’erthrew me with his Arms, then he did bruife me, 

And rent my Flefh, and robb’d me of my Hair, 

Like a Man mad in Execution, 

Made me unfit to rife and follow him. 

Wife. What is it hath beguil’d him of all Grace ? 

And ftole away Humanity from his Breaft, 

To flay his Children, purpos’d to kill his Wife, 

And fpoil his Servants. 

Eniér tio Servants. 
Both. Pleafe you leave this accurfcd Place, 
A Surgeon waits within. 
Wife. Willing to leave it; 

’Tis guilty of {weet Blood, inuocent Blood, 

Murder hath took this Chamber with full Hands, 

And will not out as long as the Houfe ftands. [Exewnt. 
Enter Husband, as, being thrown off his Horfe, and falls. 
Haf: Oh ftumbling Jade, the Spavin overtake thee, 

The fifty Difeafes flop thee: 

Oh, I am forely bruis’d, Plague founder thee, 

Thou run’ft at eafe and pleafure, ‘Heart of chance, 

To throw me now, within a flight o’th’ Town, 

In fuch plain even Ground, 

’Sfoot, a Man may Dice upon it; and throw away the 

Meadows, ah filthy Beaft. 

Gy within. Follaw, fallow, follow. 
Huf; 
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A Yorkshire Tragedy. 3263 


Huf. Ha! I hear founds of Men, like Hue and Cry ; 
Up, up, and ftruggle tomy Horfe, make on, 
Difpatch that little Beggar, and all’s done. 
Cry within. Here, this way, this way. 
Hf: At my Back? oh, 
What Fate have I, my Limbs deny me to go, 
My Will is bated, Beggary claims a part, 
Oh I could here reach to the Infant’s Heart. 
Enter Mafter of the College, three Gentlemen, and others with 
Halberds. 
All, Here, here, yonder, yonder. 
Maft. Unnatural, finty, more than barbarous, 
The Scythians in their marble-hearted Fates, 
Could not have aéted more remorfelefs Deeds 
In their relentlefs Natures, than thefe of thine : 
Was this the anfwer I long waited on, 
The Satisfa@tion for thy Prifon’d Brother? 
Hf. He can have no more of us than our Skins, 
And fome of them want but fleaing. 
t Gent. Great Sins have made him impudent. 
Maft. He’s thed fo much Blood, that he cannot bluth. 
2 Gent. Away with him, bear him to the Juftices; 
A Gentleman of Worfhip’dwells at hand, 
There thall his Deeds be blazed. 
Huf. Why all the better, 
My glory ’tis to have my AGiOn*known, 
I grieve for nothing, but I mifs'd of ‘ones 
Maft. There’s little of a Father in that Grief : 
Bear him away. [ Exeunts 
Enter 4 Knight, with two or three Gentlemen. 
Knight. Endanger'd fo his Wife, murder’d his Children ? 
1 Gent. So the cry goes. 
Knight. 1 am forry I e’er knew him. 
That ever he took Life and natural Being 
From fuch an honour’d Stock, ‘and fair Defcent, 
*Till this black minute without Stain or Blemifh. 
1 Gent. Here come the Men. 
Exter-the Mafter of the College, and the reff, with the Prifoner. 
Knight. The Serpent of his, Houfe : I’m forry for this 
time, that I am in place of Juftice, 
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3264 A Yorkthire Tragedy. 


Maft. Pleafe you, Sir. 

Knight. Do not repeat it twice, I know too much, 
Would it had ne’er been thought. on. 

Sir, 1 bleed for you. 

1 Gent. Your Father’s Sorrows,are alive in-me : 
What made you fhew fuch monftrous Cruelty ¢ 

Huf: In a word, Sir, 

I have confum’d all, plaid away long Acre, 
And I thought it the charitableft Deed I could do 
To cozen Beggary, and knock my Houfe oth? Head, 

Knight, Ido not think, but in To;mottow’s Judgment, 
The Terror will fit clofer to your Soul, 

When the dread Thought of Death remembers you ; 

To further which, take this fad Voice from me, 

Never was act plaid more unnaturally. 

Huf. Uthank you, Sirs 

Knight. Go lead him to the Jayl. 

Where Juftice claims all; there muft. Pity fail, 
Huf. Come, come, away with me. [Exit Prifoner. 
Maft. Sir, you deferve the Worthip of your place, 

Would all did fo; in you the Law, 1s Grace. 
Knight. It is my With it fhould be fo; 

Ruinous Man; the Defolation.of.-his Houfe, 

The blot upon bis Predeceffor’s honour’d, Name: 

That Man is neareft fhame, that is paft fhame, PE wit. 
Enter Husband with the Officers, the Afafter and Gentlemen, 
as going by his foufe. 

Huf; 1 am right againft my Houle, Seat of “my Ancelt- 
ors; I hear my Wife's alive, but much endangered; ‘let me 
intteat to {peak with her before the Prifon gripe me. 

Enter his Wife brought in a Chair. 

Gent. See here the comes of her felf, 

Wife. O my {weet Husband, my dear diftreffed Huf- 
band, now in the Hands of unrelenting Laws, 

My greéateft Sorrow, my extreamelt Bleeding ; 

Now my Soul bleeds. 

Huf. How now 2 kind to me? 

Did. not I wound thee, leave thee for dead 2 

Wife. Tut, far greater Wounds did my Breaft feel, 
Unkindnefs ftrikes a deeper Wound than Steel. 

You 











A Yorkthire Tragedy. 326 § 


You have been ftill unkind to me. 

Huf. Faith, and fo-1 think I have; 
Idid my Murders roughly ont‘of hand, 
Defperate and’ fudden, bue thow haft devis'd 
A fine way now. to-kill‘me,!thou haftgiven my Eyes 
Seven wounds apiece ; now glides the Devil from 
Me, departs at évery joint, ‘heaves up my. Nails. 
O catch him new Torments, that wete ne’er invented : 
Bind him one thoufaad more, you blefled Angels, 
In that botromie(s ‘Pit, let himmnoprife 
To make Men ad unnatural: Tragedies, 
To fpread intova Father;and in fury, 
Make him-his: Childrens. Executioners, 
Murder his Wife, his Servantsy aadewho- not 2 
For that Man’s dark, where Heav’n is quite forgot. 

Wife. O my repentant Husband! 

Huf. My dear Soul, whom [too much. have wrong’d 
For death I die, and for this I have Jong’d. 

Wife. Thou fhould’ft nor, be aflin’d, for thefe Faults 
Die, if the! Law could forgivesas foon as I, 

[Children laid ont. 
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Huf. What Sight is yonder 2 

Wife. Qour two bleeding Boys 
Laid forth upon the Threthold. 

Huf. Here’s weight enough’to make a Hearteftring crack. 
O were it lawful that your pretty Souls 

light look from Heav'n into your Father’s Eyes, 

Then fhould'you fee the penitent Glafles melt, 
And both your Murders fhoot upon my Cheeks. 
But you are playing in the Angels Laps, 
And will not look on me, 
Who voidof Grace, kili’d you in beggary. 
O that I might my ‘wifhes now attain, 
Lfhould then wifhsyou hiving»wetexagains 
Though I did beg with yous which thing I fea'd, 
O’twas the Enemy my Byes fo blear’d.’ 
O would you could pray Heav’nme to forgive, 
That will unto my End repentafit live. 

Wife. Yt makes me e’en forget all other Sorrows, 
And leave part with this. 

Off. Come, will you go ¢ 
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3266 A Yorkhhire Tragedy. 


Fluf. Vi kifs the Blood I {pilt, and then I'll £0, 
My Soul is bloodied, well may my Lips be fo, 
Farewel, dear Wife, now thou and I mutt part, 

I of thy wrongs, repent me with my Heart. 

Wife. O ttay, thou fhale not £0. 

#nf- That's but in vain, you fee it muft be fo. 
Farewel ye bloody Afhes of my Boys, 

My Punithments are their eternal Joys. 
Let every Father look well into his Deeds, 
And then their Heirs may profper, while mine bleeds. 
| Exit Hushand with Officers. 

Wife. More wretched am I now in this diftre(s, 
Than former Sorrows made me. 

Maft. © kind Wife, be comforted, 

One joy is yet unmurdered, 
Yor have a Boy at Nurfe, your Joy’s in him. 

Wife. Dearer than all is. my poor Husband’s Lifes 
Heav give my Body ftrength, which is yet faint 
With much expence of Bleod, and I will kneel, 

Sue for his Life, number up all my Friends 
To plead for pardon for my dear Husband's Life. 

Mafi. Was it in Man to wound fo kind a Creature? 

T'll ever praife a Woman for thy fake, 

I mutt return with grief, my anfwer’s fet, 

I thall bring News weighs heavier than the Debr, 

Two Brothers; the one in- Bond lyes overthrown, 

This on a deadlier Executién, ‘  [Exeunt omues. 
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Dramatis. Perfongs. 


Barus, King of Britain. 
Locrine, 

Camber, his Sons. 
Albanaé, 


Gorineius, 1 
Aaradase £ Brothers to Brutus, 


Thrafimachus, Corineius Ais Say. 
Debon, an old Officer. 

Humber, King of the Scythians. 

Hubba, his Son. 

Thraffier, a Seythian Commander 


Strumbo, 


Trumpart, 
Oliver; Clowns. 


William, 


Guendeline, Cotinciug is Daaghier, married to 
Locrine. 

Eftrild, Humber's Wfe. 

Ate, the Goddefs of Revenge. 


Ghofts of Albanact, and Corineius. 
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ACT L SCENE? 
Dumb Shew, 


Enter Ate, with Thinder and Lightning, all in 
biack, with a burning Torch in one Hand, and a 
body Sword in the other Hand s and prefently 
le: there come forth a Lion running after a Bear, 
then come forth an Archer, who muff killthe Lion 
tna dumb Show, and then depart. Remain Ace. 


AT E. 
In peenam fettarur G Umbra. 
Mighty Lion, Ruler of ‘the Woods, 
| OF wondrous Strength and great Proportion, 
With hideous noife {caring the trembling Trees, 
With yelling Clamours fhaking all the Earth, 


Traverft the Groves, and chae’d the wandring 
Beaits : 


Long did he range among the thady Trees, 
And crave the filly Bealls before his Face ; 
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3270 The Tragedy of Loctine. 


When fuddenly from out a thorny Bufh 

A dreadful Archer with his Bow ybent, 

Wounded the Lion with a difmal Shaft, 

So he him ftrook, that it drew forth the blood, 

And fil’d his furious Heart with fretting Ire 

But al] in vain he threatneth Teeth and Paws, 

And fparkleth Fire from forth his flaming Eyes, 

For the fharp Shaft gave hima mortal Wound ; 

So valiant Brute, the terror. of the World, 

Whofe only looks did {care his Enemies, 

The Archer Death brought to his lateft end. 

O what may long abide above this Ground, 
Tn State of Blifs and healthful Happinefs ! [Exit. 


BaCO EN EM. 


Enter Brutus carried in a Chair, Loctrine, Camber, Al- 
bana&, Corineius, Guendeline, Affaracus, Debon, and 
Thrafimachus, 


Bru. Mott loyal Lords, and faithful Followers, 
That have with me, unworthy General, 
Paffed the greedy Gulf of th’ Ocean, 
Leaving the Confines of fair Jtaly, 
Behold, your Bratus draweth nigh his end, 
And I muft leave you, though againft my Will; 
My Sinews fhrunk, my number’d Senfes fail, 
A chilling cold poffeffeth all my Bones, 
Black ugly Death with Vifage pale and wan, 
Prefents himfelf before my dazled Eyes; 
And with his, Dart prepared is to ftrike : 
Thefe Arms, my Lords, thefe never daunted Arms, 
That oft have quell’d the Courage of my Foes, 
And eke di‘may’d my Neighbour’s Arrogance, 
Now yield to Death, o’erlaid with crooked Age, 
Devoid of Strength and of their proper Force 5 
Even as the lufty Cedar worn with Years, 
That far abroad. her dainty Odour throws, 
>"Mongft all the Daughters of. proud Lebanon, 
This Heart, my Lords, ‘this ne’er appalled, Heart, 
That was a Terror to the bordering Lands, 
A doleful Scourge unto my neighbour Kings, “A 
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The Tragedy of Locrine. 327% 


Now by the Weapons of unpartial Death 
Is clove afunder, and bereft of Life, 
As when the facred Oak with Thunderbolts, 
Sent from the fiery Circuit of the Heay’ns, 
Sliding along the Airs celeftial Vaults, 
Is rent and cloven to the very Roots. 
In vain therefore I ftruggle with this Foe, 
Then welcome Death, fince God will have it fo, 
Afar. Alas my Lord, we forrow at your Cafe, 
And greive to fee your Perfon vexed thus ; 
But whatfoe’er the Fates determin’d have, 
It lieth not in us to difannul, 
And he that would annihilate his Mind, 
Soaring with /carus too near the Sun, 
May catch a fall with young Bellerophox. 
For when the fatal Sifters have decreed 
To feparate us from this earthly mould, 
No mortal Force can countermand their Minds : 
Then, worthy Lord, fince there’s no way but one, 
Ceafe your Laments, and leave your grievous moan, 
Cor. Your Highnefs knows how many Victories, 
How many Trophies I ere&ted have 
‘Triumphantly in every place we came. 
The Grecian Mohatchy warlike Pandraffus, 
And all the Crew’ of the A7oloffians : 
Goffarius the arm-ftrong King of Gauls, 
Have felt the Force of our viGtorious Arms, 
And to their Coft beheld our Chivalrie : 
Where-e’er Aurora, hatdmaid of the Stin, 
Where-e’er the Sun, bright Guardian of the Day, 
Where-e’er the joyful Day with cheerful\Light, 
Where-e’er the Light illumirates the World, 
The Trojans Glory flies with ‘golden Wings, 
Wings that do foar beyond fell envious flight, 
The fame of Brutas atid his followers 
Pierceth the Skies, and with the Skies the Throne 
Of mighty ove, Commander of the World. 
Then, worthy Brutus, leave thefe fad Laments, 
Comfort your felf with this your great Renown, 
And fear not Death, though he feem terrible. - 
rte 
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3272 ~~ The Tragedy of Loctine. 


Bru. Nays Corineins, you miftake my Mind. 
In conftruing wrong the Caufe of my Complaints ; 
I fear’d not t yield my felf to fatal Death, 
God knows it was the leaft of all my Thoughts, 
A. greater Care torments my very Bones, 
And makes me tremble at the thought of 1¢, 
And in your Lordings doth the Subftance ‘lye. 
Thr a. Molt Noble Lord, if ought your Loyal: Peers 
Accomplifh may, to eafe your lingring Grief, 
I, in the name of all, proteft to you, 
That we would boldly enterprife the fame, 
Were it to enter to black Tartarus, 
Where triple Cerberus with his venomous Throat, 
Scareth the Ghofts with high refounding Noile, 
We'll either rent the Bowels of the Earth, 
Searching the entrails of the brutifh Earth, 
Or with his Zxions overdaring foon, 
Be bound in Chains of ever-during Steel. 
Bru. Then harken to your Soveraign’s lateft Words, 
In which I will unto. you all unfold, 
Our Royal Mind and refolute Intent. 
When golden Hebe, Daughter to great Feve, 
Cover’d my manly Cheeks with youthful Down, 
Th’unhappy Slaughter of my lucklefs Sire, 
Drove meand old Affarachus mine Lame, 
As Exiles from the Bounds of /zaly, 
So that perforce we were conftrain’d to fiy 
To Grecians Monarch, noble Pandraffas, 
There I alone did undertake your Caufe, 
There I reftor’d your antique Liberty, 
Though Grecia frown'd, and all AZolofia ftorm’d, 
Though brave .dutigonus, with mattial Band, 
In pitched Field encountred me, and.mine, 
Though Pandraffas and his Contributaries, 
With all the rout of their Confederates, 
Sought to deface our glorious, Memory, 
And wipe the Name of Trojans from the Earth; 
Him did I captivate with this mine Arm, 
And by Compulfion forc'd him, to. agree ° 
To certain Articles, which there.we.did propound. 
From Grecia through the boifterous, Helle/pont, 9 
€ 
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We came into the Fields of Leftrigon, 
Whereat our Brother Corineins Was; 
Which when we paffed the Giciian Gulf, 
And fo transfretting the Uh¢ian Sea, 
Arrived on the Coafts of Agwitdin ; 
Where with an Army of his barbarous Gals 
Goffarius and his Brochet Garhelus 
Encountring with our Hoft, fuftain'd the, Foil, 
And for your fakes niy Turnus there 1-loht ; 
Turnus that flew fix hundred Men at Arms, 
Allin an Hour, with his tharp Battle-Axe, 
From thence upon the ftronds of Albion 
To Corus Haver happily we came, 
And quell’d the Giants, come of 4lbi6n’s Race, 
With Gogmagog, Son to Samorhens, 
The curfed Captain of that damned Crew, 
And in that Ifle at length I placed yous 
Now let me fee, if ny laborious Toils, 
If a'l my Care, if al my grievous Wounds, 
If all my Diligence were well employ’d. 
Cor, Wher firft I-follow’d thee and thine, brave King, 
I hazarded my Life and deareft Blood, 
To purchafe Favour at yotir Princely Hands, 
And for the fame in dangerous Attempts, 
In fundry ConfliGs, and in divers Broils, 
I thew'd the Courage of my manly Mind ; 
For this I combated with Garhelus, 
The Brother. to Goffarius of Gaul ; 
For this I fought with furious Gogmagog, 
A favage Captain of a favage Crew ; 
And for thefe Deeds brave Cornwall 1 receiv’d, 
A grateful Gift giv'n by a gracious King ; 
And for this Gift, this Life and deareft Blood 
Will Corixeius {pend for Brutus. good. 
Deb, And, what my Friend, brave Prince, hath vow’d to 
ou. 
The pees will Debow d6'unto his'end. 
Bru. Then, LoyabPeéers, fince you are all agreed, 
And refolute to follow Brutus Hefts, 
Favour my Sons, favor thofe Orphans, Lords, 
“And fhield them from the Dangers of their Foes; 
Locrine, the Column of my Family, And 
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And only Pillar of my weaken’d Age: 
Locrine, draw near, draw near unto thy Sires alg us wi 
And take thy lateft Bleflings at his Hands : 
And, for thou art the eldeft of my Sons; 
Be thou a Captain to thy Brethren, 
And imitate thy aged Father's fteps, 
Which will condu@ thee to true Honour’s Gate ¢ 
For if thou follow facred Virtues lore, 
Thou fhale be crowned with a Laurel Branch; 
And wear a Wreath of fempiternal Fame, 
Sorted amongft the Glorious happy ones. 
Loc. If Locrine do not follow your Advice, 
And bear himfelf in all things like a Prince 
That feeks to amplifie the great Renown, 
Left unto him for an Inheritance; 
By thofe that were his Anceftors, 
Let me be flung into the Ocean, 
And fwallow'd in the Bowels of the Earths 
Or let the ruddy Lightning of great Fove; 
Defcend upon this my devoted Head. 
{ Brutus taking Guendeline by the Hand, 
Bru. But for I fee you all to be in doubt, 
Who fhall be matched with our Royal Son; 
Locrine, receive this Prefent at my Hand ; 
‘A Gift more rich than are the wealthy Mines 
Found in the Bowels of dmerita. 
Thou fhalt be fpoufed to fair Guendeline: 
Love her, and take her, for fhe is thine own, 
If fo thy Uncle and her felf do pleafe. 
Cor. And herein how your Highnefs honours me, 
Tt cannot now be in my Speech exprett ; 
For careful Parents glory not fo much 
At their Honour and Promotion, 
As for to fee the iffue of their Blood 
Seated in Honour and Profperity- 
Guen. And far be it from my pure maiden Thoughts 
To contradi& her aged Father's Will. 
Therefore fince he to whom f mult obey, 
Hath giv’n me now unto -your royal felf, 
I will not ftand aloof: from off the lure, 
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Like crafty Dames that moft of all deny 
That, which they moft defire to Poffe(s. 


[Brutus z#rning to Locrine. 


[ Locrine Kneeling. 
Then now my Son thy part is on the Stage, 


For thou muft bear the Perfon of a King. 
[Puts the Crown on his Head. 

Locrine ftand up, and wear the regal Crown, 
And think upon the State of Majefty, 
That thou with Honour well may’ft wear the Crown, 
And if thou tendreft thefe my lateft Words, 
As thou requir’ft my Soul to be at reft, 
As thou defireft thine own Security, 
Cherifh and Love thy new betrothed Wife. 

Loc. No longer ket me well enjoy the Crown, 
Than I do peerlefs Guendeline, 

Bru. Camber, 

Cam. My Lord. 

Bru. The Glory of mine Age; 
And darling of thy Mother Funoger, 
Take thou the South for thy Dominion, 
From thee there fhall proceed a Royal Race, 
That fhall maintain the Honour of this Land, 
That fway the regal Scepter with their Hands. 


[ Twrning ro Alabana@. 
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And <labanaé, thy Father's only Joy, 
Youngeft in Years, but not the young’ft inmind, 
A perfe& Pattern of all Chivairy, 

Take thou the North for thy Dominion, 

A Country full of Hills and ragged Rocks, 
Replenifhed with fierce untamed Beafts, 

As correfpondent to thy martial Thoughts, 
Live long my Sons with endlefs Happinefs, 
And bear firm Concordance among your felves, 
Obey the Counfels of thefe Fathers grave, 
That you may better bear our Violence. 

But fudden!y, through Weaknefs of my Age, 
And the defc& of youthful Puiffance, 

My Malady increafeth more and more, 

And cruel Death hafteneth his quickned pace; 
To difpoffefs me of my earthly Shape, 
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Mine Eyes wax dim, o’er-caft with Clouds of ‘Age. 
The pangs of Death compafs my crazed Bones, 
Thus to you atl my Bleflings I bequeath, 
And with my Bleffings, this my fleeting Soul. 
My Glafs is run, and al} my Miferies 
Do end with Life; Death ciofeth up mine Eyes, 
My Sou! im hafte flies to the Elyjian Fields. { He dies. 

Loc. Accurfed Stars, damn’d and aécurfed Stars, 
T’ abbreviate my noble Father's Life; 
Hard hearted Gods, and too too envious Fates, 
Thus to cut off my Pather’s fatal Thtead, 
Brutus that was a Glory to usall, 
Brutus that was a Terror to his Foes, 
Alas too foon by Démogorgon’s Knife, 
The martial Brutus is berett of Life. 
No fad Complaints may movejuft Bacas. 

Cor. No dreadful Threats can fear Judge Rhodomanth. 
Wert thou as ftrong as mighty Hercules, 
T hat tamed the huge Monfters of the World, 
Plaid'ft thou as {weet, on the {weér founding Lute, 
As did the Spoufe of fair Baridice, 
That did enchant the Waters with his Noife, 
And made the Stones, Birds, Beafts, to leada Dance, 
Conftrain’d the hilly Frees to follow him, 
Thow could’. not-move the Judge of Erebus, 
Nor move Compaflion ih grim P/#ro’s Heart, 
For fatal AZors expecteth all-the World, 
And every Man muft tread theiway of Death; 
Brave Tantalus, the valiant Pelops Sire, 
Guett to the Gods, fuiffered untimely Death, 
And old Tithonus Husband to: the Morn, 
And eke grim AZinos whom jult Fupiter 
Deign’d to admit unto his Sacrifice, 
The thundring Trumpets of Blood-thirfty Adars. 
The fearful rage of fell Tifphoen. 
The boiftrous Waves of humid Ocean, 
Are Inftruments and: Tools of diftial Death. 
Then noble Coufin ceafe to mourn his chance, 
Whofe Age and Years were Signs that he fhould dye, 


It refteth now that we inter his Bones, 
That 
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That was a Terror to his Enemies. 

Take up his Coarfe, and Princes hold him dead, 

Who while he liv’d, upheld the Trojan State. 

Sound Drums and Trumpets, march to Trinovant, 

There to provide cur Chieftain’s Funeral. [Excunt, 


S "GH? Di ce EL 


Enter Strumbo above in a Gown, with Ink and Paper 
in his hand. 


Strum. Either the four Elements, the feven Planets and all 
the particular Stars of the Pole Antartick, are adverfirive 
againft me, or elfe I was begotten and:born in the Win of 
the Moon, when every thing, as Lathanrins in his fourth Book 
of Conftultations doth fay, goeth arfward.. Ay Matters, ay, 
you may laugh, but Imuft weep; you may joy, but I mutt 
forrow; fhedding falt Tears from the watry Fountains of my 
moift dainty fair Eyes, along my comely and fmooth Cheeks, 
in.as great plenty as the Water runneth from the Bucking- 
tubs, or red Wine out of the Hogs-heads: for truft me, 
Gentlemen and my very good Friends, and fo forth: the lit- 
tle god, nay the defperate god Caprit, with one of his vengille 
Birds bolts, hath fhor me unto the Heel : fo not only, but 
alfo, oh fine phrafe, I burn, I burn, and I burn a, in love, 
in love, and in love a, ah Strwmbo; what haft thou feen, not 
Dina with the Afs Tom? Yea, with thefe Eyes ciiou haft 
feen her, and therefore pull them out, for they will work 
thy Bail. Ah Strumbo, halt thou’ heard the Voice of the 
Nightingale, but 2 Voice fweeter than hers, yea, with thefe 
Ears haft thou heard rhem, and therefore ent them off, for 
they have caus'd thy forrow. Nay Sirumbo, kill thy felf, 


drown thy felf, hang thy felf, ftarve thy felf. Ob, but 
then [ fhall'leave my fweet Heart. -Ohmy Heart! Now 
Pate for thy Mafter, I will dice an aliquant Love-piftle to 
her, and then fhe hearing the grand verbofity of my Scrip- 
ture, will love my prefently. 

[Let him write a little, and then read. 


Vor. VI. L] My 
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My Pen is naught, Gentlemen, lend me a Knife, I thinkthe 
more hafte the worft {peed. 
| Then write again, and after reads 

So it is, Miftrefs Dorothy, and the fole effence of my Soul, 
that the little fparkles of affection kindled in me towards your 
fweet felf, hath now increas’d to a great fame, and will eer 
it be long confume my poor Heart, except you with the 
Pleafant water of your fecret Fountain, quench the furious 
heat of the fame. Alas, I am a Gentleman of good Fame, 
and Name, majeftical; in Apparel comely, in Gate portly. 
Let not therefore your gentle Heart be fo hard, as to de- 
ipife a proper tall young Man of a handfome Life, and by 
defpifing him, not only but alfo to kill him. Thus ex- 
pecting time and tide, I bid you farewel. Your Servant; 
Signior Strumbo, 

Oh Wit, O Pate, O Memory, OMand, OInk, O Paper. 
Well, now F will fend it away. Trompart, Trompart, what 
a Villain is this? Why Sirrah, come when your Mafter 
calls you. Trompart. 

Trompart entring faith, Anon, Sir. 

Strum. Thou knoweft, my pretty Boy, what a good 
Matter I have been to thee ever fince f took thee into my 
fervice. 

Trom. Ay, Sir 

Strum. And how I have cherifhed thee always, as if thou 
hadft been the fruit of my Loins, Fleth of my Flefh, and 
Bone of my Bone. 

Trom. Ay, Sir. 

Strum. Then fhew thy felf herein a trufty Servant, and 
carry this Letter to Miftrefs Dorothy, and tell her. 

[ Speaking in his Ear, Exit Trompart. 

Strum. Nay, Mafters, you hall fee a Marriage by and by. 

Buthere fhe comes. Now muttI frame my amorous Paffions, 
Enter Dorothy and Trompart. 

Dor. Signior Strumbo, well met, I receiv’d your Letters 
by your Man here, who told me a pitiful ftory of your 
anguifh, and fo underftanding your Paffions were fo great; 
I came hither {peedily. 

Strum. Oh, my {weet and Pigfney, the fecundity of 
my ingeny is net fo great; that may declare unto you the 
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fortowful Sobs, and broken Sleeps that I fuffer’d for you 
fake; and therefore I defire you to receive me into your 
familiarity, : 


ro 


For your Love doth lye, 

As near and as nigh, 

Unto my Heart within, 

“As mine Eye to my Nofe, 
My Leg ante my Hofe, 
And my Flefh unto my Skin, 

Dor. Truly, Mr. Strumbo, you {peak too Iearnedly 
for me to underftand the drift of your Mind, and there- 
fore tell your Tale in plain terms, and leave off your dark 
Riddles, 

Strum. Alas, Miftrefs Dorothy, this is my luck, that when 
I moft would, I cannot be underftood: fo that my great 
learning is an inconvenience unto me. But to. fpeak in plain 
terms, I love you, Miftrefs Dorothy, if youlike to accept me 
ito your familiarity. 

Dor. If this be all, I am content. 

[ Turning to the People. 

Strum. Say’ft thou fo, fweet Wench, let melick thy Toes. 
Farewel, Miltrefs, If anyof yoube in love, provide ye a 
Cap Cafe full of new coin’d words, and then fhall you foon 
have the faccado de labres, and fomething elfe... | Exeunt. 


S.C Eee Ly. 


Enter Locrine, Guendeline, Camber, Albana&, Corineius, 
Affarachus, Debon, azd Thrafimachus, 
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Loe. Uncle and Brinces of brave Britany, 
Since that our noble Father is Entomb’d, 
As beft befeem’d fo brave a Prince as he, 

If fo you pleafe, this day my Love and J, 
Within the Temple of Concordia, 
Will folemnize our Royal Marriage, 

Thra. Right noble Lord, your Subje&s every one 
Mutt needs obey your Highnefs at command, 
Efpecially in fuch a Caufe as this, 

That much concerns your Highnefs great content. 
L1 2 : Los. 
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Loc. Then Frolick; Lordings, to fair Concord’s Walls, 
Where we will pafs the Day in Knightly {ports, 
The Night in Da icing and in figur’d Masks, 
And offer to God Rifus all our {ports. 





[ Excunts 
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Enter Ate as before, after a little Lightning and Thundring, let 
there come forth this fhow. Perleus and Andromeda, hand 
in hand, and Cepheus alfo with Swords and Targets. Thenlet 
there come out of another Door Phineus, all black in Armour, 
with /Ethiopians after hinz, driving in Perfeus, and having 
taken away Andromeda, let them depart. Ate remaining, [ay5, 

Regit omnia numen. 
Hen Perfeds married fair Andromeda; 
The only Daughter of King Cephens, 

He thought he had eftablith’d well his Crown, 

And that his Kingdom fhould for aye endure. 

But lo proud Phineus with a Band cf Men, 

Contriv’d of Sun-burnt eL thiopians, 

By force of Arms the Bride-he took from him, 

And turn’d their joy into'a flood of tears. 

So fares it with young Locrine and his Love, 

He thinks this marriage tendeth to his weals 

But this. foul day, this foul accurfed day, 

Is the beginning of his miferies, 

Behold:where Humber and his Scythians 

Approacheth-nigh with all: his Waflike Train, 

I need not I, the fequel fhall declare, 

What tragick chancés fellout in this War’ | Exits 


5 7G cate ds Ate 


Enter Humber, Hubba, Eftrild, Segar, and their Soldiers. 
Hum. Avléspth the Snail doth climb the higheft tops, 
Afcendin= up the ftately Cattle Walls: 


At length the Water with continual drops, 


Doth penetrate the hardet Marble Storie; 
At 





Se se Os o_o 7 site e [> @-3ie- Oe OTD Oh BSS OSS O-ID OW 0-0-3 oa Fes o-aP eS 


. ox temensiiniiientd 


The Tragedy of Locrine, 328 


At length we are arriy’d in Albion. 
Nor could the barbarous Dacian, Soveraign, 
Nor yet the Ruler of brave Belgia, 
Stay us from cutting over to this [fle ; 
Whereas I hear.a Troop of Phrygians 
Under the Condu& of Pofthumius Son, 
Have pitch'd up-Lordly Pavillions, 
And hope to profper in this lovely. Ifle: 
But I will fruftrate all their Foolith hope, 
And teach them that the Scythian Emperor 
Leads Fortune tied in a Chain. of Gold, 
Conftraining her to yield unto his will, 
And grace him with their Regal Diadem: 
Which I will have, maugre their treble Hofts, 
And all the power their petty Kings can make. 
Hub, If the that rules fair Rhamnis golden Gate, 
Grant us the honour of the Victory, 
As hitherto. the always favour’d us, 
Right noble Father, we will rule the Land, 
Enthonifed in Seats of Topaz ftones, 
That Locrize and his Brethren all may know, 
None muft be King but Humber and his Son. 
Hum, Courage my Son, Fortune. fhall favour us, 
And yield to us the Coronet of Bays, 
That decketh none but noble Conquerors, 
But what faith Effrild to thefe Regions 2 
How liketh the the temperature thereof 2 
Are they not pleafant in her gracious Eyes? 
Eft. The Plains, my Lord, garnifh’d with Flora’s wealth, 
And over-{pread with party-colour'd Flowers; 
Do yield fweet contentation to my mind ; 
The airy Hills enclos’d with fhady Groves, 
The Groves replenifh’d with fweet chirping Birds, 
The Birds refounding Heav’nly. Melody, 
Are equal to the Groves of Theffalys 
Where Phebus with thefe learned Ladies nine, 
Delight themfelves with Mufick’s Harmony, 
And from the moifture of the Mountain tops, 
The filent Springs dance down with murmuring ftreams, 
And water all the ground with cryftal Waves, 
The gentle blafts of Ewrws modeft Wind, 
gene SSS Moving 
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Moving the pattering Leaves of Silvane’s Woods, 
Do equal-it with Tempe’s Paradife, 

And thus conforted all to one effet, 

Do make me think thefe are the happy Ifles, 

Moft Fortunate if Humber may them win. 

Hub, Madam, where Refolution leads the way, 
And Courage follows with embolden’d pace, 
Fortune can never ule her Tyranny; 

For Valiantnefs is like unto a Rock 

That ftandeth on the Waves of Ocean, 

Which though the Billows beat on every fide, 
And Boreas fell with his tempeftuous ftorms, 
Bloweth upon it with a hideous clamour, 

Yet it remaineth {till unmoveable. 

Hum. Kingly refolv’d, thou glory of thy Sire : 
But worthy Segar, what uncouth novelties 
Bring’ft thou unto our Royal Majefty 2 

Seg. My Lord, the youngeit of all Brutus Sons, 
Stout Albanaét, with millions of Men, 
Approacheth nigh, and meaneth e’er the Morn, 
To try your force by dint of fatal Sword. 

Hun. Tut, let him come with millions of Hofts, 
He fhall find entertainment good enough, 

Yea, fit for thofe that are our Enemies : 

For. we'll receive them at the Lances points, 

And maffacre their Bodies with our Blades: 

Yea, though they were in number infinite, 

More than the mighty Babylonian Queen, 
Semiramis the Ruler of the Weft, 

Brought ’gainft the Emperor of the Scythians, 

Yet would we not ftart back one foot from them: 
That they might know we are invincible. 

Hub. Now by great Fove, the fupream King of Heav’n, 
And the immortal Gods that live therein, 

When as the Morning fhews his chearful Face, 
And Lucifer mounted upon his Steed, 

Brings in the Chariot of the golden Sun, 

I'll meet young Albanaé in th’ open Field, 
And crack my Launce upon his Burganet, 

To try the Valour of his boyifh Strength: 


There will I thew fuch ruthful fpeGacles, 
And 
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And caufe fo great effufion of Blood, 

That all his Boys thall wonder at my ftrength. 

As when the warlike Queen of Amazons, 

Penthefilea, armed with her Launce, 

Girt with a Corflet of bright fhining Steel, _ 

Coopt up the faint-heart Greciams in the Camp. 
Hum. Spoke like a warlike Knight, my noble Son, 

Nay, like a Prince that feeks his Father’s Joy. 

Therefore to Morrow e’er fair Titan fhine, 

And bafhful Eos Meffenger of Light, 

Expels the liquid fleep fiom out Mens Eyes, 

Thou fhalt condu@ the right Wing of the Hoft, 

Theleft Wing fhall be under Segar’s charge, 

The Rearward fhall be under me my felf; 

And lovely Eljtrid, fair and gracious, 

If Fortune favour me in mine attempts, 

Thou fhalt be Queen of lovely Albion. 

Fortune fhall favour mein mine attempts, 

And make thee Queen of lovely Albion. 

Come let us in and mufter up our Train, 

And furnifh up our lufty Soldiers, 

That they may be a Bulwark to our ftate, : 

And bring our wifhed joys to perfect end. | Exeant. 


S fone eee 


Enter Strumbo, Dorothy, azd Trompart, Gobling Shooes, 
and Singing. 

Trom. We Coblers lead a merry life : 

All. Dan, dan, dan, dan. 

Strum. Void of all envy and ftrife < 

All. Dan diddle dan. 

Dor. Our eafe is great, our labour {mall : 

All. Dan, dan, dan, dan. 

Strum. And yet our gains be much withal : 

All. Dan diddle dan. 

Dor. With this art fo fine and fair : 

All. Dan, dan, dan, dan. 

Trom. No occupation may compare ; 

All. Dan didile dan. 

Strum. For merry paftime and joyful glee + 
Dan, dan, dan, dan. L14% Dor 
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Dor. Moft happy Aen we Coblers be: 
Daz diddle dan. 
Trom, The Can ftands full of nappy Mle, 
Dan, dan, dan, aAn. 
Strum. Ji our Shop fill withouten fail = 
q Dan did le ddan. 
. Dor. This is oxr Adeat, this is our Food 
Dan, dan, dav, dan. 
; S ws to a merry mood : 





Strum. This makes us work for Company : 
Dan, dan, dan, dan. 

Dor. To pull the Tinkards cheerfully : 
Dan diddle AAA, 

Trom. Drink to thy Husband, Dorothy, 
Dan, dav, dan, dai, 

Dor. Why then my Strumbo there's to thee: 
Daun diddle daa. 

Strum. Drink thou the reft Trompart, amain: 
Dan, dan, dan, dan, 

Dor. When that is Lone, 
Dan diddle dan. 

Euter Captain. 

Cap. The pooreft fate is fartheft from anno 
How m: rrily he fitteth on his Stool 
But when he fees that needs he muft be preft, 
He'll cura his note and fing another tune. 
Flo, by your leave Mafter Cobler. 

Strum, You are welcome, C -ntleman, what will you any 
old Shooes or Buskins, or will you have your Shooes clouted 
I willdo them as well as any Cobler in Cathnes whatfoever 2 

| Captain [hewing him Prefs-mony. 

Capt. O Mafter Coblet, you are far deceiv'd in me, for done 
you fee this? I come not to buy any Shooes, but to buy 
your felf; comé, Sir, you muft be a Soldier in the King’s 
Caufe. 

Strum. Why, but hear you, Sir, has your King any 
Commiffion to take any Man againft his will? I promife 
you, I can {cant believe it, or did he give you Commif- 
fion 2 








3 














Cap. 
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Capt, O Sir, you need not care for that, I need no Com- 
miffion: hold. here, I command you in the name of our 
King -dlbanaét, to appear to Morrow in the Town-Houfe of 
Cathnes. 

Strum. King Nattaball, I cry God mercy, what have we 
todo with him, or he with ts? but you, Sir Mafter Ca- 
Pontail, draw your Paftboatd, or elfe I promife you, Ill 
give you a Canvafado with a Baftinado over your Shoulders, 
and teach you to come hither with your implements. 

Cap. I pray thee good Fellow be content, I-do the King’s 
Command. 

Stram, Put me out of your Book then. 

Cap. I may not. |Strumbo /natching up a taf. 

Strum. No will, come, Sir, will your Stomach ferve you, by 
gogs blew hood and halidom, I will have a bout with you. 


[ Fight bork, 
Enter Thrafimachus. 
Thrd. How now, what noife, what fudden clamour’s this? 
How now, my Captain and the Cobler fo hard at it? 
Sirs what is your quarrel 2 
Cap. Nothing, Sir, but that he will not take. Prefs-mo- 
ny. 
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Thra, Here, good Fellow, take it at my command, 
Unlefs you mean to be ftretch’d. 

Strum. Truly, Mafter Gentleman, Ilackno Mony, if you 
pleafe I will refign it to one of thefe poor Fellows. 

Thra. No fuch matter, 
Look you be at the common Houfe to-morrow. 

[ Exit Thrafimachus.and the Captain, 

Strum, O Wife, I have {pun a fair thread, if I had been 
quiet, I had not been Preft, and therefore well may I 
lament ; But come Sirtah, fhut up, for we muftto the Wars. 


[ Exeunt. 


hs 86 oe yee 


SO fe TY; 
Exter Albana&, Debon, Thrafimachus, and the Lords. 


a a ee a 


Alba. Brave Cavaliers, Princes of Albany, 
Whofe trenchant Blades with our deceafed Sire, 


Pafling 








. 
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Paffing the Frontires of brave Grecia, 

Were bathed in our Enemies lukewarm blood, 
Now is the time to manifeft your wills, 

Your haughty minds and refolutions, 

Wow opportunity is offered 

To try your courage and your eaneft zeal, 
Which you always protelt to Albanatt, 

For at this time, yea at this prefent time, 

Stout Fugitives come from the Scythians bounds 
Have peftred every place with mutinies: 

But truft me, Lordings, I will never ceafe 

To perfecute the Rafcal Runnagates, 

Till all che Rivers {tained with their blood, 
Shall fully thew their fatal overthrow. 

Deb, So fhall your Highnefs merit great renown, 
And imitate your aged Father’s fteps. 

Alba, But tell me, Coufin, cam’ft thou through the Plains? 
And faw’ft thou there the faint-heart Fugitives 
Muftring their Weather-beaten Soldiers, 

What order keep they in their Marfhalling ? 

Thra. After we paft the Groves of Caledoxe, 

We did behold the ftragling Scythians Camp, 
Repleat with Men, ftor’d with Munition; 
There might we fee the valiant minded Knights 
Fetching Carriers along the {pacious Plains, 
Humber and Hubba arm’d in azure blue, 
Mounted upon their Courfers white as Snow, 
Went to behold the pleafant fowring Fields; 
Hettor and Troilus, Priamus \ovely Sons, 
Chafing the Grecians over Simocis, 

Were not to be compar’d to thefe two Knights. 

Alb, Well haft thou painted out in Eloquence 
The Portraiture of Humber and his Son; 

As fortunate as was Polycrates, 
Yet fhould they not efcape our conquering Swords, 
Or boaft of ought but of our Clemency. 

Enter Strumbo aad Trompart crying often, 
Wild-fire and Pitch, Wild-fire and Pitch, ge. 

Thra. What Sits, what mean you by thefe clamors made, 
Thofe outcries rais’d in our ftately Court? 

Stram, Wild-fire and Pitch, Wild-fire and Pitch, 
Mie SOE re Thra. 
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Thra. Villains I fay, tell us the caufe hereof? 

Strum. Wild-fire and Pitch, Wild-fire and Pitch, 

Thra. Tell me you Villains, why you make this noife, 
Or with my Lance, I will prick your Bowels out. 

Al. Where are your Houfes, where’s your dwelling. 

lace? 

: Strum. Place, Ha, ha, ha, laugh a month and aday at him; 
place ! I cry God mercy, why do you think that fuch poor 
honeft Men as we be, hold our Habitacles in Kings Palaces ; 
Ha, ha, hae But becaufe you feem to be an abominable 
Chieftain, I will tell you our ftate. 


From the top to the toe, 

From the head to the fhoe; 

From the beginning to the ending. 
From the building to the burning. 


This honeft Fellow and I had our manfion Cottage in the 
Suburbs of this City, hard by the Temple of Mercury. And 
by the common Soldiers of the Shittens, the Scythians, what 
do you call them? with all the Suburbs, were burnt'to the 
ground, and the afhes are left there for the Country Wives 
to wath Bucks withal. And that which grieves me moft, 


my loving Wife, O cruel ftrife; the wicked Flames did 
roaft. 
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And therefore Captain Crutt, 
We will continually ery 
Except you feck a remedy, 
Our Honfes to re-edify, 
Which now are burnt to duft. 


Both cry. Wild-fire and Pitch, Wild-fire and Pitch. 
Alb. Well, we muft remedy thefe outrages, 

And throw revenge upon their hateful Heads, 

And you good Fellows for your Houfes burnt, 

We will remunerate your ftore of Gold, 

And build your Houfes by our Palace Gate. 

Strum, Gate! O petty Treafon to my Perfon, no where 
elfe but by your backfide; Gate! oh how I am vexed in my 
Coller: Gate! Icry God mercy, do you hear, Matter King ? 
If you mean to gratifie {uch poor Men, as we be, you muft 
bujld our Houfes by the Tavern, 


Alb, 


am 
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Alba. Yt thall be done, Sir. 

Strum. Neat the Taverv, Ay, by Lady, Sir, it was fpo~ 
ken like a-good Fellow, do you hear, Sir? when our Houfe 
is builded, if you do chance to pafs or re-pafs that way, we 
will beftow a Quart of the beft Wine upon you. | Exit, 

Alba. It grieves me, Lordings, that my Subjects goods 
Should thus be fpoiled by the Scythians, 

Who as you fee with lightfoot Foragers, 

Depopulate the Places where they come: 

But, curfed Humber, thou fhalt rue the day 

That e’er thou cam’ft unto Cathnefa, [Exeunt, 


IF OR RE SS HAS 
Entey Humber, Hubba, Segar, Thraflier, and their Soldiers. 


Hum. Hubba, go take a Coronet of our Horfe, 
As many Lanciers, and Light-armed Knights, 
As may fuffice for fuch an enterprife, 
And place them in the Grove of Challidon, 
With thefe, when as the Skirmifh doth encreafe, 
Retire thou from the fhelters of the Wood, 
And fet upon the weakned Trojans backs, 
For Policy, joined with Chivalry, 
Can never be put back from Vidtory. [Exeunt, 
Enter Albana&t, Clowns with him. 
Alba. Thou bafe-born Hann, how durft thou be fo 
bold, 
As once to menace warlike Albanaét, 
The great Commander of thefe Regions 2 
But thou (halt buy thy rafhnefs with thy Death, 
And rue too late thy over-bold attempts; 
For with this Sword, this Inftrument of Death, 
That hath been drenched in my Foe-mens Blood, 
I'll feparate thy Body from thy Head ; 
And fet that Coward Blood of thine abroach. 
Strum. Nay, with this Staff, great Serumbo’s Inftrument, 
T'll crack thy Cockseomb, paltry Scythian, 
Hum. Nor wreak I of thy threats thou princox Boy, 
Nor doI fear thy fooltth Infolency, 


And but thou better ufe thy bragging blade, 
Than 
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Than thou doft rule thy overflowing Tongue, 
Superbious Briton, thou thalt know too foon 
‘The force of Humber and his Scythians, 


| They fight, Humber and his Soldiers run in. 
Strum. O horrible, terrible. 


S CBN Bay 


Sound the Alarm. Enter Humber and his Soldiers, 


Hum. How bravely this young Briton, Albanat, 
Darteth abroad the Thunderbolts of War, 
Beating down Millions with his furious Mood: 
And in his glory triumphs over all, 

Moving the maflie Squadrants of the Ground; 
Heap Hills on Hills, to fcale the ftarry Sky’: 

As when Briarews arm’d with an hundred Hands, 
Flung forth an hundred Mountains at great Fove, 
And when the monftrous Giant Monychus 
Hurl’d Mount Olympus at great AZars his targe, 
And fhot huge Cedars at AZinerva’s Shield. 

How doth he overlook with haughty Front 

My fleeting Hoft, and lifts his lofty Face 
Againtt us all that now do fear his Force ; 

Like as we fee the wrathful Sea from far, 
In a great Mountain heapt with hideous Noife, 
With thoufand Billows beat againft the Ships, 
And tofs them in the Waves like Tennis Balls. 


| Sound the larm. 
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Ah me, I fear my Hubba is furpris'd. 
Sound again. Enter Albana&. 
Alba. Follow me, Soldiers, follow Albanal ; 
Purfue the Scythians flying through the Field: 
Let none of them efcape with ViGory : 
That they may know the Britons force is more 
Than all the Power of the trembling Hunns. ' 
Thra. Forward, brave Soldiers, forward, keep the chafe, 
He that takes’Captive Humber or his Son, 
Shall be rewarded with a Crown of Gold. 


Sound 
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Sound Alarm, then let them fight, Humber give back, Hub- 
ba enters at their backs, and kills Debon, Strumbo falls 
down, AlbanaG runs in, and afterwards enter wounded. 
Alba, Injurious Fortune, haft. thou croft me thus 

Thus in the Morning of my Victories, 

Thus in the Prime of my Felicity 

To cut me off by fuch hard overthrow. 

Hadft thou no time thy rancour to declare, 

But in the Spring of all my Dignities? 

Hadft thou.no place to fpit thy Venome outs 

But on the Perfon of young <dlbanaét ? 

I that e’erwhile did fcare mine Enemies, 

And drove them almoft to a fhameful Flight : 

I that e’erwhile full Lion-like did fare 

Amongft the dangers of the thick throng’d Pikes, 

Muft now depart moft lamentably flain 

By Humber’s Treacheries and Fortune’s fpights : 

Curft be her Charms, damn’d be her curfed Charms 

That doth delude the wayward Hearts of Men, 

OF Men that truft unto her fickle Wheel, 

Which never leaveth turning upfide-down. 

O Gods, O Heav’ns, allot me but the place 

Where I may find her hateful Manfion, 

Vl pafs the Alps to watry Jeroe, 

Where fiery Phebas in his Chariot, 

The Wheels whereof are deck’d with Emeralds, 

Cafts fuch a Heat, yea fucha fcorching Heat, 

And {poileth Flora of her chequered Grafs; 

T'll overturn the Mountain Camcafus, 

Where fell Chimera in her triple Shape, 

Rolleth hor Flames from out her monftrous Panch, 

Scaring the Beafts with [flue of her Gorge 

[’'ll pafs the frozen Zone where Icy flakes 

Stopping the Paflage of the fleeting Ships 

Do lye, like Mountains in the congeal’d Sea, 

Where if I find that hateful Houle of hers, 

I'll pull the fickle Wheel from out her Hands, 

And tye her felf in everlafting Bands. 

But all in vain I breathe thefe Threatnings, 


The Day is loft, the Hunns are Conquerors, 
Debon 
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Debon is flain, my Men are done to Death, 
The currents {wife {wim violently with Blood, 
And laft, © that this laft Night fo long laft, 
My felf with Wounds paft all Recovery, 
Mutt lave my Crown for Humber to poffefs. 

Strum. Lord have Mercy upon us, Mafters, I think this 
is a Holy-day, very Man lyes fleeping in the Fields, but 
God knows full fore againft their Wills. 

Thra. Fly, noble sAlbanaét, and fave thy felf, 

The Scy:hiaus follow with great Celerity, 
And there’s no way but Flight, or {peedy Death, 
Fly, noble lbanaét, and fave thy felf. [ Sonnd the Alarm. 

Alba. Nay let them fly that fear to die the Death, 

That tremble at the Name of fatal Mors, 

Ne’er fhall proud Humber boat or brag himfelf, 
That he hath put young Albanaé to flight: 
And left he fhould triumph at my decay, 
This Sword fhall reave his Mafter of his Life, 
That oft hath fav’d his Mafter’s doubtful Life: 
But oh my Brethren if you care for me, 
Revenge my Death upon his Traiterous Head. 
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Et vos queis domus eff nigrantis regia ditis, 

Qui regitis rigido ftygios moderamine lucos, 

Nox caci regina poli, furialis Erinnys, 

Diique deeque omnes, Albanum tollite regent, 
Lollite flumineis undis rigidaque palude ; 

Nunc me fata vocant, hoe condam pectore ferrum, 


[Stabs himfelf, 
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Enter Trompart. 
O what hath he done? his Nofe bleeds; but I {mell a Fox, 
Look where my Mafter lyes, Mafter, Matter, 
Strum. Let me alone, I tell thee, for I am dead. 
Trom. Yet one, good, good, Matter. 
Strum. J will not {peak, for I am dead, I tell thee. 
Trom., And is my Mafter dead? 


Fig ar 0@ bee 6 640 


[ Singing, 
O Sticks and Stones, Brickbats and Bones, 
And is my Mafter dead? 
O you Cockatrices, and you Bablatrices, 
That in the Woods dwells = 
om 
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You Briers and Brambles, you Cooks fbops and Shambles, 
Come howl and yell. 

With howling and {creeking, with wailing and weepings 
Come you to lament. 

O Colliers of Croyden, and Rufticks of Royden, 
And Fifbers of Kent. 

For Strumbo the Cobler, the fine merry Cobler | 
Of Cathnes Town: 

At this fame ftoure, at this very hour 
Lies dead on the Ground. 

O Matter, Thieves, Thieves, Thieves. 
Strum. Where be they? cox me tunny, bobekin, Jet me 

be rifing, be. gone, we fhall be robb’d by and by. 


Bote ee IW or Vda 


Enter Humber, Hubba, Segar, Thraffier, Eftrild, and the 
Soldiers. 

Hum. Thus from the dreadful Shocks of furious 427s, 
Thundring Alarums, and Rhamuunfia’s Drum, 
We are retir’d with joyful Victory, 
The flaughter’d Trojans fqueltring in their Blood; 
Infect the Air with their Carcafles, 
And are a Prey for every rav’nous Bird. 

Eft. So perith they that are our Enemies? 
So perith they that love not Humber's Weal. 
And mighty Fove, Commander of the World; 
Prote@ my Love from all falfe Treacheries. 

Ham. Thanks, lovely Effrild, folace to my Soul; 
But, vali.nt Hubba, for thy Chivalry 
Declar’d againft the Men of Albany, 
Loe here a flowring Garland wreath’d of Bay, ' 
As a reward for this thy forward Mind. [Sets it on his Head. 

Hub. This unexpected Honour, noble Sir, 
Will prick my Courage unto braver Deeds, 
And caufe me to attempt fuck hard Exploits, 
That all the World fhall found of Hubba's Name. 

Hum. And now, brave Soldiers, for this good Succels, 
Caroufe whole Cups of Amazonian Wine, 
Sweeter than Weclar or Ambrofia, 
And caft away the Clods-of curfed care, 
With Goblets crown’d with Semeleins Gifts, 

i Now 
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Now let us march to 4dis Silver Streams, 

That clearly glide along the Champane Fields, 

And moift the graflie Meads with humid drops. 

Sound. Drums and Trumpets, found up chearfully, 

Sith we return with Joy and ViGory. [ Exeunt. 
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Dumb Show. Enter Ate as before. A Crocodile fitting on a 
Rivers Bank, and a little Snake fringing it. Then both of 
them fall into the Water. 

Ate.C Celera in anuthorem cadunt, 

High ona Bank by Wilus boifterous Streams, 

Fearfully fat th’ Egyptian Crocodile, 

Dreadfully grinding in her fharp long Teeth 

The broken Bowels of a filly Fiths 

His Back was arm’d againft the dint of Spear; 

With Shields of Brafs that fhin’d like burnifht Gold, 

And as he ftretched forth his cruel Paws, 

A fubtil Adder creeping clofely near, 

Thrufting his forked Sting into his Claws, 

Privily fhed his Poifon through his Bones, 

Which made him {well that there his Bowels burft, 

That did fo much in his own greatnefs truft. 

So Humber having conquer’d Albanaét, 

Doth yield his Glory unto: Locrine’s Sword. 

Mark what enfues, and you may eafily fee; 

That all our Life is but a Tragedy. [ Exit. 


AS ons i AS 


Enter Locrine, Guendelines Corineius, Affaracus, Thrafis 
tnachus, avd Camber. 
Loc. And is this true, is Albanattus flain 2 
Hath curfed Humber with his ftragiing Holt, 
With that his Army made of mungrel Curs, 
Brought our redoubted Brother to his endé 
O that I had the Thracian Orpheus. Harps 
For to awake out of ti’ infernal Shade 
Thofe ugly Devils of black Erebus, 
Thac might torment the damaed Traitor’s Soul : 
© that L hid dmphion’s Inftrument 
Vor. VI, M m To 
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To quicken with his vital Notes and°Tunes 
The flinty Joints of every ftony Rock, 
By which the Scyjthians might be punifheds 
For, by the lightning of almighty *fove; 
The Husn thall die; had he ten vhoufand Lives: 
And would to God he-had ten: thoulsnd Lives, 
That I might with the arm-ftrong' Hercules 
Crop off fo vile an Aydra’s hifling Meads. 
But fay me, Coufir, for I long to hear, 
How Albanad came by untimely Death. 
Thra. After the traiterous Holt of Scyrhians 
Entred the Field with Martial Equipage, 
Young -Albanaét, impatient of delay, 
Led forth his’ Army ’gainft the flragling Mates, 
Whofe multitude did daunt our Soldiers Minds, 
Yet nothing could difmay the forward Prince} 
But with a Courage moft’ heroical, 
Like to a Lion *moneft'a flock of Lambs, 
Made havock of the faint-heart Fugitives; 
Hewing a paffage through them with his Sword; 
Yea we had almoft giv’n them the Repulfes 
When fuddenly from out the filent Wood 
Habba with twenty thoufand Soldiers, 
Cowardly came upon our weakned Backs, 
And murthered all with fatal Maflacre ; 
Amongft the which old Debon, martial Knight; 
With many wounds was brought ‘unto the Death: 
And -Albanaét oppreft with multitude, 
Whilft valiantly he feld his Enemies, 
Yielded his life and honour to the Duft, 
He beitg dead, the Soldiers fléd amain; 
And I alone efcaped them by flight; 
To bring you Tidings of thefe accidents. 
Loc. Not aged Priam, King of ftately°Trey, 
Grand Emperour of barb’rous fz, 
When he beheld his noble-minded Sons 
Slain traiteroufly by all the Azirmidons, 
Lamented more'than I for Albanaét, 
Guen. Not Hecxba the Queen of Jliam, 
When fhe beheld the Town of Percamus, 
Her Palace burnts-.with all-devouring flames, 
Her fifty Sons and Daughtersvfrefh of hue, — - Mure 
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Murther’d by wicked Pyrrhws bloody Sword, 
Shed fuch fad Teats.as I for’ Abanatt. 
Cam. The grief of Niobe, fair Arbens Queen, 
For her feven Sons magnanimous in Field, 
For her feven Daughters fairer than the faireft, 
Is not to be compar’d. with my laments. 
Cor. In vain you forrow for the flaughter’d Prince, 
In vain you forrow. for. his overthrow 
He loves not moft that doth lament the molt, 
But he that feeks,to venge the Injury. 
Think you to quell the Enemies warlike Train, 
With childith Sobs and. womanith Laments? 
Unfheath your Swords, untheath your conqu’ring Swords, 
And {eek revenge, the comfort for this fore: 
In Cornwall, where I hold my Regiment, 
Even juft ten thoufand valiant Men at Arms 
Hath Corineizs ready at command: 
All thefe and more,, if need thal! more requires 
Hath Corineins ready at command. 
Cam. And in the Fields-of martial. Cambria, 
Clofe by the boittrous Z/can’s Silver ftreams, 
Where light-foot. Fairies skip from Bank to. Bank, 
Full twenty thoufand brave couragious Knights 
Well exercis'd in, feats of Chivalry, 
In manly manner moft invincible, 
Young Cambenaath. with,Gold and Vidual. 
All thefe and more, .if need {hall more require; 
I offer up to venge my, Brother’s Death, 
Loc. Thanks, loving Uncle, and good Brother too, 
For this revenge, for this {weet Word revenge 
Muft tafe and ceafe my wrongful Injuries; 
And by the Sword of bloody AZars I {wear 
Ne’er fhall {weet quiet enter this my Front, 
°Till I be venged:on.his traiterous Head 
That flew my noble Brother s4lbanaét. 
Sound Drums and Trumpets, mufter up the Camp, 
For we will ftraight march to Albania, | Exeunt. 
S Gi Bone Er 
Enter Humber, “Eftrild, Hubba, Thraflier, aed the Soldiers. 
Hum, Thus are'we come, victorious Conqueror, 
Unto the flowing Gurrent’s Silver ftreams; 
Mm 2 Which, 
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3¢ ninbluetih, due co ruefubired; 
Of the fataly Maffacre; 
Which fhall be made upon the.vitent Plains. 
Enter the Ghoft of «Albanatts 

Ghoft. See how'theTvaitor doth prefage his harm; 
See how he glories at-his own deca J 
See how he triumphs at shis proper Lofs, 
O Fortune vile, unftable, fickle, frail! 

Hum. Methivks.I fee both Armies in the» Field; 
The broken Lances climb the Cry ftal: Skies; 
Some headlefs lye; fome breathlefs on the Ground, 
And every place is ftrew’d with carcaffes, 
Behold the Grafsihath-loft his pleafant precn; 
The fweeteft Sight that ever might \berfeens 

Ghoft. Ay, Traiterous Humber; thowthalefind it fos 
Yea to thy coft thou fhale the fame behold, 
With Ancuith, Sorrows ahd with fad Laments; 
The graffie Plains, that nawido pleafe. thine Eyes, 
Shall e’er the Night be colour’d alb with: Bloods 
The thady Groves that ‘now: inclofe thy Camp; 
And ‘yield fweet favour.to thy damned Corps, 
Shall e’er the Night be figuredcall with Bloods 
The profourd Stream that paffcth by thy Tents, 
And with his Moifture ferveth all thy Camp; 
Shall e’er the Night converted: be to Blood, 
Yea with the Blood of thofe thy: ftragling Boys : 
For now revenge fhall cafe my lingring Grief, 
AAnd now revenge fhall clut my longing Soul; 

Hub. Let come what will, Pmean torbear ivout, 
And either livé with glorious Victory, 
Or die with Fame renown’d for Chivalry: 
He is not worthy iof the Honey-comb; 
That thuns. the Hives, becanife the Bees have ftings:; 
That likes me bef thateis nor got with eafe, 
Which thoufa-d Dangers do accompany; 
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For nothing can difmay our regal Mind; 
Which aims at nothing but a Golden Crown, 
The only upfhot of mineventerprifes, 

Were they inchanted in sgrim P/ato’s Court, 
And kept for treafure “mongft his hellifh: Crew, 
I would either quell thé triple Cerberus 

And all the Army of his: hateful Hags, 

Or roll the Stone with wretched Syiphas, 

Hum. Right martial be thy Thoughts, my noble Son, 
And all thy words favour of: Chivalry. | Enter: Segar. 
But, warlike Segars whatif{trange Accidents 
Make you to leave the warding of the Camp? 

Segar. To Arms, my Lord, to honourable Arms ; 

Take helm and targe in Hand, the Britonsicome 
With preater Multitude than erft-the Greeks 
Brought to the Ports\of Phrygian Tenedos. 

Hum. But whatfaithSegar to thefe Accidents? 
What Counfel gives -he in, Extremities? 

Segar. Why this,) my Lord, experience teacheth us, 
That Refolution’s-aifole helpsat need: 

And this, my Lord,‘our honour teacheth us, 
That we be bold in-every, enterpriles 
Then fince there! is noowaybut-fight-or ‘die, 
Be refolute, my-Lord, for) Victory. 
Hum. Andrefolutes| Segar; Imeantocbe, ' 
Perhaps fome blifsful) Star will favour’ us; 
And comfort bringito our perplexed: State's 
Come let usjinsand fortifie our Camp, 
So to withftand:their:ftrong Invafiony #2 [ Exennt. 
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Enter Strumbo,. Trompart, Oliver;: and his Son William 
following them. 

Strum. Nay Neighbour Oliver, if you be fo whot, come 
prepare your felf,. you fhall find two asi ftoutFeliows of us, 
asany in all the North: 

Oliv,\No: byxmy dorth Neighbour 'Sirumbs, Ich zce 
dat you are a Man. of fmallszideration,” dat’ will zeek to 
injure your old. vréends,»one of your: vamiliar. guefts, and 
derefore zeeing yout pinion is to deal ‘withouten reazon, 
Ich and my :Zonne! Walliams will takesdat’ courfe, dat thall 
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3298 [he Tragedy of \Loctine. 
be fardeft vrom reafon; how zay you; "will youshave my 


T)- 


mnter or no? 





A 


Strame & very hard queftion, Neighbour, -but-Fwill 
folve it as I may; whatreafon have.you to:demand it‘of me? 
Willy Marry Siry what: reafon-hadyou when my Sifter 
as in the barn to tumble her upon the Hay, and to fith 
r Belly 2 
Strum. Mafs thou fay’'{t true; well, but would you have 

marry her therefore? No, I fcorn her, and you, and 

Ays I fcorn you all, 
¥. You will not have her then2 
No, as‘E'am a true Gentleman, 
‘hen’ will we Schoo] you, -e’er you and we paré 


Marcery, and. fratches-the Staff out of ber Brother's 
ana ashe is fighting. 
Ay; you come in Pudding:timies or elfe I had dre 


fou Mafter Saweebox, \Lobcocks, ..Cockf{comb, 
lawce, Lickfingerss “will you not heari? 

Strum. Whoefpeak: you toy:me? 

iar, AY, Sits to yous Fobx Lackhonelty, little Wit, is 
jt you that will have none-f me? 

Strum. Noby my troth, Mifttefs Nicebice, show fine you 
can Nick-name mes 1. think you were brought up i the 
Univerfity of Bridewell,: you have your R hetorick fo ready 
at your Tongues-end, as if you were never swell -warn’d 
when you were young, 

Mar, Why then Goodman codsshead, | if you will have 
none of me, farewel. 

Strum, If you be fo plain, Miftrefs Driggledragele; fare 
you well, 

Mar. Nay, Matter Strumbo, e'er you gofrom hence we mult 
have more words, you will-have none of me2 [ TheyFight, 

Strum. Oh my: Head, my Head, leave; leaves leave, I 
will, I will, I will, 

Adar, Upon:that condition I let thee alone. 

Olu. How now Matter Strambo, hath my Daughter taught 
youd new Leffong 
. Strum. Ay but hear you, ‘Goodman Oliver, it-will not be 
for my eafe to :have’my Head broken every Day therefore 
remedy thisy and we thall agree, Oliv 
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Olive Wells Zonywelly for, you are my Zon now, all fhall 
be remedied, Daughter be Friends with him. [Shake Hands. 

Strem.. You area fweet Nut, the Devil crack you. .Ma- 
fters,, Dthink it. be. my: luck, my firft Wife was.a loving quiet 
Vench, but this. I think »yeould weary the Devil. I would 
fhe:might -be burtit! as my other Wife was; if not, I muft 
run tothe Halter for help, O Codpiece, thou haft undone 
thy, Matter, ‘this.it:is ‘to! be.medling with warm Plackers. 


| Exennt. 
S. CEN. Bab We 


Enter Locrine, Camber;,Corineius, Thrafimachus, and 
Affarachus, 
Loc. Now am I guarded with an hoft of Men, 
Whofe haughty Courage is invincible ; 
Now am I hem’d with Troops wf Soldiers, 
Such as»might. force Bellona to-retire, 
And make her tremble at their Puiflance, 
Now: fit Ilike the mighty God of War, 
When armed with his Coat of Adamant, 
Mounted his Chariot drawn with mighty Bulls, 
He drove the Argives over Xanthus Sureams. 
Now, curled Humber, doth thy end draw nigh, 
Down, goes the. Glory of his: Victories, 
And all his Fame, and all his high: Renown, 
Shall in-a moment yield to Locrine’s Swords 
Thy, bragging Bancers croft with argent Streams, 
The Ornaments.of thy Pavillions, 
Shall. all:be captivated: with, this Hand, 
And thou thy felf, at d/bavattws Tomb 
Shalt offer’d be, .in Satisfaction 
Of all che wrongs thou didf him when he liv’d, 
But cant chou tell. me, brave Thrafmachas, 
How far.we are diftant from Humber’s Camp? 
Thra. My. Lord,.withia yon foul accurfed Grove, 
That bears the Tokens of our overthrow, 
This Humber hath iotrench’d his damned Camp. 
March.ony my. Lord; becaufe L long to-fee 
The treacherous Scythians {queltring in their goree 
Loc. Sweet Fortune; favour Locrine with.a {mile, 
That. may, venge my noble Brother's Death, 
Mim 4 An@ 
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And in the midft of Rtately Troynovant, 
Vl build a Temple to thy Deity 
Of Ppé rfect Mark fey and of Facinth Stones, 
‘That it fhall pafs the, higheft Pyramids, 
Which with their top furmount. the firmament. 
Cam, "The arm-ftrong Off-{pring of the doubted Knight, 
Stout Flercules, : Blomena’s mighty Son, 
That tam’d tne Montters of the three-fold World, 
And rid the opprefled from the Tyrants Yokes; 
Did never thew fuch valiantnefs in Fight, 
As I will now for noble AlbanaG 
Cor. Fullfourfcore Years hath Gorineizs liv’d, 
Sometimes in.War,:fometimes in quiet Peace, 
And yet I feel my {elf to be as ftrong 
As erft I was in Summer of mine Age, 
Able to tofs rhis great unwieldy Club, 
Which hath been painted with my foe-mens Brains: 
And with this Clab I'll break the {trong array 
Of Humber and his ftragling Soldiers, 
Or lofe my Life,amongft the thickeft. prefs, 
And die with Honour in my lateft Days : 
Yet er I die they-all fhall underftand, 
What force lyes in ftout Corineius Hand, 
Thra. And if Thrafimachus detract the) Fight, 
Either for. weaknef$or for cowardife, 
Let him not boaft that Brates was his Eame, 
Or that brave Corineins was his Sire, 
Loc. Then courages Soldiers, firft for your Safety, 
Next for your Peace, laft for your Victory. | Exennt. 
Sound the Alarm. Enter Hubba and Segar at oné Door} 
ana Corineius at the other. 
Cor. Art thou that Humber, Prince of Fugitives, 
That by thy Tyeafon flew’ft young -Albanaét ? 
Hub. 1 am his Son that flew young Albanaét; 
And if thou take not heed, proud Phrygian, 
Vil fend thy Soul unto the Stygian lake, 
There to complain of Humber’s Injuries, 
Cor. You triumph, Sir, before the Vidory, 
For Corineius is not fo foon flain. 
Bur, curfed Scythians, you fhall rue the Day; 
‘Phat e’er you came into Albania, 
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So perifh they that envy Britain’s wealth, 
So Jet them die with endlefs infamy, 
And he that feeks-his Soveraign’s overthrow, 
Would this my Clubmight ageravate his woe. 
[Strikes them both down with bis Club, 
Enter’ Humber. 
Hum, Where may:T find fome defart Wildernefs, 
Where I may breathe out curfes as I would; 
And {care the Earth with my condemning Voice; 
Where every Echoes repercuffion 
May help me to bewail mine overthrow, 
And aid mein my forrowful laments? 
Where may I find fome hollow uncouth Rock, 
Where I may damn, condemn, ‘and ban my fill? 
The Heavens, the Hell,"the Earth, the Air, the Fire, 
And utter curfes to thé‘concaye Sky, 
Which may infe@ the airy Regions, 
And light upon the Briton Locrine’s Head: 
You ugly Spirits that in Cocitus mourn; 
And gnath yourLeeth with dolorous laments, 
You fearful dogs that in’ black Lerhe howl, 
And feare the Ghofts'with your wide open throats, 
You ugly Ghofts that flying from thefe dogs, 
Do plunge your felves in Paryflegiton, 
Come alhof ‘you, and ‘withyour fhiicking notes 
Accompany the Britons Conquering Hoaft. 
Come fierce Erinnys, horrible with Snakes, 
Come'ugly Puries;armed with your Whips, 
You threefold Judges*of black Tartarus, 
And all the Army of*your héllifh: Fiends; 
With new found torments rack proud ‘Locrine’s Bones. 
O Gods and Stars, damn*d be the Gods’ and ‘Stars, 
That did not drown'me in fair Theris Plains. 
Curft be the-Sea that with outragious Waves, 
With furging Billows did not rive*my Ships 
Againft the Rocks of high Cerannia, 
Or fwallowed me into her watry Gulf. 
Would God'he had arriv’d°upon the Shore 
Where Polyphemus and the Cyclops dwell, 
Or where the bloody: Aurhropophagie f 
With greedy Jaws devours the wandring "Wights, 
Exter 
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Enter the Ghoft of Albanac&. 
But why comes Albanativs's bloody,Ghott, 
To bring a corfive to our miferies! 
Is’t not enough to fuffer fhameful flight, 
But we muft be tormented now. with Ghofts2 
With Apparitions fearful. to behold? 

Ghoff. Revenge, xevenge for Blood. 

Hum. So, nought will fatisfie your wandring Ghoft, 
But dire revenge, nothing but Humber’s fall, 
Becaufe he Conquer’d you in: Albany. 

Now by my Soul, Humber would-be condemn’d 
To Tantal’s Hunger, or,/xion’s Wheel, 
Or tothe Vulture.of Prometheus, 
Rather than that this Murther were undone, 
When as I die I'll drag thy curfed-Ghoft 
Through all the. Rivers of foul. Erebus, 
Through burning Sulphur of the Limbo-lake; 
To allay the burning fury of that heat, 
That rageth in mine. everlafting Soul, 
Ghoft. Vinditla, vindita, [| Exeunt. 
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Enter Ate as before. Then Omphale Daughter to rhe King’of 
Lydia, having aClub\ in her Handy and a'Lion’s skin on her 
Back, Hercules’ following with a Difaf. Then Omphale 
turns about, and taking off her Pantofle, ftrikes Hercules on 
the Head, then they depart. “Ate remaining, fays; 


Q*x non <Argalici mandata fevera Tyrauni, 
Non potwit Juno winceres wicit: amor: 
Stout Hercules, the mirror of the World, 
Son to Alcmena‘and preat Fupiter, 
After fo many Conquefts won in Field, 
After fo many Montfters quell’d by force, 
Yielded his valiant Heart to Omphale, 
A fearful Woman'void of manly ftrength, 
She took the Club, ‘ahd wore the Lion’s Skin. 
Fe took the Wheel, and maidenly gan.{pin, 

So 
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So Martial Locrine cheer'd ‘with Vigory, 
Falleth in love with. Humber’s Goncubine; 
And fo forgetteth peerlefs Guendeline. 

His Uncle Corineins ftorms at this, 

And forceth Locrine for his'Grace to fue; 
Lo here the Sim, the Procefs:doth enfues [ Exit. 
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Exter Locrine, Camber, Corincius, Affarachus, Thrafimachus; 
and the Soldiers. 

Loc. Thus from the fury of Bel/ona's broils, 
With found of Drum and Trumpets melody, 
The Britain King ‘returns triumphantly, 
The Scysthians flain with great occifion, 
Do equalize the Grafs.in multitude, 
And with theit Blood have ftain’d the ftreamirig' Brooks; 
Offering their Bodies:and their'deareft Blood 
As facrifice to Albanatins'Ghof. 
Now curled Humber haft thou paid thy due, 
For thy Deceits and crafty ‘Treacheries, 
For all thy guiles, and damned ‘ftratagems, 
With lofs of Life and everduring: fhame. 
Wherearethy Horfes trap'd with burnifli’d Gold, 
Thy trampling Courfers rul’d with foaming bits? 
Where are thy. Soldiers ftrong and numiberlefse 
Thy valiant Captains, .and thy noble Peers; 
Evin as.che Country. Clowns with tharpeft Scythes, 
Do mow. the wither'd.Grafs from off the Earth, 
Or as the Plough-man with: his piercing Share 
Renteth the Bowels of the fertile Fields, 
And rippeth up the Rootswith Regors keen; 
So Locrine, with his«mighty curtle Axe; 
Hath cropped off the Heads of all thy Hunns, 
So Locrine’s Peers have daunted all thy Peers, 
And drove thine Hoft unto confufion, 
That thou may’ft fuffer penance for’ thy fault, 
And die for murdering valiant Albania. 

Cori, And thus, yea thus, fhall‘all the reft be ferv'd, 
That feek to enter sd/bion “gaint our wills. 
If the brave Nation of the Troglodites, 
Tf all the coal-black e&rhiopians, 
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Tf all the Forces of the Amazons, 
If all the Hofts of the Barbarian Lands, 
Should dare to enter this our little’ World, 
Soon fhould they rue their over+bold attempts, 
That after us our Progeny may fiy; 
There lyes the Beaft that fought to:ufurp our Land. 

Loc. Ay, they are’ Beafts that tek to-ufurp our Land, 
And like to brutifh Beafts they Mall be ferv’d. 
For mighty ove, the fupream King of Heav’n, 
That guides the concourfe of the AdZescors, 
And rules the motion of the azur: Sky, 
Fights always for the»Britains fafery. 
But ftay, methinks I hear fome firieking noife, 
That draweth near to our Pavilion 

Enter Soldiers leading in. E:ftrild. 

Eft. What Prince foe’er adorn’c with golden Crown, 
Doth fway the Regal Sceptre in his hands 
And thinks no chance can ever thiow him.down, 
Or that his ftate fhall-everlafting tand, 
Let him behold poor Efvild in this plight, 
The perfec Platform of a: troublec Wight, 
Once was I guarded with mavortal bands, 
Compa with: Princés‘of the nobk Bloods 
Now am I fall’n into my. Foe-mers hands, 
And with my death muft pacifie their mood, 
O Life, the harbour of calamities, 
O Death, the haven of all miferie, 
I could compare ‘my forrows to'thy ‘woe, 
Thou wretched Queen-of wretched: Pergamus, 
But that thou viewd’ft thy Enemes overthrow; 
Nigh to the Rock of ‘high Caphareus. 
Thou faw't their'death, and: thendeparted’ft, thence, 
I muft abide the Vietors infolence 
The Gods that pitied thy continval grief, 
Transform’d thy Corps, aod withthy Corps thy care, 
Poor Eftrild lives defpairing of reief, 
For Friends in trouble-are but few and orare. 
What, faid I, few? Ay; few ortone at, all, 
For cruel Death made havock' of them all. 
Thrice happy they’ whofe fortune was:fo; good, 
‘To end their lives, and with theirlives their woes, 
Tbrice 
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Thrice haplefs I, whom Fortune fo with{tood, 
That cruelly the:gave me to:my Foes. 
O Soldiers, is there any mifery 
To be compar’d to Formne’s treachery: 
Loe. Camber, this fam: fhould bethe. Scythian Queen. 
Cam. So may weyudge by her lamenting words, 
Loc. So faira Dame mine Eyes did-never {ce, 
With floods of woes:fliefeems o’erwhelm’d to be. 
Cam. O Locrine, hath the not acaufe, for to be fad 2 
| Locrine az.one fide of the Stage. 
Loc. If fhe'havecauft to weep for Hwmber’s. death, 
And fhed falt tears for her overthrow : 
Locrine may well-bewail his proper grief, 
Locrinemay move'his ovn peculiar woe, 
He being Conquer’d, died a: fpeedy. death, 
And felt not long his lamentable {mart, 
I being a Conqueror, »lixe a lingring Life, 
And feel the force’ of Cepid’s fudden ftroke, 
I gave him caufe to-die i fpeedy death. 
He left me caufe.to:-witha fpeedy death, 
O that {weet Face paititel with Nature’s dye, 
Thofe rofeal Cheeks mixt with a {nowy white, 
That decent Neckofurpaling Ivory, 
Thofe comely Breafts waich Yenus well, might fpite, 
Are like to fnares which wily fowlers, wrought, 
Wherein my yielding. Heart is prifoner caught. 
The golden treffesyof he dainty Hair, 
Which thine like: Rubies glittering; with the Sun, 
Have fo entrap’d poor Zvcrine's love-fick Heart, 
That from the fame:no!way it can be won. 
How true is that which oft-L heard. declar’d, 
One dram of Joy 'muft lave a pound of Care, 
Eft. Hard istheir fall, whe from aGolden Crown 
Are caft into a Sea of wretchednefs. 
Loc. Hard is theirthall, whoby Cypid’s frown 
Are wrapt in Waves of ndlefs:carefulnefs, 
Eft. O Kingdom, @oje& to all miferies. 
Loc. O Love; theex:ream’ft of all extremities, 
[ Goes into. his Chair. 
Sold. My Lord, in rinfacking the Scythian Tents, 
I found this Lady, and:o manifeft oa 
at 
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That earneft Zeal I bear unto.your.Grace, 
I here prefent her to. your Majefty. 
Another Sold. He lies, my Lord, I found the Lady firft; 
And here prefent her to your Majefty. 
1 So/d. Prefumptuous Villain, wilt thou take my prize? 
2 Sold. Nayy rather. thou depriy’ft me of my. right. 
3 Sold. Refign thy Title, Caitive, unto me, 
Or with my Sword I'll pierce thy Cowards, Loins, 
2 Sold. Soft words, good Sir, ’tis not enough to {peak : 
A barking Dog doth feldom Strangers bite. 
Loc. Unreverent, Villains, ftrive you in our fight? 
Take them hence, Jailor, to the Dungeon, 
There let them lye and try. their quarrel out, 
But thou, fair Princefs, be no whit difmay’d, 
But rather joy that Lecrize favours thee. 
Eft. How can he favour me that flew my Spoufe? 
Loc. The chance of War, my Love, took him from thee. 
Eff. But Locrine was the caufer.of his death; 
Loc. He was an Enemy to Loorine’s States 
And flew my noble Brother lbanaét. 
Eff. But he wasJink’d co me-in Marriage-bond, 
And would you have,me love his flaughterer ? 
Loc. Better to live, thao-not to live ar all. 
Eft. Better to die renown’d for chattity, 
Than live with fhame and endlefs infamy. 
What would the common fort report of me, 
If I forget my love, and cleave to thee? 
Loc. Kings need not fear the vulgar fentences, 
Eft. But Ladies mutt regard their honeft Name, 
Loc. Is it a fhame to live in Marriage-bonds 2 
Eff. No, but to bea, Strumpet.to.a.King; 
Loc. If thou wilt yield to Lecrine’s burning Love, 
Thou fhalt be Queen. of fair Albania, 
Eft. But Guendeline will undermine my State, 
Loc. Upon mine.Honour, thou. fhale have no harm. 
Eff. Then lo, brave Locrine, Ejfrild yields to thee, 
And by the gods, whom thou doft invocate, 
By the dread-Gholt of thy deceafed Sire, 
By-thy right-hand, and by thy burning Love, 
Take pity on poor Effrila’s wretched thrall. 
Cori, Hath Locrine then forgot his Gwendeline, 
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That thus he cotirts the Scythians'Paramour ? 
What, are the words of Brute fo foon forgot ¢ 
Are my deferts fo quickly out of mind ? 
Have I been faithful to thy Sire now dead? 
Have I protected thee from Hamber’s hand, 
And do’ft thou quit me with Ungratitude? 
Is this the guerdon for my grievous wounds? 
Is this the Honour for my labours paft? 

Now by my Sword, ‘Locrine, I fwear to’ thee, 
This injury of thine fhall be repaid. 

Loc. Uncle, fcorn you your Royal Soveraign, 
As if we ftood for Cyphers in the Court? 
Upbraid you me with thofe your benefits? 
Why, it was a Subje@’s duty fo to do. 

What you have done for our deceafed Sire 
We know, and all’know, you have your reward. 

Cori. Avant, proud Princox, brav’ft thoume withal, 
Affure thy felf, though thou be Emperor, 
Thou ne’er fhalt carry this unpunifhed. 

Camb, Pardon my Brother, noble Corineins, 
Pardon this once, and it fhall be amended. 

Aja. Coufin, remember Brutus lateft words, 
How he defired you to cherifh them: 

Let not this fault fo much incenfe your Mind, 
Which is not yet paffed all remedy. 

Cori, Then Loerine, lo 1 reconcile my felf, 
But as thou lov’ft thy Life, fo love thy ‘Wife. 
But if thou violate thofe promifes, 

Blood and revenge fhall light upon thy Head. 
Come, let us back to ftately Troynovant, 
Where all thefe matters fhall be fertled. 

Loc. Millions of Devils wait upon thySoul. [To him/elf. 

Legions of Spirits vex thy impious Ghoft: 

Ten thoufand'torments rack thy curfed’ bones. 

Let every thing that hath the ufe of breath, 

Be inftruments and workers of thy death. [Exeunt. 
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Enter Humber aloxe, his Hair nanging over his Shoulders; his 
Arms all bloody, andi Dart in one Hand, 
Hum, What Bafiiisk hath hached in this place, 
Where every thing confumed is to nought ? 
What fearful Fury haunts thefecurfed Groves, 
Where not a root is left for Hamber’s Meat 2 
Hath feil Aleto with envenom’d blafts, 
Breathed forth poifon in thefe tender Plains? 
Hath tripple Cerberus with contigious foam, 
Sow'd Aconitum ‘mong thefe vither’d Herbs 2 
Hath dreadful Fames with her sharming rods 
Brought barrennefs on every fruitful Tree? 
What not a Roor, no Fruir, no Beaft, no Bird; 
To nourith Humber in this Wildernefs? 
Whaat would you more, you Fiends of Erebus ? 
My very Intrails burn for want of drink, 
My Bowels cry, Humber give us fome meat, 
But wretched Humber can give you no meat, 
Thefe foul accurfed Groves afford no meat : 
This fruitlefs. foil, this ground trings forth no meat. 
The Gods, hard-hearted Gods, yield me no meat. 
Then how can Humber give you any meat 2 
Enter Strumbo with a Pitchfork and a Scotch-Cap: 
Strum. How do you, Mafter, how do you? how have 
you ‘fcap’d hanging this long time 2 i’faith I have *fcaped 
many a fcouring this Year, but I thank God I have paft 
them all with a good couragio, couragio, and my Wife 
and I are in great love and charity now, I thank my Man- 
hood and my ftrength; for I will cell you, Mafters, upon a 
certain Day at Night I came home, to fay the very truth, 
with my Stomach full of Wine, and ran up into the Cham- 
ber, where my Wife. foberly fite rocking my little Baby, 
leaning her back againft the Be, finging lullaby, Now 
when fhe faw me come with my Nofe foremoft, thinking 
that I had been Drunk, as I wai indeed, fnatch’d up a Fags 
got-f{tick in her hand, and came furioufly marching towards 
me; with a big Face, as thougi fhe would have eaten’me 
at a bits thundering oue thefe words unto me. Thott 
drunken Knave,. where baft thou been fy long 2? I fhall 
teach 
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teach thee how to ‘benight me another time; and fo fhe 
began to play Knaves Trumps, Nows although I trembled, 
fearing fhe would fet. her ten Commandments in my Face, 
ran within her, afd taking herluflaly by the middle, I car- 
ried her valiantly to the Bed, and fijnging her upon at, 
flung my felf upon her, and there I delighted her fo with the 
fpcrt I made, that ever after the would call me {weet Hat- 
band, and fo banifh’d brawling for ever; and to fee the 
good Will of the Wench, fhe bought wath her Portion a 
Yard of Land, and by that I am now become one of the 
richeft Men in our Parifh. Well, Mafters, what’s a Clock? 
It is now Breakfaft time, you thall fee what Meat I have 
here for my Bréeakfaft. 
(He fits dovn and pulls out his Vitlnals. 
Hum, Was ever Land fo fruitlefs as this Land 2 
Was ever Grove fo gracelefs as this Grove ? 
Was ever Soil fo barrén as this Soil ? 
Oh no: the Land where hungry Fames dwelt, 
May no ways equalize this curfed Land ; 
No, even the climate of the Torrid Zone 
Brings forth more fruit than this accurfed Grove. 
Ne’er came {weet Ceres, ne'er came Venus here 3 
Triptolemus the God of Husbindmen, 
Ne’er fow'd his Seed in this foul Wildernefs. 
The hunger-bitten Dogs of Acheron, 
Chac’d fromthe nine-fold Puriphlegiton, 
Have fet their Foot-fteps in this damned, Ground. 
The Iron-hearted Furies arm’d with Snakes, 
Scatter’d huge Hydra’s over all the Plains, 
Which have confum’d the Grafs,the Herbs, the Trees, 
Which have drunk up the flowing Water Springs. 
Strumbo hearing his Voice farts up, and puts bis Meat in his 
Pocket, fecking to hide himfelf. 
Hum, Thoti great Commander of the ftarry Sky, 
That guid’ft the Life of every mortal Wight, 
From the inclofures of the fleeting Clouds 
Rain down fome Food, or elfe I faint and dye. 
Pour down fome Drink, or elfe I faint and dye. 
© Frpiter, has thou fent Adercary 
In clownith Shape to minifter fome Food? 
Some Meat, fome Meat, fome Meat. 
Vou. VI. Na Strigh, 
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Strum, O alas, Sir, ye are deceiv’d, 
I am Strumbo. 

Hum. Give me fome Meat, Villain, give me fome Meat; 
Or ’gainft this Rock Pll: dath thy curfed Brains, 

And rend thy Bowels with my bloody Hands, 
Give mefome Meat, Villain, give me fome Met. 

Strum. By the Faith of my Body, good Fellow, I had 
rather give a whole Ox, than that thou fhouldft ferve 
me in that fort. Dath out my Brains ! © horrible, 
terrible. I thick IE have 4 quarry of St 
Pocket. 


I am nor Mercury, 


ones in my 


He makes as though he would kive him fome, and as he put- 
teth ont his Hand, enters the Ghoff of Albana@t, and 
Strikes him on the Hand, and fo Strumbo runs wt, Hum- 
ber following him. | Exeunt. 


Ghoft. Lo here the Gift of fel] Ambition, 
Of Ufurpation and of Treachery, 
Lo here the harms that wait upon all thofe 
That do intrude themfelves in others Lands, = 
Which are not under their Dominion. | Exit 


SCENE ly, 


Enter Locrine alone. 

Loc. Seven Years hath aged Corineius liv’d 
To Locrine’s Grief, and fair Eftrilda’s Woe, 
And feven Years more he hopeth yet to live. 
Oh fupreme Fove, annihilate this thoughr. 
Should he enjoy the Air’s Fruition?2 
Should he enjoy the Benefit of Life 2 
Should he contemplate the radiant Sun, 
“That makes‘my Life equal to dreadful Death 2 
Venus convey this Monfter from the Earth, 
That difobeyeth thus thy facred Hefts, 
Cupid convey this Monfter to dark Hell, 
That difannuls thy Mothers fugar’d Laws, 
Mars with thy Target all befet with Flames, 
With murthering Blade bereave him of his Life, 
That hindreth Locrine in his {weeteft Joys. 
And yet for all his diligent afpect, 
His wrathful Eyes piercing like Linces Eyés, 
Well have I overmatch’d his Subtilry, Nigh 
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Nigh wscolitum bythe pleafant Lee, 

Where brackith Thamis flides with filver Streams, 
Making: Breach into the graflie Downs, 

A curiow Arch of coftly Marble fraught, 

Hath Lorize framed underneath the Ground, 
The Wals whereof, garnifht with Diamonds, 
With Ophirs, Rubies, gliftering Emeralds, 
And intelac’d with Sun-bright Carbuacles, 
Lightens the room with artificial Day, 

And fron the Zee with Water-flowing Pipes 
The moifture is deriv’d into this Arch, 

Where I have plac’d fair Effrild fecretly. 
Thither eftfoons accompanied with my Page, 

I covertly vifit my Heart’s Defire, 

Without fufpicion of the meaneft Eye, 

For Love aboundeth ftill with Policy. 

And thither ftill means Locrine to repair, 

°Till Atnpos cut off mine Uncele’s Life, | Exit. 


SsC2 EN Ey. 
Enter Humber alone, faying s 


O vita mifero longa, felici brevis ! 

Ehen malorum fames extremum malum. 
Long hwe I lived in this defart Cave, 
With eating Haws and miferable Roots, 
Devouriig Leaves and beaftly Excrements. 
Caves w:re my Beds, and Stones my Pillowberes, 
Fear wasmy Sleep, and Horror was my Dream; 
For ftillmethought at every boifterous Blaft, 
Now Lucrine comes, now Humber thou mutt die; 
So that for Fear and Hunger, Humber’s Mind 
Can never reft, but always trembling ftands. 
O what Danubias tow may quench my Thirft 2 
What Esphrares, what light foot Euripus 
May nov allay the Fury of that Hear, 
Which nging in my Entrails eats me up ¢ 
You ghatly Devils of the ninefold Styx, 
You danned Ghofts of Joylefs Acheron, 
You mournful Souls, vext in -4dy/fus Vaults, 
You col«black Devils of Avernus Pond, 
Come with your Flefh-hooks, rend my famifht Arms, 

Nn 2 Thefe 
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Thefe Arms,that have fuftain’d their Mafter’s Life? 
Come with your Razors rip my Bowels up, 
With your fharp Fire-forks crack my, ftarved Bones, 
Ufe me as you will, fo Humber may-not lives 
Accurfed Gods that rule the ftarry Poles, 
Accurfed Fove, King of th’ accurfed. Gods, 
Caft down your Lightning on poor Humber’s Head, 
That I may leave this Death-like Life of mine ; 
What hear you not, and fhall not Humber die ? 
Nay I will die, though all the Gods fay nay. 
And gentle by take my troubled Corps, 
Take it and keep it from all mortal Eyes, 
That none may fay, when I have loft my Breath, 
The very Floods con{pir’d *gainft Humber’s Death. 
[Flings bimfelf into the River. 
Enter the Ghoft of Albanaé. 
En cadem fequitur, cades in cade quiefco. 
Humber is dead, joy Heav’ns, leap Earth, dance Trees ; 
Now may’ft thou reachithy Apples Tantalus, 
And with ’em feed thy hunger-bitten Limbs. 
Now Sy/fphus leave the tumbling of thy Rock, 
And reft thy reftlefs Bones upon the fame, 
Unbind Ixion, cruel Rhadamanth, 
And.lay proud Humber ‘on the whirling Wheel. 
Back will I poft to Hel! Mouth “Texarus, 
And pafs Cocytus, ‘to’ the Elyffan Fields, 
And tell my Father Brwtas of this News. [ Exit, 





PT og sere a ee 


Enter Ate as before. Jalon leading Creon’s, Daughter. Mes 
dea following, a.Garland in ber, Hand, and putting it on 
Creon’s Daughter's Head, fetteth it .on Fire, and then, kil- 
ling Jaton and her, departs, 


Ate. OW tam Trinacriis exeftuat:AGtna cavernis, 
Lafe furtivo quam cor milicris amore. 
Medea feeing Fafon leave her Love, 
And chufe the Daughter of the 7heban King, 
Went to her devilifh Charms to work Revenge ; 
And saifing up the triple Hecate, 
With 
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With all the routcof the condemned Fiends, 
Framed a Garland by. her magick Skill, 
With which the wrought Fa/ox and Creon’s Ill. 
So Guendeline feeing Her felf mifus’d, 
And Humber’s Paramour poffefs her place, 
Flies to rhe Dukedom of Cornabia, 
And with her Brother ftatit Thrafimachus, 
Gathering a Power of Cornifb Soldiers; 
Gives Battel'to her Husbahd and his Holt, 
Nigh to the River of great Avercia:: 
The Chances of this Gifmal Maffacre, 
That which enfueth: th itty will unfold. [ Exir. 
Soto ib NB ok 
Enter Locrine, Camber, Affaracus, avd Thrafimachus. 
Aja. But tell me, Coufin, dy’d my Brother fo 2 
Now who is left to haplefs, albion, 
That as a Pillar might uphold our State, 
| That might {trike Terror to our daring Foes 2 
| Now who is left to_haplels Britany, 
That might defend her. from the barb’rous Hands 
Of thofe that ftill defire her ruinous fall, 
And feek to” work her downfal’ and decay? 
Cam, Ay Uncle, Death’s our common Enemy, 
And none but Death can matchourmatchlefs Power; 
Witnefs the Fall of Albioneius Crew; 
Witnefs the Fall.ef Humber andhis Hunns, 
And this foul: Death hath now. iticteas*d- our Woe, 
By taking Corineinus from this Life, 
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! And in his room‘leaving us Worlds of ‘Care. 
| Thra. But none mry more bewail his mourpful Heaife, 
. Than I that am the iflue of his Loins, 


. Now foul befal that curfed* Humber’s T hiroat, 
/ That was'the canferof hi lingring Wound. 


. 

| Loc. Tears catnotraife him from the Dead again, 
/ But where's. my: Lady Miftrefs Guesdeline®? 

Thra. In Corawall,. Locrine, is my Sifter now, 


Providing for my Farher’s: Funerals 

Loc, And let her there provide her mourning Weeds; 
And mourn for ever het own Widow-hood) 
Ne’er fhall fhe come within. our Palace Gate, 
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To countercheck brave Locrine in his Love. 
Go, Boy, to Dexcolitum, down the Lee, 
Unto the Arch where lovely Effrild lies, 
Bring her and Sabren ftrait unto the Court, 
She thall be Queen-in Guendeline’s room. 


Let others wall for Corineias Death, 

T mean not fo to. macerace my Mind, 

For him that barr’d me from my Heart’s Defire. 
Thyra. Hath Locrine then forfook his Guendeline ? 

}s Corinetus de h fo foon forgot ? 


here be Gods in Heav’n, as fure there be ; 


af tnere 
If there be Fiends in Hell, as needs there muft, 
They will revenge this thy notorious wrong, 
And pour their Plagues upon thy curfed Head. 

Loc. What, prat’{t thou, Peafant, to thy Soveraign 2 
Or art thou ftrucken in fome Extafie? 
Doft thou not tremble at our Royal Looks ? 
Doft thou not quake when mighty Locrine frowns? 
Thou beardlefs Boy, were’t not that Locrine {corns 
To vex his Mind with fuch a Heartlefs Child, 
With the fharp Point of this my Battel-axe, 
I'd fend thy Soul to Puryphlegiton. 

Thra. Though I be young and of a tender Age, 
Yer will cope with Locrine when he dares. 
My noble Father, with his conqu’ring Sword, 
Slew the two Giants Kings of 4quitain. 
Thrafimachus is not fo degenerate, 
That he fhould fear and tremble at the looks, 

1s of a Venerean Squire. 

thy Roy al Soveraign @ 








Or taunting W 
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Uncivil, not befeeming fuch as you. 
Injurious Traitor (for he is no lefs 
That at Defiance ftandeth with his King) 
Leavethefe thy Taunts, leave thefe thy bragging Wordsa 
Unlefs thou. mean*ft to leave thy wretched Life, 
Thra. Uf Princes ftain their glorious Dignity 
With ugly {pots of monftrous Infamy, 
They leele their former Eftimation, 
And throw themfelves into a Hell of hate. 
Loc. Wilt thou abufe my gentle Patience, 
As though thou didft our high difpleafure feorn 2 
Proud 
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Proud Boy, that thou may’ft know thy Prince is mov’d, 
Yea, greatly mov’d at this thy {welling Pride, 
We banifh thee for ever from our Court, 
Thra. Then, lofel Locrine, look unto thy felf, 
Thrafimachus will revenge this Injury. [ Exit. 
Loc. Farewel, proud Boy, and learn to ufe thy Tongue. 
Afja. Alas, my Lord, you fhould have call’d to mind 
The lateft Words that Brutus {pake to yon, 
How he defir’d you, by the Obedience 
That Children ought to bear their Sire, 
To love and favour Lady Guendeline : 
Confider this, that if the Injury 
Do move her mind, as certainly it will, 
War and Diffention follows fpeedily. 
What though her Power be not fo great as yours, 
Have you not feen a mighty Elephant 
Slain by the biting of a filly Moufe 2 
Even fo the chance of War inconftant is. 
Loc, Peace, Unkle, Peace, and ceafe to talk hereof; 
For he thar feeks by whifpering this or that, 
To trouble Lecrine, in his fweeteft Life, 
Let him perfwade himfelf to die the Death. 
; Exter the Page, with Eftrild and Sabren. 
Eff. Olay me, Page, tell me, where is the King? 
Wherefore doth he fend for me to the Court 2 
Is it to die? is it to end my Life? 
Say me, fweet Boy, tell me and do not feign, 
Page. No, truftme, Madam, if you will credit the little 
Honetty that is yet left me, there is no fuch Danger as you 
fear, but prepare your felf, yonder’s the King. 
Eft. Then, Eftrild, lift thy dazled Spirits up, [_Kzeeling. 
And blefs that bleffed time, that Day, that Hour, 
That warlike Locrine firft did favour thee. 
Peace to the King of Britany, my Love, 
Peace to all thofe that love and favour him. 
Loc. Doth Effrild fall with fuch Submiffion [Taking her up. 
Before her Servant King of Albion ? 
Arife, fair Lady, leave this lovely Chear, 
Lift up thofe Looks that cherifh Locrine’s Heart, 
That I may freely view that rofeal Face,’ 
Nn4 Which 
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Which fo intangled hath my love-fick Breaft, 
Now to the Court, where we will court it out, 

And pafs the Night and Day in Venus Sports. 
Frolick, brave Peers, be joyful with your King, {| Exeszt. 
S CaN Es 
Enter Guendeline, Thrafimachus, Madan, and Soldiers. 
Guen, You gentle Winds that with your modeft Blafts 

Pafs through the Circuit of the Heav’nly Vault, 

Enter the Clouds unto the Throne of ‘fove, 

And bear my Pray’rs to his ali-hearing Ears, 

For Locrine hath forfaken Guendeline, 

And learnt to love proud Humber’s Concubine. 

You happy Sprites that in the Concave Sky, 

With pleafant Joy, enjoy your fweereft Love, 

Shed forth thole Tears with me, which then you theds 
When firft you woo’d your Ladies to your Wills: 
Thofe Tears are fitteft for my wofu! Cafe, 

Since Lecrine fhuns my nothing-plealapt Face. 
Bluth Heav’ns, blufh Sun, and hide thy fhining Beams, 
Shadow thy radiant Locks in gloomy Clouds, 
Deny thy chearful: Light wnto/the World, 
Where nothing reigns but.Falfhood,and Deceit. 
What, faid I, Falfhood ? Ay, that, filthy Crime, 
For Locrine hath forfaken Guendeline: 

Behold the Heav’ns do wail for Guendeline: 
The fhining Sun doth bluth for Guendeline + 

The liquid Air doth weep for Guexwaeline : 

The very Ground doth groan for Guendeline. 
Ay, they are milder than the Britain King, 

For he rejeGteth lucklefs Guendeline. 

Thra. Sifter, complaints are bootlefs in this caufe, 
This open wrong mult have an open Plague + 
This Plague mult be repaid: with grievous War, 
This War muft finifh with Lecrivus Death, 

His Death will foon extinguifh our Complaitts. 

Guen. O no, his Death will more atgmentmy woest 
He was my Husband, brave Thrafmachus, 

More dear to me than th’ apple of mite Eye, 
Nor can I find in Heart to. work his/Scarte. 
Fbra. Madam, if not your proper Injuries, 
Nor my Exile, can move you to revenge : 
Think 
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Think on our Father Corineias Words, 
His Words to us ftand always fora Law. 
Should) Locrine live, that caus’d, my Father's Death? 
Should Locriue live, that, now divorceth you ¢ 
The Heav’ns, the Earth, the Air, the Fire reclaims; 
And then why fhould all we deny the fame ¢ 
| Guen. Then heaceforth farewel womanifh Complaints, 
! All childith Pity henceforth then farewel : 
) But curfed Locrine, look unto. thy felf, 
For Nemefis, the Miftrefs of Revenge, 
Sits arm’d at all Points on our difmal Blades, 
And curfed Effrild, that inflam’d, bis Heart, 
Shall, if I live, die a.reproachful, Death. 
Mad. Mother, tho” Nature makes me to.lament 
My lucklefs Father’s.froward Letchery; 
Yet for he wrongs my Lady Mother, thus, 
I, if I could, my felf, would work bis Death. 
Thra. See, Madam,, fee, the defire of Revenge 
Is in the Children,of a tender Age. 
Forward, brave Soldiers,, into JZercia, 
Where we fhall brave the Coward to his Face. [ Exeunt. 


SoGmBewNeE ooBV. 
Enter Locrine, Eftrild, Sabren, Affarachus, and the Soldiers, 


Loc. Tellme, Affarachus, are the Corni fh Chuffs 
In fuch great number come to Aercia, 
And, haye they, pitched there their Hoft, 
So clofe unto our Royal Manfion 2 
Affa. They are, my Lord, and mean incontinent 
To bid Defiance. to your Majefty. 
Loc. It makes me laugh, to think that Gzendeline 
Should have the Heart to come in Arms againft me. 
Eft. Alas, my Lord, the Horfe will run amain 
When as. the Spur, doth. gall him to the Bone ; 
Jealoufie, Locrine, hath a wicked fting. 
| Loc. Sayft thou,fo, Ejtrild, Beauty's Paragon? 
Well, we will try her Choler to the Proof, 
) And make her know,.. Lecrine can brook no bravess. 
| March on, .dfarachus, thou muft lead the way, 
And bring us to.their- proud Pavilion, [ Exeunts 
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Enter the Ghoft of Corineius, with Thunder and Lig htning, 
Ghoft. Behold, the Circuit of the azure Sky 
Throws forth fad Throbs, and grievous Sufpirs, 
Prejudicating Locrine’s Overthrow : 
The Fire caltech forth fh rp darts of Flames, 
The great Foundation of the triple World 
Trembleth and quaketh with a mighty Noife, 
Prefaging bloody Maffacres at hand, 
The wandring Birds that flutter in the dark, 
When hellith Night in cloudy Chariot feated, 
Cafteth her mifts on fhady Tellus Face, 
With fable Mantles cov’ring ail the Earth, 
Now flies abroad amid the chearful Day, 
Foretelling fome unwonted Mifery. 
The foarling Curs of darkned Tartarus, . 3 
Sent from vernus Ponds by Rhadamanth, 
With howling Ditties pefter ev’ry Wood; 
The watry Ladies, and the lightfoot Fawns; 
And all the rabble of the woody Nymphs, 
All trembling hide themfelves in fhady Groves, 
And throwd themfelves in hideous hollow Pits. 
The boifterous Boreas thundreth forth Revenge: 
The ftony Rocks cry out on fharp Revenge: 
The thorny Buth pronounceth dire Revenge. 
[Sound the <larum, 
Now Corineins ftay and fee Revenge, 
And feed thy Soul with Locrine’s Overthrow, 
Behold they come, the Trumpets call them forth: 
The roaring Drums fummon the Soldiers, 
Lo where their Army gliftereth on the Plains, 
Throw forth thy Lightning, mighty Fupiter, 
And pour thy Plagues on curled Locrine’s Head, [ Stand afide, 
Exter Locrine, Eftrild, Affarachus, Sabren. and their Sol- 
diers at one Door: Thrafimachus, Guendeline, Madan, and 
their Followers at another. 
Loc. What, is the Tiger ftarted from his Cave? 
Ts Guendeline come from Cornnbia, 
That thus the braveth Lacrive to the Teeth? 
And haft thou found thine Armour, pretty Boy, 
Accompanied 
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Accompanied with thefe thy ftragling Mates? 
Believe me but this Enterprize was bold, 
And well deferveth Commendation. 

Guen. Ay , Locrine, Traiterous Locrine,we are come, 
With full pretence to feek thine Overthrow. 

What have I done that thou fhouldft {corn me thus 2 
What have I faid that thou fhouldft me rejc& 3 
Have I been difobedient to. thy Words? 

Have I bewray’d thy arcane Secrecy 2 

Have I difhonoured thy Marriage Bed 

With filthy Crimes, or with lafcivious Lufts? 
Nay it is thou that haft difhonour’d it, 

Thy filthy Mind o’ercome with filthy Lufls, 
Yieldeth unto Affections filthy Darts. 

Unkind, thou wrong’ft thy firft and trueft fear, 
Unkind, thou wrong’ft-thy beft and deareft Friend 5 
Unkind, thou fcorn’ft.all skilful Brutus Laws, 

) Forgetting Father, Uncle, and thy felf. 

Eff. Believe me, Locrine, but the Girl is wifes 
And ‘well would feem to make a Veftal Nun, 
How finely frames fhe her Oration. 

Thra. Locrine, we came not here to fight with Words, 
Words that can never win the Victory, 

But for you are fo merry in your Frumps, 
Untheath your Swords, and try it out by force, 
| That we may fee who hath the better hand. 
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Loc. Think’{t thou to dare me, bold Thrafimachus ? 
Think’ft thou.to fear me with thy taunting braves, 
Or do we feem too weak to cope with thee ? 
Soon fhallI thew thee my fine cutting Blade, 
And with my Sword, the Meffenger of Death, 
Seal thee an acquitrance for thy bold atremprs. — [ Exennt. 
Sound the} Alarum. Enter Locrine, Affarachus, and a Sol- 
dier at one Door; Guendeline, Thrafimachus, at another's 
Locrine aud his Followers driven back, 
Then Locrine and Eftrild exter again in amaze. 
Loc. O fair Eftrilda, we have loft the Field, 
Thrafimachus hath won the Victory, © 
And we are left to bea Laughing-ftock, 
Scoft at by thofe that are our Enemies, 
Ten thoufand Soldiers arm’d. with Sword and Shield, 
Prevail againft an hundred thoufand Men, - Thras 
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Thrafimachus incenft with fuming Ire, 
Rageth amongtt the faint-heart Soldiers, 
Like to grim AZars, when cover’d with his Targe, 
He fought with Diomedes in the Field,. 
Clofe by the Banks of filver Simois, | Sound the Alarum, 
O lovely Effrild now the Chafe begins, 
Ne’er fhall we fee the ftately Troynovant 
Mounted with Courfers garnifht all with Pearls, 
Ne’er fhall we view the fair Concordias 
Unlefs as Captives we be thither brought, 
Shall Locrine then be taken Prifoner, 
By fuch a youngling as Thrafimachus ? 
Shall Guendeline captivatemy Love? 
Ne’er fhall mine Eyes behold that difmal hour, 
Ne’er will I view that ruthful Speacle, 
For with my Sword, or this tharp Curtle-Axe, 
I'll cut in funder my Accurfed Heart: 
But O you Judges of the ninefold Styx, 
Which wich inceflane Torments rack the Ghofts 
Within the botromlefs Aby lus Pits, 
You Gods, Commanders of. the Heav’nly Spheres, 
Whofe Will and Laws irrevocable ftand, 
Forgive, forgive, this foul accurfed Sins 
Forget, O Gods, this foul condemned fault: 
And now my Sword, that info many Fights.{ Kiffes:his Sword, 
Hatt fav’d the Life of Brusus and’ his Son, 
End now his Life chat witheth {till for Death, 
Work now his Death that-witheth ftill’ for Deaths 
Work now his Death that hateth {till his: Life; 
Farewel, fair Effrild, Beauty’s Paragon, 
Fram’d in the front of forlorn Miferies, 
Ne’er fhall mine Eyes behold thy Sun-fhine: Eyes, 
But when we meet in-the Elyfian Fields, 
Thither I go before with haften’d pace. 
Farewel, vain World, and thy. inticing. Shares, 
Farewel, foul Sin, and thy inticing Pleafures, 
And welcome Death; the end of Mortal {mart; 
Welcome to Locrine’s over-burthen’d Heart. 

[ Thrufts him/felf through with his Swords 

Eft. Break Heart with Sobs and grievous Sufpirs; 

Stream forth you Tears from forth my watry Eyes, 
Help me to mourn for watlike Lecrine's Death, Pour 
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Pour down your Tears you watry Regions, 

For mighty Locrine is bereft of Life. 

O fickle Fortune, © unftable World, 

What elfe are all things, that this Globe contains, 

But a confufed Chaos-of mifhaps? 

Wherein as in a Glafs we plainly fee, 

That all-our Life is but:a Tragedy, 

Since mighty Kings are fubje@ to mifhap, 

Ay, mighty Kings are fubjeé& to mithap, 

Since martial Locrine is bereft of Life, 

Shall Efrild live then after Locrine’s Death 2 
Shall love of Life bar her from Locrine’s Sword 2 

O no, this Sword ‘that hath bereft his Life, 

Shall now deprive me of my fleeting Soul : 

Strengthen thefe Hands, O mighty Jupiter, 
That { may end my woful Mifery, 

Lacrine 1 come, Locrine I follow thee. [ Kills her felf. 

Sound the Alarum. Enter Sabren. 
Sab. What doleful Sight, what ruthful Spe@acle 

Hath Fortune offer’d co'my ‘haplefs Heart? 

My Father ‘flain with fuch.a fatal Sword, 

My Mother inurthered by ‘a mortal wound? 
What Thracian Dog, what:batbarous A4irmidon, 
Would not relent at fuch a ruthful cafe 2 

What fierce Achilles, what hard ftony Flint, 
Would not bemoan ‘thismournful Tragedy 2 
Locrine, the Map of Magnanimity, 

Lies flaughter’d in his foul accurfed Cave; 
Eftrild, the perfe& patternof Renown, 

Nature’s fole wonder, in whofe beauteous Breafts 
All Heav’nly Grace and- Virtue was infhrin’d, 
Both maffacred are dead*within this Cave, 

And with them dies fair Pallas and fweet Love. 
Here lies a Sword, and Sabren hath a Heart, 

This bleffed Sword*thall cut my curféd Heart. 
And bring my Soul:unto my Parents Ghofts, 
That they that dive and view our Tragedy, 
May mourn our cafe with mournful Plaudites: 

[Offers ro kill her felfe 

Ay me, my Virgins Hands are too too weak, 
To penetrate the bulwark of my Breaft; 
My Fingers, us’d to tune the amorous Lute, Are 
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Are not of force to hold this fteely-Glaive, 

So Iam left to wail my. Parents Deatine 

Not able for to work my proper Death 

Ah Locrine, honour’d for.thy Noblenefs. 

Ah Effrild, famous for thy Conftancys 

Tl may they fare that. wrought your mortal Ends. 

Enter Guendeline, Thrafimachus, Madan, and the Soldiers. 

Guen. Search Soldiers, fearch, find Lecrixe and his Love, 
Find the proud Strumpet, Humber’s Concubine, 
That I may change thofe her fo pleafing Looks, 
To pale and ignominious Afpea. 

Find me the Iffue of their curfed Love, 

Find me young Sabres, Locrine’s only Joy; 

That I may glut my Mind with lukewarm Blood, 
Swiftly diftilling from the Baftard’s breaft. 

My Father’s Ghoft ftill havnts me for Revenge; 
Crying ; Revenge my over-haftened Death. 

My Brother’s Exile, and mine own Divorce, 
Banifh remorfe clean from my brazen Heart, 

All Mercy from mine adamantive Breafts. 

Thra. Nor doth thy Husband, lovely Guendeline, 
That wonted was to guide our ftarlefs Steps, 
Enjoy this Light; fee where he murdred lies: 

By lucklefs Lot and froward frowning Fates 
And by him lies his lovely Paramour 

Fair Effrild goared with a difmal Sword, ‘ 
Andas.it feems, both murdred by themfelves, 
Clafping each other in their feebled Arms, 
With loving zeal, as if for Company 

Thetr uncontented Corps were yet content 
To pafs foul Styx in Charon’s Ferry-boat. 

Gwen. And hath proud Efrild then prevented me, 

Hath the efcaped Guendelina’s Wrath, 

By violently cutting off her Life 2 

Would God fhe had the monftrous Hydra’s Lives, 
That every hour fhe might have died a Death 
Worfe than the {wing of old Jxion’s Wheel, 

And every hour revive to die again, 

As Titius bound to houflefs Caucafon, 

Doth feed the Subftance of his own mithap, 

And every Day for want of Food doth die, 

And every Night doth’live azain to die, 
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But ftay, methinks, I hear fome fainting Voice, 
Mournfully weeping for their lucklefs Death, 
Sab. You Mountain Nymphs which in thefe Defarts reigiy 
Ceafe off your hafty chate of Savage Beafts, 
Prepare to fee a Heart oppreft with Care, 
Addrefs your Ears to hear a mournful Stile, 
No human Strength, no Work can work my Waa’, 
Care in my Heart fo Tyrant like doth deal. 
You Driades and lightfoot Satyri, 
You gracious Fairies, which at Even-tide 
Your Clofets leave with Heav’nly Beauty ftor’d, 
And on ‘your Shoulders {pread your golden Locks, 
You favage Bears in Caves and darken’d Dens, 
Come wail with me the martial Locrine’s Death. 
Come mourn with me, for beauteous Effrild’s Death. 
Ah loving Parents littie do you know, 
What Sorrow Sabren fuffers for your thral!. 
Guen. But may this be, and is it poffible, 
Lives Sabren yet to expiate my Wrath? 
Fortune I thank thee for this Courtefie, 
And let me never fee one profperous hour, 
If Sabren die not a reproachful Death. 
Sab. Hard-hearted Death, that when the wretched call, 
Art fartheft off, and feldom hear’ft at all, 
But in the midft of Fortune’s good Succefs, 
Unealled comes, and fheers our Life in twain: 
When will that hour, that bleffed hour draw nigh, 
When poor diftreffed Sabren may be gone. 
Sweet Atropos cut off my fatal Thread. 
What artthou Death, fhall not poor Sabren die? 
(Guendeline taking her by the Chin, fays, 
Guen. Yes Damfel, yes, Sabren fhall furely die, 
Tho’ all the World fhould feek to fave her Life, 
And not a common Death fhall Sabrex die, 
But after ftrange and grievous Panifhments; 
Shortly infliGed on thy Baftard’s Head, 
Thou fhalt be caft into the curfed Streams, 
And feed the Fifhes with thy render Flefh. 
Sab. And think’ft thou then, thou cruel Homicide, 
That thefe thy Deeds fhall be unpunifhed? 
No Traitor, no; the'Gods will venge thife Wrongs, 
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The Fiends of Hell will mark thefe Injuries. 
Never fhall thefe blood-fucking mafty Curs 
Bring wretched Sabren to her lateft home. 
For I my felf, in fpite of thee and thine, 
Mean to abridge my former Dedtinies, 
And that which Locrine’s Sword could not perform, 
This prefent Stream fhall prefent bring to pafs. 
[ She drowns her felf. 
Guen. One Mifchief follows on. another’s Neck, 
Who would have thought fo young a Maid as fhe, 
With fuch a Courage would have fought her Death? 
And for becaufe this River was the Place 
Where little Sabren refolutely died, 
Sabren for ever fhall this fame be call’d. 
And as for Locrine, our deceafed Spoufe, 
Becaufe he was the Son of mighty Brute, 
To whom we owe our Country, Lives and Goods, 
He fhall be buried in a ftately Tomb, 
Clofe by his aged Father Brutus Bones, 
With fuch great Pomp and great Solemnity, 
As well befeems fo brave a Prince as he. 
Let Eftrild be without the fhallow Vaults, 
Without the Honour due unto the dead, 
Becaufe fhe was the Author of this War. 
Retire brave Followers unto Troyxovant, 
Where we will celebrate thefe Exequics, 
And place young Locrine in his Father’s Tomb. [Exennt. 
Ate. Lo here the end of lawlefs Treachery, 
Of Ufurpation and ambitious Pride, 
And they that for their private Amours dare 
Turmoil our Land, and fet their Broils abroach, 
Let them be warned by thefe Premiffes, 
And asa Woman was the only.caufe 
That civil difcord was then. itirréd up, 
So let us pray for that renowned Maid, 
That eight and thirty Years the Scepter fway'd 
In guiet Peace and {weet Felicity, 
And every Wight that feeks her Grace’s Smart, 
Would that this Sword were pierced inhis Heart. [Ewit 


The End of the Sixth and Laft Volume. 
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